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PREFACE 


1 HE Preface to a collection like the present, necessarily involves 
an athuupt to apolojpze for its defects, and from this some degree 
of egotism is inseparable. Oaudour, however, will not fail to 
make liberal allowance for the many ditli(ndties which surround 
an nudertakitjg of this magnitude;: and it is hoped that the excnwes 
which are oflered, if not satisfactoiy, will at least be rectjived as 
murks of r<*spect. The labour t)f some years in forming this 
collection has b<‘<‘a ex<*rle(i with an anxious desire that it may 
prove worthy f>f public favour, but at the eonolusion of the task, 
I cannot tlatt<'r myself that 1 have suoce(*ded in forming the best 
plan, <»r in <*xecuting the plan which 1 formed. 

Tlu‘ fat<* of the f«‘w collections which hav(! bo(‘n madti of this 
kiml r<‘adily pointed out that the objections of critics would be 
ditticted, <‘ither agjiinst redundancy, or defect, and it is as likely 
that I shall be Idanied for a<hnittiug too inaity, as for admitting 
too few, into a work professing to be a Body oe tuk »Standard 
Enoeish Ports. It cannot, however, bt; unknown to those who 
have pai<l any attention to the sulyect, that tlut (jucstion of too 
much or too little, in th<‘se colhsitions, ilotts not depend on the 
prtwions eon.sidemtion of the merit of the poet, so iire<piently as 
on the relative rank which he seems d<‘stim‘d to hoUl among his 
liretlmen. Some may he admissible in a series, who wonhl nuake 
but an indifferent figure by themselves, and it is not improbable 
that by perpetuating txlitions in this manner, the fame that has 
sunk in one nwolntion of taste may he revived in another. 

There are {mrlmiis but two rides by which a collector of EugltsU 
poetry <‘an Im guided. He is cither to give a series of tJie best 
p<mts, or of the most ikjpuIiAK, hut simple as these rules may 
appear, tlioy are not witliout tlifficuUies, for whichever we choose 
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to rdy 11 ^) 011 , tluj otlu'r N\ill be ftmnd to interfere. In the first 
iiistanee, the (juestion will he perpetually rt'eurrinf? “ who ore the 
best poets?” and as this will unavoidably involve all tln‘ disputt'd 
points in j)oet,ieal eriti('isni, and all the partialities of in<li\idual 
taste, an editor must pause before lu‘ venturt' on a decision from 
which the a[)peals will he nunuTous and obstinately contest<'d. 

On the other hand, ho will not find much more s«H'urity in 
popidarity, which is a criterion of uncertain duratiini, sometimes 
depemling on circumstances v('ry rem(»t(‘ from taste or judgment, 
and, unless in sonni few happy instances, a nuTc fashion. Any 
books(‘ller can ttrll an ediUtr that popularity will fre(juently ehule 
his grasp, if he waits for the d(‘cision of time; that autlu^rs, 
popular within the memory of sonu' of the prest'ut gt‘U4*nitio»», 
are no longjr read, and that others who se«‘med on tlu^ brink of 
oblivion, if not sunk in its abyss, have by sonu* accountable or 
tmareouutahhi revival, heeouu* the staudijjg favourites of tluj <laj. 
U has often been ohjcrtwl to !)r. Johnson's Colh'et ion, that it in- 
cludes authors who have few admirers, and it is an ohjcj'tiou 
which p«.‘rhaps gains strength by tiuu', hut it ought always to h(‘ 
rememhcre<l, that the eolltTtioii was not forim-d by that illuKtrious 
W’holar, but by his employers, wh(4 thought themsehes, what tln’j’ 
umpmstionubly were, the In'st judges of v»*mlible pot'try, ami 
win) iuelud<‘<l v<!ry few, if asiy , works in their stries for which 
there was not, at the time it wu.s fonucfl, a coiisidcmhle degn e of 
demand. 

Aware of the ditficidtics of adding to that coUcction wltlK)Hl 
reviving the ustial ohjesitions, what is now presented to the public 
could nev4;rhav<! betm formed, had I imposed on myself the terms 
either of abstract merit, or of popular nrci^ptiou. When upplietl 
to, flienfore, by tin; [)roprit!tors, ami It'ft at liberty, gi'iterally, t4» 
form a (udlection of tins more anchmt potjks to prtjctide Dr. Jolm- 
sou’s scri(‘K, and of tin* mort4 recent authors to follow it, 1 con- 
e<‘ived that it would Is.* proper to ht* guided by a iiiijied rnlu in 
admitting the u<hlitioaH tVorn thesti two elas>«'s. Although tin* 
(puwtion of |H)pularity seemed mjcessary luul decisivi* in Kcleeting 
from the vast mass of jMietieul writers simm the pubii<*atioit of 
Or. Johnsons volmm-s, y(*t in making up a cataloguit of the older 
|)oets, it was retpiisiU* to advert to tiie only uses whieh such a 
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catalogue can at all be supposed to answer. Popularity is here 
so much out of the question, that however venerable some of the 
names are which occur in this part of the work, it will probably 
be impossible by any powers of praise or criticism to give them 
that degree of favour with the j)ul)lic which they once enjoyed. 

For these reasons, in selecting from this class, it was the Editor s 
object to giv(^ such a series as might bind, not only to revive 
genuine and umhiscrvedly neglected poetry, hut to illustrate the 
progress and history of the art from the age of Chancier to that 
of Cowley. What has been done so (‘xccllently by Mr. Ellis, in 
SPECIMENS, it was the intention to <ixecutc morii amply by entire 
woRK.s, copied from the best editions, and as nearly ns possible 
in a chronological succession': and a plan of this kind, to him 
who does not attempt to ext‘ctde it, will appear to have every 
advautag<i, and not many di(Ii(inlties. 

On trial, h()wev(fr, it \va.s soon <liscovercd that sonui liiuits must 
Ixisot to siuih a collection; that it would be in vain to attempt to 
reviv<i authors whom no piTsou would read, and to fill thonsauds 
of pages with discarded prolixities, miTely because they charac- 
terizeil th<‘. dulness of the age in which they were tolerated. It 
was also dis(^ov(‘red, that the plan of giving tintiro works would 
he objectionable in anoUier point of view, and that the licentious 
language of some of our most enihient poets, whether tluiir own 
fault or that of their ag<‘, must necessarily be omitted. In this 
<Ulemma, therefore, a sELEinTON has been attempted, with less 
sevt‘rity of rule than in the case of the modern poets, and it is 
pnMaited to the public with the diffidence in which it was made, 
and with the deference due to superior judgment. 

Besiiles tlie <HfficuIti<‘K whicli prestmted thmuselvtis from tlie 
circumstances jnst notictsl, another (‘inbarrassuH'ut, of late origin 
ind<‘ed, hut almost invinoibh^ was occasioned by the extreme 
rarity au<l high price of many of the works which it would have 
Iweii desirable to wspnnt To professed collectors of ancient 
English {)oetry it would be superriuous to enter upon any expla- 
nation of the causes of tins high price, and to others it may bo 

' Thb Ihu Is«r (ipp«rted from iu a f«w InsUuicM, owing to the difficulty of procuring 
the fopiee »t the time' th^ were wanted, but the dedatioui, it I« hoped, will be found 
dight. 
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siiftioieut to iutinmte, that within tlu^ last twenty years, a tast»* tor 
coHe<'tinir tin* writinjis of onr old poets has difihsed itst'lf s<t 
w*id<‘Iy as to put tln'in wholly out of tlu* reach of moderate fitr- 
f lines, as well as to induce thosi* into whosi* hands they havi* 
fallen, to jiuard them with the most scnipuloiis anxiety. F%en 
where, as in the jiresent iustmu'c, the spirit of the proprietors 
would not have sutfered the hifrh price to keep hack what was 
ncci'ssary, it was sometimes found that privati* sales and !>arters 
amon}; the trihe of colli'ctors had almost entirely remoied the 
articles in rjuestion from tl«‘ puhlir marki't. 

But notwithstandiiifi' these impediments, i hope I ha\<* nne- 
I'eeded in promirinsj; siu-h a numlMT of (he rarer authors as is, in 
a parent measure, if not ijuite, sidlii'ient to {(reserve soniewliat 
mor<‘ than an outliin* of tlu' {»ria<‘i{»(l revolutions of onr poetical 
taste and style, and jirohahly more than suHieu^nt to pjratifj the 
euriosity of those who do not wish to pursue the study of poetical 
antk|uitieH in all its hnmehes. By thosi' who have that taste, 
and who are not only readers, hut students of {loi'trj, (a class 
which seems to he iucreasiii}?) more ain{)le finitification must he 
derived from the hitraries of the eolh‘et,ors, and from the labours 
of the Wartons, the Hitsons, (he .Hllis's, the Barks, the lla'/.le- 
woods, and tin* Brydj»;<‘s\ Nor ean I ipiit this part of m\ snUject 
without aeknovvledfi'injj; the olilijjialions I ow<‘ to the writing” ef 
these eminent unti((uarics and erities, us well as to the {lersonal 
kindm^H of some of them, which it was my intention to have a<’- 
kuowled{j;ed inort* partliMilarly liad 1 not hifu aiVaid of im{)li- 
eatiuff them in what may h<* found object ionahle. Yet soniethiiij;; 
must he added, which eaimot involve this loiisiMpteiiee. To 
Thomas Uili, lisip 1 consider mvself as hif^hly indebted. 'I'hw 
fjentlemun's very valualde eolleidion of Mn}i;lish {loetrj is open to 
the ins|>eetion and n.se of ever) liti rary impiirer, and his rarest 
volumes w<Te lent to me with a ready l onJhfenee and kindness 
that demand iny sini’erest thanLs. I liave likewise to at know- 
l<‘dji?e the liberal oilers of Sir Kfjertoii Bry<l}i4*s, Hiehant IlelM*r, 
Jhisip and Mr. Bark. Tiie public will liear with {;tadnes.s, and 
may vvitli coufuleiu'e, tlmt Mr. Bark is now <‘iit{aii?<‘d on a new 
edition, and continuation, of VVurton's History of Poetry; and 
from his well known ta.ste, and .superior aceunn*), there can be 
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IX 


no doubt timt he will render this work all that the utmost hopes 
of its original author could have ri'uched. In the biogra[)hical 
])art of this collodion, I owe niueh to the contributions aud hints 
of luy intelligent and sb^ady friends, Mr. Nichols and Mr. Payne, 
but 1 am rt'straiiuul by an obvious deli<*acy from expatiating on 
th<‘ir kindness. 

In forming this colU'<‘tion,'it ytd. remains to be mentiorted that 
Dr. Johnson’s Liv(‘s are r<‘tained, with some additional notes, 
originally gi\('n in tlu' edition of his works, printed in IHOO. Few 
words, how(',ver, ar<‘ ne<'<‘ssary in making this intimation. Dr. 
Johnson’s Liv(‘s, after all tin* objections that hav<^ been offered, 
must «‘vt“r Ixj tin* foundation of linglish poetical biography. To 
.substitute any thing in their room would he an attempt, by the 
ablest, hazardous, and by inf<‘rior pens, ridiculous. 

With resju'ct to the nkw Lives, a part of this work for which 
I am particularly n'sponsihh*, thcjy an^ the result of iiion! anxious 
ami painful nw'urch than may appear to those who do not ex- 
amine my authorities. In rectifying pree<'<ling accounts, many 
of which I found erromnuis and incon.Histont, either from care- 
h‘Ssu<'S8 or partiality, and in proctiring original information, in 
which I hope it will appc'Jir that I liave not been altogether 
iiUstuxu'SKful, it was my object to ascertain tliose tratlus, in what- 
<uer they might end, which tiisplay the real character. And 1 
am sorry it should be msu'ssary to add, that T have not thought 
it .mMitnlH'ut to n'pre.sent «*very iuan whose works ar<i here ad- 
mitted as a prodigy of g«'uius (»r virttie. This pra<^tice, it is true, 
has been lately adopt<‘d in <'olh*ctions of biography, us well as in 
sinflelitcs; hut I am y<‘l to learn what a^lvant}^;es caulxt reaped, 
and what solid intt'rest <’an he promot<‘d hy a pmctice Which 
viohies the primnples of truth, destroys puldic confidence, and 
ilefcUs every vuluuhhr [mrpo.s«^ of biography. The imaginary 
beanies of tin* btograpln'r aw, at hiast, us absurd us those of the 
portniit-|>ainter, while they have* less <*xcuhc, and arc attended 
with Itr niori! peniiidous t.'OiiKtsjucnces. After the lapse of a few 
y<*ars i. Imuxuiics a matter of inferior iiiiportaiu'e how a man looked, 
luit it s always important to know Iiow he thought and how ho 
at'Uxl. Nor if the practice alluded to protxsxlw from real feeling, 
or only »u aftectation of syinputhy un<l veneration, is it less oh- 
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jectionable. It is a gross errour in judgment tliat any mau, who 
deserves to be commemorated, can be the worse for a disclosure 
of bis failings, unless, indeed, he has no virtues to counterbalance 
them, and even in that rare case, the portrait, if faithfully given, 
is not without its Uses. It would be happy if a closer corres- 
pondence could be found between an author and his writings, 
if genius were always dignified by virtue, and wisdom always re- 
commended by urbanity ; but we look in vain for objects of uni- 
form panegyric, and the fair display of the striking contrarieties 
we find in the human character must ever be preferable to those 
unnatural sketches in which there is no discrimination, but all is 
purity and perfection, or in which the most degrading vices are 
either suppressed by fraud, or vindicated by sophistry. Of all 
human beings, the sons of imagination require to be led most 
carefully to correct notions of virtue and happiness, and to bc^ re- 
conciled to a world in which their splendid dreams cannot be 
realized, and which makes no allowance for irregular desirc.s and 
extravagant passions. 

The CRITICISMS advanced in these lives ar<! as sparing as ap- 
peared consistent with the general plan, and are the opinions of 
one who is aware that reputation is not in his gift. A.s, however, 
they are the result of a judgment derived from no partial school, 
I have only to hope they will not be found d<istitute of (‘an dour, 
or improperly interfering with the genei-al and acknowh.'dgcd 
principles of taste. 

A. Cl 


London, Nov. I809. 
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three miles from Stirling, the oldest of which is the 
fourth in descent from the earl, and is a reputable 
farmer, and known by all the old people about 
that part of the country to be the real and nearest 
descendant of the earl of Stirling. 


' Prom a letter Inserted in the London Chro- 
nicle, Oct. I776,and signed Cekealocist. Beatson 
says, 1 know not upon what authority, that the 
tiUe was not extinct until 17S9. 
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his situation. See Smollett’s British Magazine, 
vol. V. p. 655. 
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and in 1763, to a translation of Marmontel’s Tales 
with that of C. Denis. 

COOPER, 
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VOL. XVL 

SMART. 

P. 10. Poor Smart’s custom of praying in the 
streets was very common* My friend, Mr. Nichols, 
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LIFE OF GEOFFREY CHAUCER. 

BY MB. CUMMERS. 


The life of or Geoffirfey Chaucer, is involved in much obscurity. The age 

which succeeded him was not favourable to those researches which could have gratified 
curiosity by displaying his private history ; and if his transactions, as a public character, 
were more accurately known, they could throw no light on his merit as a poet and a 
scholar, with which alone we are now concerned. A formal life of Chaucer, as Mr, 
Tyrwhitt has observed, must now be a very meagre narration, if composed only of facts ; 
and, we may add, a very useless detail, if stulfed with the comments and coiyectures by 
which some of his biographers have endeavoured to supply the want of them. The 
editor of the Biographia Britannica has collected a very considerable body of evidence 
on the subject ; but a great part of it is of a very suspicious kind, and the whole hangs 
together so loosely, even when rectified by Mr. Tyrwhitt’s more judicious remarks, that 
too much caution cannot be observed in any attempt to separate matters of fact from 
those of conjecture. 

Of his birth and family nothing has been decided. It has been contended on the 
one hand, tliat he was of noble origin ; on the other, that he descended from persons 
in trade. Even the meaning of his name in French, chancier, a shoemaker, has been 
brought in evidence of a low origin, while the mention of the name Chaucer, in several 
records, from the time of William the Conqueror to that of Edward I. has been thought 
sufficient to prove the contrary. Leland says he was nohili loco natus ; but Speght, one 
of his early biographers, informs us that, in the opinion of some heralds, he descended 
not of any great house, which they gather by his arms and Mr. Tyrwhitt is inclined 
to believe the heralds rather than Lelend. Speght, however, goes further, and makes 
his father a vintner, who died in 1348 , and left his property to the church of St. Maiy 
Aldermary, where he was buried. This is confirmed by Stowe, who says, Richard 
Chaucer, vintner, gave to that church his tenement and tavern, with the appurtenance, 
in the Royal-streete the corner of Kerioiinlane, and was there buried, 1348 .”' But 
neither Stowe nor Speght afford any proof that this Richard Chaucer was the father of 
our poet. 
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Witli respect to the place of his birth, we cannot produce better authority than his 
own. In his Testament of Love, he calls himself a Londoner, and speaks of the city of 
London as the place of his “ kindly engendrure.” In spite of this evidence, however, 
Leland, who is more than usually incorrect in his account of Chaucer, reports him to 
have been bom in Oxfordshire or Berkshire. The time of his biith is, by general con- 
sent, fixed in the second year of Edward III, 1328, and the foundation of this decision 
seems to have originally been an inscription on his tomb, signifying that he died in 1 400 
at the age of seventy-two. Collier fixes his death in 1440 ; but he is so geneially accu- 
rate, that tins may be supposed an errour of the press. Pliillips is more unpardonable ; 
for, contrary to all evidence, he instances the reigns of Henry IV, V, and VI, as those in 
which Chaucer flourished. 

His biographers have provided him with education both at Oxford and Cambridge, 
a circumstance which we know occurred in the history of other scholars of that peiiod, 
and is not therefore improbable. But in his Court of Love, which was composed wiien 
he was about eighteen, he speaks of himself under the name of Philogeiiet of Cambridge, 
clerk, Mr. Tyrwhitt, while he does not tliink this a decisive proof that he was really 
educated at Cambridge, is willing to admit it as a strong argument that he was not edu- 
cated at Oxford. Wood, in his Annals (Vol.L Book I, 484) gives a report, or rather 
tradition, that ** when Wickliff was guardian or warden of Canterbury college, he had 
to his pupil the famous poet called Jefiiy Chaucer (father of Thomas Chaucer of Ewelme 
in Oxfordshire, Esq.) who, following the steps of his master, reflected much upon the 
corruptions of the clergy.'' This is sometliing like evidence, if it could be depended on : 
at least it is preferable to the conjecture of Leland, who supposes Chaucer to have been 
educated at Oxford merely because he had before supposed that he was born cither in 
Oxfordshire or Berkshire. Those who contend for Cambridge, as the place of his edu- 
cation, fix upon Solere's hall, which he has described in his story of the Miller of Tromp- 
ington, but Solere’s hall is merely a corruption of Solcr hall, i. e, a hall with an open 
gallery, or solere window'. The advocates for Oxford are inclined to place him in 
Merton college, because his contemporaries Strode and Occlevc were of that college. 
It is equally a matter of conjecture that he was first educated at Cambridge, and after- 
wards at Oxford. 

Wherever he studied, we have suflScient proofs of his capacity and proficiency. He 
appears to have acquired a very great proportion of the learning of his age, and became 
a master of its philosophy, poetry, and such languages as formed tiie intercourse between 
men of learning. Leland says he was acutm dialecticm, dutch rhetor, kpldm poetUf 
gravis philosophus, ingeniosus mathermticus, dmique sanctus theologns.'* It is 
equally probable that he courted the Muses in those early days, in which he is said to 
have beai encouraged by Gower, although there are some grounds for supposing that 
his acquaintance with Gower was of a later date. 

After leaving the university, we are told that he travelled through France and the 
Netherlands ; but the commencement and conclusion of these travels are not 8|)ecliied« 
On his return, he is said to have entered himself of the Middle Temple, witlx a view to 
study the mumcipal law j but even this fact depends chiefly on a record, witiiout a date, 
which, Speght informs us, a Mr. Buckley had seen, where Gelbey Chaucer was fined 

' Mr. Warton thinks that Solere-Hall was Aula Solarii, the ball with the upper story, at that lime a 
snflacient circumstance to distinguish and denominate one of the academical hospitia. Hist of Poetry 
vol. j. p, 432, note n. C. ' 
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** two shillings for beating a Franciscane frier in Fleet Street.'^ Leland speaks of his 
frequenting the law colleges after his travels in France, and perhaps before. Mr. Tyrwhitt 
doubts these travels in France, and has indeed satisfactorily proved that Leland’s account 
of Chaucer is full of inconsistencies. Leland is certainly mconsistent as to dates ; but 
from the evidence Chaucer gave in a case of chivalry % we have full proof of one journey 
in France, although the precise period cannot be fixed. 

Whatever time these supposed , employments might have occupied, we discover, at 
length, with tolerable certamty, that Chaucer betook himself to the life of a courtier, and 
probably with all the accomplishments suited to his advancement in the court of a 
monarch, who was magnificent in his establishment, and munificent in his patronage of 
learning and gallantry. At what period of life he obtained a situation here is uncer- 
tain. The writer of the life prefixed to Urry*s edition supposes he was not more than 
thirty, because his first employment was in quality of the king's page ; hut the first 
authentic memorial, respecting Chaucer at court, is the patent in Rymer, 41 Edward III. 
by which that king grants him an annuity of twenty marks \ by the title of Valettus 
noster \ our yeoman,'' and this occurred when Chaucer was in his thirty-ninth year. 
Several mistakes have arisen respecting these grants, from his biographers not under- 
standing the meaning of the titles given to our poet. Speght mentions a grant from king 
Edward four years later than the above, in which Chaucer is styled valeitus hospitii^ 
which he translates grome of the pallace ; sinking our author, Mr. Tyrwhitt observes, 
as much loo low, as his biographer in Urry’s edition had laised him too higli, by transr 
lating tlie same words gentleman of the king*$ privy chamber. Valet or yeoman was, 
according to the same acute scholiast, the intermediate rank between sguier and grome. 

It would be of more consequence to be able to determine what particular merits were 
rewarded by this royal bounty. Mr. Tyrwhitt can find no proof, and no ground for 
supposing that it was bestowed on Chaucer for his poetical taleuts, although it is almost 
certain that he had distinguished himself, as a poet, before this lime. The Assemblee 
of Foules, the Complaint of the Blacke Knight, and the translation of tlie Roman de la 
Rose, were all composed before 1367, the era which we are now considering. What 
strengthens Mr. Tyrwhilt’s opinion of the king's indifference to Chaucer's poetry, is his 
appointing him, a few years after, to the ofiice of comptroller of the custom of wool, 
with an injunction that “ the said Geffrey write with his own hand his rolls touclring the 
said office in his own proper person, and not by his substitute." The inferences, how- 
’ ever, which Mr. Tyrwhitt draws from this fact, viz. “ that his majesty was either totally 
insensible of our author's poetical talents, or at least had no mind to encourage him in 
the cultivation or exercise of them," savours rather too much of the conjectural spirit 
which he professes to avoid. He allows that, notwithstmiding what he calls the pe- 
trifying quality, with which these custom-house accounts might be expected to operate 
upon Chaucer's genius," he probably wrote his House of Fame while he was in that 
office. Still less candid to the memory of Edward, will these inferences appear, if we 
apply modern notions of patronage to the subject ; for in what manner could the king 

* Life prefixed to Urry^s Edit. sig. d. C. 

* About two hundred pounds of our money. C. 

^ Mr. Ellis observes that this office, ** by whatever name we translate it, might be held even by per^ 
sons of the highest rank, because the only science then in request among the nobility was that of eti- 
quette, the knowledge of which was acquired, together with the habits of chivalry, by passing in gra- 
dation through the several menial of&oes about the court** Ellises Spepiwen^ vd i. p* ^OS. 
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mote honourably encourage the genius of a poet, than by a civil employment which 
rendered him easy in his circumstances, and free from the suspicious obligations of a 
pension or sinecure ? 

Chaucer’s biographers have given some particulars of his life before the office just 
mentioned was conferred upon him. He is said to have been in constant attendance 
on his majesty, and when the court was at Woodstock, resided at a square stone house 
near the park gate, which long retained the name of Chaucer’s house ; and many of the 
rural descriptions in his works have been traced to Woodstock park, the favourite scene 
of his walks and studies. But besides his immediate office near the royal person, he 
very early attached himself to the service of the celebrated John of Gaunt, duke of 
J^ancaster, and from this connection his public life is to be dated. 

The author of the life prefixed to Urry’s edition observes that the duke’s “ ambition 
requiring all the assistance of learned men, to give it a plausible appearance, induced 
him to do Chaucer many good offices, in order to engage him in his interest.'’ But al- 
though the assistance of learned men to an ambitious statesman is very well understood 
in modem times, it is somewhat difficult to conceive what advantage could be derived 
from such assistance before the invention of printing. It is more probable that the duke 
had a relish for the talents and taste of Chaucer, and became his patron upon the most 
liberal grounds, although Cliaucer might afterwards repay his fevours by exposing the 
conduct of the clergy, who were particularly obnoxious to the duke by their monopoly 
of power. 

One effect of this, connection was the marriage of our poet, by which he became 
eventually related to his illustrious patron. John of Gauut’s duchess, Blanche, enter- 
tained in her service one Catharine Rouet, daughter of sir Payne or Pagan Rouet, a 
native of Hainault, and Guion king al arms for that country. This lady was aftenvards 
manied to sir Hugh Swinford, a knight of Lincoln, who died soon after his marriage, 
and on his decease his lady returned to the duke’-s family, and was appointed governess 
of his children. While in this capacity she yielded to tlie duke’s solicitations, and 
became his mistress. She had a sister, Philippa, who is stated to have been a great 
favourite with the duke and duchess, and by them, as a mark of their high esteem, re- 
coifamended to Chaucer for a wife. He accordingly married her about the year 1360, 
when he was in his thirty-second year, and this step appears to have increased his in- 
terest with his patron, who took every opportunity to promote him at court. Besides 
the instances already given, we are told that he was made shield-bearer to the king, a 
title at that time of great honour, the shield-bearer being always next the king’s person, 
and generally, upon signal victories, rewarded with military honours. But here again 
his biographers have mistaken the meaning of the courtly titles of those days. In the 
46 Edward III, 1372, the king appointed him envoy, with two otliers, to Genoa, by the 
title of scutifer noster^ our squier.^’ Scutifer and armiger^ according to Mr. Tyr- 
whitt, are synonymous terms with the French escurier; but Chaucer's biographers, think- 
ing tlie title of squier too vulgar, changed it to shield-bearer, as if Chaucer had the 
special office of carrying the king's shield. With respect to the nature of this embassy 
to Genoa, biography and history are alike silent, and from that silence, the editor of the 
Canterbury tales is inclined to doubt whether it ever took place, or whether he had that 
opportunity of visiting Petrarch, an event which his biographers refer to the same ]>eriod. 

But although history is silent as to the object of Chaucer's embassy, his biographers 
Jiave endeavoured to supply the defect, by conjecturing that it might be for the puipoie 
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of hiring ships for the king's navy. They find that in those days, though we frequently 
made great naval armaments, we had but very few ships of our ovm, and were there- 
fore obliged to hire them firom the free states either of Germany or Italy. Having thus 
discovered an object for Chaucer's embassy, they represent it as being so successful, that 
the king bestowed new marks of favour upon him ; and it is certain, whatever might be 
the cause, that at the distance of two years, namely in the forty-eighth year of that reigu, 
1374 , he had a grant for life of a pitcher of wine daily ; and in the same year a grant, 
which has already been mentioned, during pleasure, of the oflSces of comptroller of the 
custom of wools, and comptroller of the ‘parm custuma vinorum,. Sfc. in the port of 
London. This office, we are told, he filled with great integrity, as well as advantage, 
his conduct not being in the least tainted with any of those connivings or frauds which 
had become frequent in the customs, and were detected towards the latter end of 
Edward’s reign. 

About a year after this, the king gi anted to him the wardship of sir Edmund Staple- 
gate’s heir, for which he received £ 104, and in the next year some forfeited wool to the 
value of ^ 71 . 4s. These, and his other pecuniary advantages, are said to have 
raised his income to a thousand pounds per annum, a prodigious sum at that time, but 
quite incredible. Whatever his income was, however, he informs us in tbe Testament 
of Love, it enabled him to live with dignity and hospitality. In the last year of king 
Edward III, 1377, he was sent to France, with sir Guicbard Dangle, and Richard Stan, 
or Sturiy, to treat of a marriage between the prince of Wales, Richard, and a daughter 
of the French kmg. Such is Froissart's account ; but the English historians HoUingshed 
and Barnes inform us, that the principal object of his mission was to complain of some 
infringement of the truce concluded with the French, and that although they were not 
very successful in their remonstrance, it produced some overtures towards the said mar- 
riage, and this ended in a new treaty. 

Whichever of these accounts is the true one, it appears that this was tbe last political 
employment which Chaucer filled, although be did not cease to take an interest in the 
measures of his patron, the duke of Lancaster. On the accession of Richard IL in 1377j 
his annuity of twenty marks was confirmed, and another annuity of twenty marks granted 
to him jb lieu of the daily pitcher of wine. He was also confirmed in his office of comp- 
troller. 

When Richard IL succeeded his grandfather, he was but eleven years of age, and his 
uncle the duke, of I^ucaster was consequently entrusted with the chief share in the 
administration of public affairs. One of his first measures was to solemnize the young 
king^s coronation witli great pomp, previously to which a court of claims was established 
to settle the demands of those who pretended to have a right to assist at the ceremony. 
Among these Chaucer claimed, in right of his ward, who was possessed of tlie manoi 
of Billington in Kent ; and this was held of the crown, by the service of presentmg to 
the king three maple cups on the day of his coronation ; but this claim was contested, and 
if it had not, is remote enough from the kind of information which it would be desirable 
to obtain respecting Chaucer. All we know certainly of this period is, that the duke ci 
Lancaster still preserved his friendship for our poet, and probably was the means of the 
grants just noticed having been renewed on tlie accession of the young king. 

Soon after this, however, Chaucers biographers concur in the fact that he ex-perienced 


* The sums have been calculated to amount to ^ 3500. of our money. See Ellis, vol. i. p. S04« 
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a very serious reverse m his affairs, which in the second year of Richard II. were in such 
disorder, that he was obliged to have recourse to the king's protection in order to screen 
him from the importunities of his creditors. But as to the cause of this embarrassment, 
we find no agreement among those who have attempted a narrative of his life. Some 
think his distresses were temporary, and some that they were artificial. Among the 
latter, the writer of his life in the Biographia Britannia, hazards a supposition which is 
at least ingenious. He is of opinion that Chaucer about this time found out a rich 
match for his son Thomas, namely Maud, the second daughter of sir John Burghershe, 
and in order to obtain this match he was obliged to bring his son somewhat upon a level 
witli her, by settling all his landed estates upon him : and that this duty might occasion 
those demands which put him under the necessity of obtaining the king's protection. 
The conclusion of the matter, according to this conjecture, must be, that Chaucer en- 
tailed his estates upon his son, and found means to put off his creditors, a measure not 
very honourable. But we are still in the dark as to the nature of those debts, or the 
existence of his landed property, and it is even doubtful whether this Thomas Chaucer 
was his son^ We know certainly of no sou but Lewis, who was bom in 1381, twenty-^ 
one years after his marriage, if the date of his marriage, before given, be correct. 

It appears from the historians of Richard II. tliat the duke of Lancaster, about the 
third or fourth year of that monarch's reign, began to declme in political influence, if 
not in popularity, owing to the encouragement he had given to the celebrated reformer 
Wickliffe, whom he supported against the clergy, to whose power in state affairs he had 
long looked with a jealous eye. Chaucer's works show evidently that he concurred 
with the duke in his opinion of the clergy, and have procured him to be ranked among 
the few who paved the way for the reformation. Yet when the insurrection of Wat 
T^ler was imputed to the principles of die Wicklevites, the duke, it is said, withdrew 
his countenance from them, and disclaimed their tenets. Chaucer is likewise reported 
to have altered his sentiments ; but the fact, in neither case, is satisfactorily confirmed. 
The duke of Lancaster condemned the doctrines of those followers of Wicklift’ only, 
who had excited public disturbances ; and Chaucer was so far from abandoning his 
former notions % that, in 1384, he exerted his utmost interest in favour of John Comber- 
ton, commonly called John of Northampton, when about to be re-chosen mayor of 
London. Comberton was a reformer on Wickliff's principles, and so obnoxious on that 
account to the clergy, that they stirred up a commotion on hb re-clection, whicli the 

* ‘'After reading, m the circumstantial accounts of Chaucer’s biographers, that he was married in 
1360 to Philippa Rouet, by whom he had issue Thomas Chaucer and other children, wc are surprised 
to learn that it is doubtful whether Thomas Chaucer was his son 5 that the earliest known evidence of 
his marriage is a record of 1381, in which he receives a half-year’s payment of an annmty often 
marks, granted by Edward HI. tbhis wife as one of the maids of honour (domicellaej lately in the «<t- 
vice of queen Philippa; that the name of Philippa Rouet does not occur in the list of these maids of 
honour, but that Chaucer’s wife may possibly have been Philippa Pykard; that, DOtwith»tandio|f this;, 
his said wife was certainly sister to Cathanne Rouet, who married a sir John Swynford, ami was the 
favourite mistress, and ultimately the wife, of the duke of Lancaster; and that Chaucer himself mtm- 
tions no son but Lewis, whom he states to have been bom in 1381, a date which to agree with 
the record above mentioned, and to place the date of his marriage in 1380.” EllisV Specimens* vol i 
p. 206. - r • 

’ His biographers say he died a member of the church of Rome. Fox daims him as a rfformer. 
Acts and Monuments, vol. ii. p. 42, edit. 1684. Dr. Warton (Essay on Pope) observes that Chaucer, as 
well as Dante, asserted that the church of Rome was Antichrist, a notion JBoesuet has taken much pains 
lo refute; C. 
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king was obliged to quell by force. The consequence was, that some lives were lost, 
Comberton was imprisoned, and strict search was made after Chaucer, who contrived 
to escape first to Hainault, then to France, and finally to Zealand. The date of his flight 
has not been ascertained ; but it was no doubt upon this occasion that he lost his place 
in the customs. 

While in Zealand, he maintained some of his countrymen, who had fled thither upon 
the same account, by sharing the money he brought with him, an act of liberality which 
soon exhausted his stock. In the meantime, the partizans of his cause, whom he left 
at home, contrived to make their peace, not only without endeavouring to procure a 
pardon for him, but without aiding him in his exile, where he became greatly distressed 
for want of pecuniary supplies. Such ingratitude, we may suppose, gave him more 
uneasiness than the consequences of it ; but it did not lessen his courage, as he soon 
ventured to return to England. On this he was discovered, and committed to the 
Tower, where, after being treated with great rigour, he was promised his pardon if he 
would disclose all he knew, and put it in the power of government to restore the peace 
of the city. His former resolution appears now to have forsaken him, or, perhaps, 
indignation at tlie ungrateful conduct of his associates induced him to think disclosure 
a matter of indifference. It is certain that he complied with the terms offered; but we 
are not told what was the amount of his confession, or what tlie consequences of it were 
to others, or who they were whom he informed against. We know only that he obtained 
his liberty, and that an oppressive share of blame and obloquy followed. To alleviate 
his regret for this treatment, and partly to vindicate his conduct, he now wrote the 
Testament of Love j and although this piece, from want of dates, and obscurity of style, 
is not sufficient to form a very satisfactory biographical document, it at least furnishes 
the preceding account of his exile and return. 

The decline of the duke of Lancaster's interest contributed not a little to aggravate 
the distresses of our author, and determined him to take leave of the court and its in- 
trigues, and retire in pursuit of that happiness which his years and habits of reflection 
demanded. With this view, it was necessary to dispose of those pensions which had 
been bestowed upon him in the former reign, and which, notwithstanding his espousing 
a cause not very acceptable to the sovereign, had been continued to him m the present. 
Accordingly, in May 1388, he obtained his majesty's license to surrender his two grants 
of twenty marks each, in favour of one John Scalby . After this he retired to his favourite 
Woodstock, and, according to Speght, employed a part of his time in revising and cor- 
recting his writings, and enjoying tlie calm pleasures of rural contemplation. It is thought 
that the composition of his Canterbury Tales was begun about this time, 1389, when Be 
was in the sixty-first year of his age, and when, contrary to the usual progress of mind, his 
powers seem to have been in their fullest vigour®. 

It was not long after this period that the duke of Lancaster resumed his influence at 
court; but whether Chaucer was enabled to profit by this reverse, or whether he had seen, 
too much of political revolutions to induce him .to quit his retreat, his biographers are 
doubtful It appears, however, probable that the duke of Lancaster had it still as nmeh 
in bis will as iu his power to befriend him, and it might be owing to his grace's influence 

• Chaucer’s fame rests chiefly on his Canterbury Tales, and Pryden’s on his Fables, both written 
towards the decline of life. Bryden was seventy, and Chancer before he finished what we have of bis 
Tales, was probably not much less. C. 
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favour of the country visited, would perhaps tend to introduce a still greater proportion 
of French phraseology. But still the foundation was laid at home, in the prevailing 
inodes of education. 

With respect to the progress of this mixture, and the effects of the accessions which in 
the course of nearly three centuries the English language received from Normandy, the 
reader is referred to Mr. Tyrwhitfs very elaborate essay on the language and versification 
of Chaucer, prefixed to his edition of the Canterbury Tales. It appears, upon tlie whole, 
that the language of our ancestors was complete in all its parts, and had served tliem 
for the purposes of discourse, and even of composition in various kinds, long before tliey 
had any intimate acquaintance with their French neighbours/' They had therefore no 
call from necessity, and consequently no sufficient inducement, to alter its original and 
radical constitutions, or even its customaiy forms/' And accordingly, notwithstanding 
the prevalence of the French from the causes already assigned, it is proved by Mr, 
Tyrwhitt, that “ in all the essential parts of speech, the chamcteristical features of the 
Saxon idiom were always preserved : and the crowds of French words, which from time 
to time were imported, were themselves made subject, either immediately, or by degrees, 
to the laws of that same idiom." 

As to what English poetry owes to Chaucer, Dr. Johnson has pronounced him “ Uie 
first of our versifiers who wrote poetically f and Mr, Warton has proved, “ that in 
eleyajdon and elegance, in harmony and perspicuity of versification, he surpasses his 
predecessors in an infinite proportion : that his genius was universal, and adapted to 
themes of unbounded variety; that his merit was not less in painting familiar manners 
with humour and propriety, than in moving the passions, and in representing the beautiful 
or the grand objects of nature with grace and sublimity. In a word, that he appeared 
with all the lustre and dignity of a true poet, in an age which compelled him to struggle 
with a barbarous language, and a national want of taste : and when to write verses at 
all, was regarded as a singular qualification 

The Saxons had a species of writing which they called poetry, but it, did not consist 
of regular verses, nor was it embellished by rhyme. The Normans it is generally 
thought were the first who introduced rhyme or metre, copied from the I-atin rythmical 
verses, a bastard speciesi, winch belongs to the declining period of the Latin lau-^ 
guage. To reduce the history of versification from the earliest periods is impossible, 
for want of specimens. Two very trifling ones only are extant before the time of 
Henry 11. namely, a few lines in the Saxon Chronicle upon the death of William the 
Conqueror, and a short canticle, which, according to Matthew Paris, the blesse<l Virgin 
was pleased to dictate to Oodric, an hermit near Durham. In tlic time of Hemy IL 
Layamon, a priest, translated chiefly from the French of Wace, a fabulous history of the 
Britons, entitled Xe Brut, which Wace himself, about the year 1156, had translated 
from the Latin of Geffry of Monmouth. In this there are a number of short verses, 
of unequal lengths, but exhibiting something like rhyme. But so common was it to write, 
whatever was written, in French or Latin, that another centmy must be passed over 
before we come to another specimen of English poetry, it' we except the Ormulum'^ and 
a moral piece upon old age*% &c. noticed by Mr., Tyrwhitt, and which he coqjectures to 
have been written earlier than the reign of Henry IL 

“ Hist, of Poetry, voL i. p. 457. 

“ A paraphrase on the Gospel histories, written by one Orme or Ormin. C. 

A specimen of this is given in Dr. Johnson’s Introduction to his Diedouary. 



LIFE OF CHAUCER- xiii 

Between the latter end of the reign of Henry III* and the time of Chaucer, the names 
of many English rhymers have been recovered, and many more anonymous writers, or 
rather translators, of romances flourished about this period ; but they neither invented nor 
imported any improvements in the art of versification. Their labours, iiowever, are not 
to be undervalued. Mr. Warton has very justly remarked, that the revival of learning 
in most countries appears to have first owed its rise to translation. At rude periods the 
modes of original thinking are unknown, and the arts of original composition have not 
yet been studied. The writers, tlierefore, of such periods are chiefly and very usefully, 
employed in imparting the ideas of otlier languages into their own.'^ But as many of 
these metrical romances were to be accompanied by music, they were less calculated for 
reading than recitation. 

These authois, whatever their merit, were the only English poets, if the name may be 
used, when Chaucer appeared ; and the only circumstances under which he found the 
poetry of his native tongue, were, that rhyme was established very generally; that the 
metres in use were principally the long lambic, consisting of not more than fifteen, nor 
less than fourteen syllables, and broken by a caesura at the eighth syllable; the Alexan- 
drine metre consisting of not more than thirteen syllables, nor less than twelve, with a 
caesura at the sixth : the octosyllable metre ; and the stanxa of six verses, of which the 
first, second, fourtlj, and fifth, were in complete octosyllable metre ; and the third and 
last catelectic, i. e. wanting a syllable or even two. 

Such were the precedents which a new poet might be expected to follow- But Chaucer 
composed nothing in the first or second of these four metres. In the fourth he wrote 
only the Rime of Sir Thopas, which being intended to ridicule the vulgar romances, 
seems to have been purposely written in their favourite metre. In the third, or octo- 
syllable metre**, he wrote several of his compositions, particularly an imperfect translation 
of the Roman de la Rose, the House of Fame, the Dethe of the Duchesse Blanche, and 
his Dreme, all which are so superior to the versification of bis contemporaries and pre- 
decessors, as to establisli his pre-eminence, and prove that the reformer of English {ipetry 
had at length appeared. 

But the most considerable part of his works entitle him to the honour of an inventor. 
They are written in the heroic metre, and there is no evidence of any English poet having 
used it before him. He is not indeed to be considered as the inventor in the most ex- 
tensive sense, as the heroic metre had been cultivated by Dante, Petrach, and Boccace ; 
but he was the first to introduce it into his native language, in which it has been em- 
ployed by every poet of eminence to the present day. 

The age of Chaucer had little of what we now understand by refinement. The public 
shows and amusements were splendid and sumptuous, they had all somewhat of a 
dramatic air : at their tournaments and carousals, tlie principal personages acted parts, 
with some connection of story, borrowed from the events, and conducted according to 
the ev.ents and manners of chivalry- But the national manners and habits were barbarous 
unless where the restraint of religion repressed public licentiousness ; and, with re^>e€t 
to taste, the spectacles in which the higher orders indulged, were such as would not now 
be tolerated, perhaps, even at a feir. What influence they had on public decen<y, it is 
difticult to ascertain, la Chauceris time there was indeed no puhliCf because there was 

So called by Mr. Tyrwhitt, (whose opinions are chiefly followed on this subject) from what he 
apprehends to have been its original form, in which although it often consists of nine and sometimes of 
ten syllables, the eighth is always the last accented syllable. (X 
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little m nothing of that communication of sentiment and feeling which we owe to th^ 
invention of printing. 

In such an age it is the highest praise of Chaucer, that he stood alone, the first poet 
who improved the art by melody, f^cy, and sentiment, and the first writer, whether we 
consider the quantity, quality, or variety of his productions. It is supposed that many 
of his writings are lost. What remain, however, and have been authenticated with 
tolerable certainty, must have formed the occupation of a considerable part of his life, 
and been the result of copious reading and reflection. Even his translations are mixed 
with so great a portion of original matter, as, it may be presumed, required time and 
study, and those happy hours of inspiration which are not always within command. The 
principal obstruction to the pleasure we should otherwise derive from Chaucer's works, 
is that profiision of allegory whicli pervades them, particularly the Romauut of the Rose, 
the Court of Love, Flower and Leaf, and the House of Fame. Pope, iu the first edition 
of his Temple of Fame, prefixed a note in defence of allegorical poetry, tlie propriety 
of which cannot be questioned, but which is qualified with an exception which applies 
directly to Chaucer. The incidents by which allegory is conveyed, should never be 
spun too long, or too much clogged with trivial circumstances, or little particularities.'' 
But this is exactly the case with Chaucer, whose allegones are spun beyond till bounds, 
and clogged with many trivial and unappropriate circumstances. 

For upwards of seventy years after the death of Chaucer, his works remained in 
manuscript. Mr. Tyrwhitt enumerates twenty-six manuscripts which he had an opj)or- 
tunity of consulting in the various public and private libraries of London, Oxford, 
Cambridge, &c. but of all these he is inclined to give credit to only five. Caxton, the 
first English printer, selected Chaucer's Canterbury Tales, as one of the earliest pro- 
ductions of his press, but happened to copy a very incorrect manuscript, llfis first 
edition is supposed by Mr. Ames to have been printed in 1475 or 1476. There are only 
two complete copies extant, one in his Majesty^s library, and another in that of Merton 
college, both without preface or advertisement. About six years after, Caxton printed 
a second edition,, and in his preface apologized for the eiTors of tlic former. No perfect 
copy of this edition is known. Ames mentions an edition collected by William Caxton, 
and printed by Wynken de Worde, 1495, folio," but the existence^ of this is doubtful. 
Pynson printed two editions, the first, it is conjectured, in 1401, and the second in 1526, 
which vjras the first in which a collection of some other pieces of Chaucer was added to 
the Canterbury Tales. Ames notices editions in 1520 and 1522, but had not seen them, 
nor are they now known. 

In 1532, an edition was printed by Thomas Godfrey, and edited by Mr. Thyrmc, 
which Mr. Tyrwhitt informs us was considered, notwithstanding its many imiM^rfections, as 
the standard edition, and was copied, not only by the booksellers, in their several e<litiott 0 
of 1542, 1546, 1555, and 156l, but also by Mr. Speght in 1597 and 1602 , Speghfs 
edition was reprinted in l687, and in 1721 appeared Mr.UrryXwho, while lie pro- 
fessed to compare a great many manuscripts, took such liberties with his author's text as 
to render this by far the worst edition ever published. 

There is an interleaved copy of Unys edition in the British Museum, presented by 
Mr. William Thomas, a brother of Dr. J. Thomas*® who furnished the preface, ami tlie 

** Sector of Presteigne in Radnorshire. A large paper copy of this edition, with the kumti MSS. 
notes as that in the Museum, and a presentation copy from Dr. Thomas, was lately purchased by the 
present writer. C, 
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Glossary, and upon whom the charge of publishing devolved after Mr. Urry’s death. 
This copy has many manuscript notes, and corrections. From one of them we leam 
that the life of Chaucer was very incorrectly drawn up by Mr. Dart, and corrected and 
enlarged by Mr. William Thomas ; and from another, that bishop Atterbury prompted 
Urry to this undertakmg, but did by no means judge rightly of Mr. Urry's talents in 
this case, who though in many respects a most worthy person, was not qualified for a 
work of this nature.’' Dr. Thomas undertook to publish it, at the request of bishop 
Smalridge. In the Harleian collection is a copy of an agreement between William 
Brome, executor to Urry, the dean and chapter of Christ Church, and Bernard Lintot 
the bookseller. By this it appears that it was \Jrry's intention to apply part of the 
profits towards building Peckwater Quadrangle. Lintot was to print a thousand copies 
on small paper at <^l. 10^. and two hundred and fifty on large paper at <£2. 10$. It 
does not appear that this speculation succeeded. Yet the edition, from its having been 
printed in the Roman letter, the copiousness of the glossary, and the ornaments, &c. 
continued to be the only one consulted, until the publication of the Canterbury Tales 
by Mr.-l^rwhitt in 1775. This very acute critic' was the first who endeavoured to 
restore a pure text by the collation of MSS. a labour of vast extent, but which must 
be undertaken even to greater extent, before the other works of Chaucer can be pub- 
lished in a manner worthy of their author. In the present edition, in which a more 
regular arrangement has been attempted, Mr. Tyrwhitf s text has been followed for the 
Canterbury Tales ; and for the remainder of his works, the black letter editions, which, 
with all their faults, are more to be depended on than Urry's. 

Mr. Warton laments that Chaucer has been so frequently considered as an old, rather 
than a good poet, and recommends the study of his works. Mr. Tyrwhitt, since this 
advice vras given, has undoubtedly introduced Chaucer to a nearer intimacy with the 
learned public, but it is not probable that he can ever be restored to popularity. His 
language will still remain an unsurmountable obstacle with that numerous class of readers 
to whom poets must look for universal reputation. Poetrf is the art of pleasing ; but 
pleasure, as generally understood, admits of veiy little that deserves the name of study. 
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1—62. 

W HANNE that April with his shourcs sote 

The droughte of March hath perced to the rote. 
And bathed every veme m swiche licour. 

Of whiche vertue etigondred is the flour 5 
Whan Zephirus eke with his sote brethe 
Enspired hath in every holt and helhe 
The tendre croppes, and the yonge Sonne 
Hath m the Kam his halfe cours yronne. 

And smale foules maken melodic, 

That slepcn alle night with open eye, 

So pnketh hem nature in bir corages; 

Than longenfolk to gon on pilgrimages. 

And palmeres for to seken strange strondes, 

To serve halwcs couth in sundry londes ; 

And specially, from every shires cnde 
Of Englelond, to Canterbury they wende. 

The holy blisful martyr for to seke, 

That bom hath holpen, wjian that they were seke. 

Befelle, that, in that seson on a day, 

In gouthwerk at the Tabard as I lay, 

Eedy to wenden on my pilgnmage 
To Canterbury with devoute corage, 

At night was come into that liostelric 
Wei nine and twenty in a compagnie 
Of sondry folk, by aventure yfeUe 
In felawship, aqd pilgrimes were they alle. 

That toward Canterbury woldon ride. 

The ebambres and the stables weren wide, 


And we I we weren esed atte beste. 

And shortly, whaii the Sonne was gone to res 
So hadde I spOken with hem everich on. 

That I was of hir felawship anon, 

And made forword erly for to rise, 

To take oure way ther as I you deyise- 
But natbetes, while 1 hav^e time and space, 
Or that X forth’er in this tale pace, 

Mo thinketh it accordant to resori, 

To tellen you alle the condition 
Of ech of hem, so as it semed me, 

And whiclie they weren, and of what degre j 
And eke in what araie that they were inne : 

And at a knight than wol 1 firste beginne. 

A Knight ther was, and that a worthy man, 
That fro the time that he firste began 
'Po rulen out, he loved chevalric, 

Trouthe and honour, fredom and curtesie. 

Ful worthy was he in his lordes werre. 

And thereto hadde he ridden, no man ferre. 

As wel in Cristendom as in Hethenesse, 
j And ever honoured for his worthmesse. 

At Alisandre he was whan it was wonne. 

I Ful often time he hadde the bord begonne 
Aboven alle nations in Truce. 

In Lettowe hadde he reysed and in Buce, 

-No cristen man so ofte of his degre. 

In Gemade at the seige eke hadde he be 
Of Algestr, and ridden in Belmarie. 

At Leyes was he, and at Satalie, 

Whan they were wonne ; and in the Grete See 
At many a noble armee hadde he be. 

At mortal batailles hadde he ben flfteue, 

And foogbten for our faith, at Tramissene 
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In listes thrles, and ay slain his fo. 

This ilke worthy knight hadde ben also 
Somtime with the lord of Palatie, 

Ageu another hethen m Turkic : 

Apd evermore he hadde a soveieine pris. 

And though that he was worthy he was wise, 

And of his port as meke as is a mayde. 

He never yet no vilanie ne sayde 
In alle his lif, unto no manere wight 
He was a ver^y parfit gentil knight. 

But for to tellen you of his araie, 

His hore was good, but he ne was not gaie. 

Of fustian he wered a gipon, 

Alle besmotred with his habergeon, 

For he was late ycome fro his viage. 

And wente for to don his pilgricoage 

With bun ther was his sone a young SauiEft, 

A lover, and a lusty bachcler, 

With lockes crnll as they were laide in presse. 

Of twenty yere of age he was I gesse. 

Of his stature he was of even lengthe, 

And -^j^onderly deliver, and grete of strengthe. 

And he hadde he somtime in chevacbie. 

In Flaundres, in Artois, and m Pi cardie. 

And home him wel, as of so litel space. 

In hope to slonden in his ladies grace. 

Embrouded was he, as it weiC a mede 
Alle ful of freshe floures, white and rede. 

Singing he was, or floyting alle the day, 

He was as freshe, as is the moneth of May. 

Short was his goune, with sieves long and wide. 
Wel coude he sitte on hors, and fayre ride. 

He coude songes make, and wel eudite, 

Juste and eke dance, and wel pourtraie and write. 
So hote he loved, that by nightertale 
He slep no more than doth the nightingale* 
Curteis he was, lowly, and servisable, 

And <5arf before his fader at the table. 

A Yeman hadde he, and servantes no mo 
At that time, for him luste to lide so; 

And he was cladde in cote and hode of grene, 

A shefe of peacock arwes bright and kene 
Under his belt he bAre ful thriftily. 

Wel coude he drbssQ his takel yemanly ; 

His arwes drouped not with fetheres lowe; 

And in his hopd he bare a mighty bowe. 

A not-hed hadde he, with a broune visage. 

Of wood-craft coude he wel alle the usage. 

Upon his arme he bare a gaie bracer. 

And by his side a swerd and a bokeler, 

And on that other side a gaie daggere, 

Harneised wel, and sbarpe as point of speres 
A Cristofre on his brest of silver 'shene. 

An home he bare, the baudnk was of grene* 

A forstet was he sothely as I gesse* 

Ther was also a nonne, a PktokEssE, 

That of hiie smiling was ful simple and coy j 
Hire gretest othe n’as but by seint Eloy ; 

And she was cleped madame Eglentme. 

Ful wel she sange the service devine 
JSntuned in lure nose fpl swetely; 

And Frenche she spake ful fayre and fetisly, 

After the soole of Stratford atte bowe, 

For Frenche of Pans was to hire imknowe. 

At mete was she wel ytaughte withalle; 

5lhe lelte no morsel fioqi hire lippes falle, 


Ne wette hire fingres in hire sauce* depe. 

Wel coude she cane a morsel, and wel kepe, 
Thatte no drope ne fell upon hire brest. 

In ourtesie was sette ful moche hire lest. 

Hire over lippe wiped she so dene, 

That m hire cuppe was no fertbing sene 
Of grese, whan she dronken hadde hire draught, 
Fulsemely after hire mete she raught. 

And sikerly she was of grete disport. 

And fill plesant, and amiable of port. 

And pemed hire to contrefeten chere 
Of court, and ben estatelich of manere, 

And to ben holden digne of reverence. 

But for to speken of hiie conscience. 

She was so charitable and so pitous. 

She wolde wepe if that she saw a mous 
Caughte in a trappe, if it were ded or bledde. 

Of smate houndcs hadde she, that she fedde 
With losted flesh, and milk, and waste) bredc* 
But sore wept she if on of hem wore dodo, 

Or if men smote it with a yerde smeit : 

And all was conscience and tendre herte. 

Ful semely line wimple ypinched was ; 

Hire nose tretis ; lure eycn giey as glas ; 

Hire mouth ful smale, and thertosoft and red; 
But sikerly she hadde a fayre foiohed. 

It was almost a spamie brode I trowe; 

For hardily she was not iindergrowe. 

Fill fetise was hire oloke, as I was ware* 

Of smale corall aboutc hire arm she bare 
A pair of bedes, gauded all with grene ; 

And theron heng a broche of gold ful shene. 

On whiche was first ywriten a crouned A, 

And after, Jmor mnitt omnia. 

Another nonne also with hire hadde she. 

That was hire chapelleine, and pRBEsm thre, 

A Monk there was, a fayre foi the niaistric, 

An out-nder, that loved veneric ; 

A manly man, to ben an abbot able. 

Ful many a deinte hors hadde ho in stable : 

And whan he rode, men mightc his hrith*! h<*te, 
Gingehrig in a whistling wind as olere, 

And eke as bade, as doth the chapetl bcilc, 

Ther as this lord was keper of the ccllc. 

The reule of seint Maure and of seint Brneit, 
Because that it was oldc and somdcle strait, 

This ilke monk lette olde thinges pace, 

And held after the newc world the trace. 

He yave not of the text a pulled hen, 

That saith, that hunters ben not holy men ; 

Ne that a monk, whan he is rekket<*j, 

Is like to a fish that is waterles ; 

This is to say, a monk out of his cloiiitrt*. 

This like text held he not wroth an oisire. 

And I say bis opinion was good. 

What shulde ho studie, and make himselven 
wood. 

Upon a book m cloistre alway to pore, 

Or swiiiken with bis hondea, and labours, 

As Austin bit ? how shal the world he served ? 

Let Austin have his swmk to him reservt^d. 
Tberforo he was a prickasoure a right: 
ftreihoundes he hadde as swift as foul of flight: 

Of pricking and of bunting for tlie hare 
Was all bis lust, for no cost wolde be i^pare. 

I saw his sieves purfiled at the hood 
With gris, and that the finest of the IoimJ. 

And for to fasten his hood under his chtnne, 

He hadde of goW ywroughta curious pinna t 
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A love-knotte in the greter end ther was. 

His bed was balled, and shone as any glas. 

And eke his face, as it hadde ben anoint. 

He was a lord fal fat and in good point 
His eyen stepe, and rolling in his hed, 

That stemed as a fomeis of a led. 

His botes soaple> his hors in giet estate 
Kow certainly he was a fay re prclat. 

He WAS not pale as a forpined gost 
A fat swan loved he best of any rost. 

His palfrey was as brounc as is a bery. 

A Frere there was, a wanton and a tnery, 

A limitour, a ful solempne man. 

In all the ordres foure is non that can 
So moche of dahance and fayre langage- 
He hadde yinade ful many a manage 
Of yonge wimmen, at his owen cost. 

Until his order he was a noble post. 

Fnl wel beloved, and familier was he 
With frankeleiris over all in his contree. 

And eke with worthy wimmen of the toun ; 

For he had power of confession, 

As saide himselfe, more than a curat, 

For of his ordre he was licenciat. 

Fill swetely herde he confession, 

And plesant was his absolution. 

He was an esy man to give penance, 

Ther as he wiste to ban a good pitance i 
For unto a poure ordre for to give 
Is signe that a man is wel yshrive. 

For if he gave, he dorste make avant, 

He wiste that a man was repentant. 

For many a man so hard is of his heite, 

He may not wepe although him sore smerte. 
Theifore in stede of wepiiig and praieres. 

Men mote give silver to the poure freres. 

His tippet was ay farsed ful of knives, 

And pinnes, for to given fayre wives. 

And certainly he had a mery note, 

Wel coude he singe and plaieh on a rote. 

Of yeddinges he bare utterly the pris. 

His nekke was white as is the flour de hs. 

Thereto he strong was as a cbampioun, 

And knew wel the tavernes in eveiy toun, 

And every hosteler and gay tapstere, 

JJetter than a lazer or a beggerC, 

For unto swiche a worthy man as he 
Accordeth nought, as by his faculte. 

To haven with sike lazars acquaintance. 

It is not houest, it may not avance. 

As for to delen with no swiche ];iouraiIIe, 

But all With riche, and sellers of vitaille. 

And over all, ther as profit sliuld arise, 

Curteis he was, and lowly of servise. 

Ther u’as no man no wherso vertuous. 

He was the beste begger in all his hous : 

And gave a certaine ferme for the grant, 

IS’on of his brethefen name in his haunt. 

For though a widewe hadde but a sboop 
(So plesant was his Tn prmcipto) 

Yet wold he have a ferthing or he iirent. 

His pourebas was wel better than his rent. 

And rage he coude as it hadde ben a whelp. 

In lovedayes, ther coude he mochel help, 

For ther was he nat like, a cloisterere, 

With tbredbare cope, as is a poure scolere, 

But he was like a« maister or a pope. 

Of double worsted was his semicope, 

That round was as a belle oat of the pressf. 
Somwhat he lisped for his wantonnesse. 
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To make his English swete upon his tonge *, 

And in his harping, whan that he hadde songe. 
His eyen twinkeled in his lied aright, 

As don the sterres in a frosty night. 

This worthy limitour was cleped Huberd, 

A Marchant was tber with a forked herd, 

In mottelee, and highe on hors h® sat. 

And on his hed a Flaundnsh bever hat. 

His boles elapsed fayre and fetisly. 

His 1 csons spake he ful solempnely, 

Souning alway the encrese of his winning. 

He wold the see weie kept for any thing 
I Biitwixen Middleburgh and Orewell. 

I Wel coud he in eschanges sheldes selle. 

! This worthy man ful wel his wit besette ; 

There wiste no wight that he was m dette. 

So stedefastly diddc he his governance, 

With his bargeines, and with his chcvisance, 
Forsothe he was a woiLUy man withal le, 

But soth to suyn, I n'ot how men him calle, 

A CrjBRK ther was of Oxenforde also, 

That unto logike hidde long ygb* 

As lene was his hois as is a rake, 

And he was not right fat, T undertake ; 

But loked holwe, and theito sobeily, 

Ful thiedbare was his overest courtepy. 

For he hadde geten him yet no benefice, 

Ne was nought worldly to have an office. 

For him was lever ban at his beddes hed 
A twenty bokes, clothed in black oi red, 

Of Aristotle, and hi& philosophic. 

Than robes riche, or fidel, or sautrie, 

But all be that he was a philosophre, 

Vet hadde he but litel gold in cofre, 

But all that he might of his frendcs hente, 

On bokes and on lenung he it spciite. 

And besily gan for the soules praie 
Of hem, that yave him wherwith to scolaie, 

Of stud le toke he moste cure and hede. 

Not a word spake he more than was nede ; 
And that wa.4 said in forme and reverence. 

And short and quike, and ful of high sentence, 
Souniug in moral vertiie was his speche, 

And gladly wolde he lerne, and gladly teche. 

A Sbroba^ttof ths Lawe ware and wise, 
That often hadde yben at the paruis, 

Ther was also, ful riche of excellence. 

Discrete he was, and of grot reverence 
He semed swiche, bis wordes were so wise, 
Justice he was ful often in assise. 

By patent, and by pleine commissiouas 
For his science, and for his high renoun. 

Of fees and robes had be many on. 

So grete a pourchasour was nowher non. 

All was fee simple to him in effect, 

His pourchasing might not ben in suspect. 

No wber so besy a man as he ther 
And yet he semed besier than ho was. 

Tn termos hadde he cas and domes all^ 

That fro the time of king Will, wered ftllet 
Therto he coude endite, and make a 
Ther coude tio wight pinche at Ws wnt«^. 

And every statute coude he plaine by rote. 

He rode but botqcly in a medlee cote^ 
airt with a scint of silk, with barres f malei 
his anay tell 1 no Iea|fer twe, 
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A FiucNKELEra was in this compagnie ; 

White was his herd, as is the dayesie. 

Of his complexion he was sanguin. 

Wei loved he by the morwe a sop in win. 

To liven in debt was ever his wone, 

For he was Epicures owen sone. 

That held opinion, that plein delit ' 

Was veraily felicite partite. 

An housholder, and that a grete was hej 
Seint Julian he was in his contree. 

His brede, his ale, was alway after on ; 

A better en^i^ed man was no wher non. 
Withouten bake mete never was his hous, 

Of tish and tiesh, and that so plenteous, 

It snewed in his hous of mete and drinke, 

Of alle demtees that men coud of thinke, 

After the sondry sesons of the yere, 

So changed he his mete and his soupefe. 

Pul many a fat partnch hadde he in inewe, 

And many a breme, and many a luce in stewe. 
Wo was his coke, but if his sauce were 
Poiuant and sharpe, and ready all his gere. 

His table dormant in his halle alway 
Stode redy cpvered alle the longe day. 

At sessions ther was he lord and sire. 

Ful often time he was kmght of the shire. 

An anelace and a gipciere all of silk, 

Heng at his girdel, white as morwe milk. 

A shereve hadde be ben, and a conntonr. 

Was no wher swiche a worthy vavasour. 

An Habeudasher, and a Carpemter, 

A WsBBE, a Deter, and a Tafiser, 

Were alle yclothed in o livere, 

Of a solempne and grete fratemite. 

Ful freshe and newe hir gere ypiked was. 

^ Hir knives were ychaped not with bras. 

But all with silver wrought ful dene and weJ, 
Hir girdeles and hir pouches every del. 

Wei semed eche of hem a fayre burgeis, 

To sitten in a gild halle, on the deis. 

Everich, for tlie wisdom that he can. 

Was shapelich for to ben an aldeiman. 

For catel hadden they jmough and rent. 

And eke hir wives wolde it wel assent ; 

And elles certainly they were to blame. 

It is ful fayre to hen ycleped madame, 

And for to gon to vigiles all before, 

And have a mantel reallich ybore. 

A Coke they hadden with hem for the nones, 
To boile the chikenes and the marie bones, 

And poudre marchant, tart and galingale. 

Wel coude he knowe a draught of London ale. 
He coude roste, and sethe, and broile, and fne, 
Maken mortrewes, and wel bake a pie. 

But gret harm was it, as it thoughte me. 

That on his shinne a mormal hadde he. 

For blanc manger that made he with the best 

A Shipman was ther, woned fer by west: 

For ought I wote, he was of Dertemouth. 

He rode upon a rouncie, as he couthe, 

All in a goune of falding to the knee. 

A dagger hanging by a las hadde bee 
About his nekke under his arm adoun. 

The bote ^mmer hadde made his hewe al broun. 
And certainly he was a good felaw. 

Ful m^ny a draught of win he hadde draw 
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From Burdeux ward, while that the cbapmai 
slepe. 

Of nice conscience toke he no kepe. 

If that he faught, and hadde the higher hand. 

By water he sent hem home to every land. 

But of his craft to reckeu wel his tides, 

His stremes and his strandes him besides, 

His herberwe, his mone, and his lodemanage, 

Ther was non swiche, from Hull unto Cartage. 
Hardy he was, and wise, I undertake: 

With many a tempest hadde his herd be shake. 

He knew wel alle the havens, as they were. 

Fro Gotland, to the Cape de finisterc, 

And every creke in Bretagne and in Spaine : 

His barge ycleped was the Magdelaine. 

With us ther was a Doctour of Phisikb, 

In aU this world ne was ther non him like 
To Speke of phisike, and of surgeric : 

For he was giounded in astronomic. 

He kept bis patient a ful gret del 
In houres by his magike naturel. 

Wel coude he fortunen the ascendent 
Of his images for bis patient, 

He knew the cause of every maladie, 

Were it of cold, or hote, or moist, or drie, 

And wher engendred, and of what humour, 

He was a veray partite practisour. 

The cause yknowe, and of his arm the rote, 

Anon he gave to the sike man his bote. 

Ful redy hadde he his apothecaries 
To send him dragges, and his lettuaries, 

For eche of hem made other for to wxnne ; 

Hir frendship n’as not newe to bcginne. 

Wel knew he the old Esculapius, 

And Dioscorides, and eke Rnfus 5 
Old Hippocras, Hali, and Qaliien ; 

Serapion, Basis, and Avicen ; 

Avernois, Damascene, and Constantin j 
Bernard, and Gatisden, and Gilbertin. 

Of his diete mesurable was he, 

For it was of no gioat supcrfluitec, 

But of gret nourishing, and digestible. 

Hib studie was but litel on the Bible. 

In sanguin and in perse he clad was alle 
Lined with taffata, and with seudalle. 

And yet he was but esy of dispence : 

He kepte that he wan m the pestilence*. 

For gold in phisike is a cordial; 

Therfore he loved gold in special. 

A good WiF was ther of beside Bathe, 

But she was som del defe, and that was scathe. 

Of cloth making she hadde swiche an haunt, 

She passed hem of Ipres, and of Gaunt 
In all the parish wif ne was there non, 

That to the offring before hire shulde gon, 

And if ther did, certain so wroth was she, 

That she was out of alle charitee. 

Hire coverchiefe weren ful fine of ground ; 

I doTste swore, they weyeden a pound ; 

; That on the Sonday were upon hire Iwwle. 

1 Hire hosen weren of fine scarlet rede, 

Ful streite yleyed, and shoon ful moist and newe. 
Bold was hire face, and ftiyre and rede of hew. 

She was a worthy woman all hire live, 

Housbondes at the chirche dors had she had 
five, 

Withouten other compagnie in youthe. 

But therof nedeth not to spdee as nouthe. 
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And thries badde she ben at Jerusaleme. 

She badde passed many a strange strcme. 

At Rome she hadde ben, and at Boloine, 

In Galice at Semt James, and at Coloine. 

She coude moche of wandring by the way. 
Gat-tothed was she, sothly for to say. 

Upon an ambler esily she sat, 

Ywimpied wel, and on hire hede an hat, 

As biode as is a bokeler, or a targe. 

A fote-mantel about hire hipi)es large, 

And on hire fete a pair of sporres shaipe. 

In felawship wel coude she laughe and carp^ 

Of remedies of love she knew perchance, 

For of that arte she coude the olde dance. 

A good man ther was of rehgioun, 

That was a poure Persone of a toun: 

But riche he was of holy thought and work. 

He. was also a lemed man, a clerk, 

That Cristes gospel trewely wolde preche. 

His paiisbens devoutly wolde he teche. 

Benigne ho was, and wonder diligent, 

And in adversite ful patient : 

And swiche he was ypreved often sithes. 

Ful loth were him to cursen for his tithes. 

But rather wolde he yeven out of doute, 

Unto his poure parishens aboute. 

Of his offring, and eke of his substance 
He coude in litel thing have suffisance. 

Wide was his parish, and houses fer asonder, 

But he ne left nought for no ram ne thouder, 

In sikenesse and m mischief to visite 
The ferrest in his parish, moche and lite, 

Upon his fete, and m his hand a staf. 

This noble cnsample to his shepe he yaf, 

That first he wrought, and afterward he taught, 
Out of the gospel he the wordes caught, 

And this figure he added yet tberto, 

That if gold ruste, what shuld iren do ? 

For if a preest be foule, on whom we trust, 

No wonder is a lewed man to mst : 

And shame it is, if that a preest take kepc, 

To see a shitten shepherd, and dene shepe . 

Wel ought a preest ensample for to yeve, 

By his clenenesse, how his shepe shulde live. 

He sette not his benefice to hire, 

And lette his shepe acombred m the mire. 

And ran unto London, unto Semt Poules, 

To seken him a chantene for soules, 

Or with a brotherhede to be withoM : 

But dwelt at home, and kepte wel his fold, 

So that the wolf ne made it not niiscane. 

He was a shephei-d, and no mercenarie. 

And though he holy were, and vertuous, 

He was to sinful men not dispitous, 

Ne of his speche dangerous ne digne. 

But in his teaching discrete and benigne. 

To drawen fblk to Heven, with ftiircnesse, 

By good ensample, was his besinesse; 

' But it were any persone obstinat, 

What so he were of higbe, or low estat,- 
Him wolde he snibben sharply for the nones. 

A better preest I trowe that no wher non is. 

He waited af^er no pompe ne reverence, 

Ne maked him no sliced conscience, 

But Cristes lore, and his apostles twelve, 

He taught, but first he tblwed it htmselve* 

With him ther was a Plowman, was his brother, 
That hadde ylaid of dong fill many a fother. 


r 

A trewe swinker, and a good was he, 

Living in pees, and parfite charitee. 

God loved he beste with alle his herte 
At alle times, were it gam or smerte. 

And than his neighebour right as himselve 
He wolde thresh, and therto dike, and delve, 

For Cristes sake, for every poure wight, 

Withouten hire, if it lay in his might. 

His tithes paied he fid fayre aud wel 
Both of his propre sviuke, and his cateL' 

In a tabard he rode upon a mere. 

Ther was also a reve, and a millere, 

A sompnour, and a pardoner also, 

A manciple, and myself, ther n’ere no mo. 

The Milier was a stout carl for the nones, 

Ful bigge he was of braun, and eke of bones j 
That proved wel, for over all ther he came. 

At wrastling he wold here away the ram. 

He was short shuldered, brode, a thikke gnarre, 
Ther n^as no dore, that he n'olde heve of barr?. 

Or breke it at a renning with his hede. 

I His herd as any sowe or fox was rede. 

And therto biode, as though it were a spade. 

Upon the cop right of his nose he hade 
A wert, and theron stode a tufte of heres, 

Rede as the bristles of a sowes eres. 

His nose-thirles blacke were and wide. 

A swerd and bokeler bare he by his side. 

His mouth as wide was as a fomeis. 

He was a jangler, and a goliardeis, 

And that was most of sinne, and harlotries. 

Wel coude he stelen come, and tollen thries. 

And yet he had a thomb of gold parde. 

A white cote and a blew hode wered he. 

A baggepipe wel coude he blowe and soune, 

A therwithall he brought us out of touoe. 

I A gentil Mancipus was there of a temple. 

Of which aebatours mighten take enseinpl^ 

For to ben wise in hying of vitaille. 

For whether that he paide, or toke by taille^ 

Algate he waited so m his achate, 

That be was ay before m good estate. 

Now IS not that of God a ful fayre grace, 

That swiche a lewed mannes wit sbal pace 
The wisdom of an hepe of lered men ? 

Of maisters h?id he mo than thries ten, 

That were of lawe expert and carious : 

Of which ther was a dosein m that hous, 

Worthy to ben stewardes of rent and lond 
Of any lord that is in Englelond, 

To maken him live by his propre good, 

In honour detteles, but if he were wood, 

Or live as scarsly, as him list desire; 

And able for to helpen all a shire 
In any cas that mighte fallen or happe ; 

And yet this manciple sette hir aller cappe. 

The Ebve was a slcndre cclerike man, 

His herd was shave as neigho as ever he can. 

His here was by his eres round yshome. 

His top was docked like a preest bdbme. 

Ful longe were bis legges, and ful lene^ 

Ylike a staff, ther was no calf ysene. 

Wel coude he kepe a gamer and a binoe ; 

There was non auditour coude on him winne* 

Wel wiste he by the drought, and by the rain, 

The yelding of his seed, ^ his ffndn. 
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His lordes shepe, his nete, and his deirie, 

His swine, his hors, his store, and his pultrie, 
Were holly in this reves goueming. 

And by his covenant yave he rekening. 

Sin that his lord was twenty yere of age j 
Ther coude no man bring him in arerage ; 

Ther n*as baillif, ne herde, ne other hine. 

That he ne knew his sleight and his covme : 
They were adradde of him, as of the deth. 

His wonning was ful fayre upon an heth, 

With grene trees yshadewed was his place- 
He coude better than his lord pourcbase. 

Pul rich he was ystored privily. 

His lord wel coude he plesen subtilly, 

To yeve and lene him of his owen good. 

And have a thank, and yet a cote and hood. 

In youth he lemed hadde a good mistere : 

He was a wel good wnght, a carpentere. 

This reve sate upon a right good stot. 

That was all pomelee grey, and highte Scot. 

A long surcote of perse upon he hade. 

And by bis side he bare a rusty blade. 

Of Norfolk was this reve, of which I tell. 

Beside a toun, men clepen Baldeswell. 

Tucked he was, as is a frere, aboute, 

And ever he rode the hindeVest of the route. 

A SoMPNoua was ther with us in that place, 
That hadde a fire-red cherubinnes face, 

For sausefleme he was, with eyen narwe. 

As hole he was, and likerous as a sparwe, 

With scalled browes blake, and pilled herd ; 

Of his visage children were sore aferd. 

Ther n’as quiksilver, litarge, ne brimston. 

Boras, ceruse, ne oile of tartre non, 

Ne ointment that wolde dense or bite, 

That him might helpen of his whelkes white, 

Ne of the knobbes sitting on his chekes. 

Wel loved he garlike, omons, and lekes, 

And for to drinke strong win as rede as blood. 
Than wolde he speke, and crie as he were 
wood. 

And whan that he wel dronken had the win, 
Than wold be speken no word but Latin. 

A fewe termes coude he, two or three, 

That die had lemed out of som decree 5 
No wonder is, he hetd it all the day. 

And eke ye knowen wel, how that a jay 
Can clepen watte, as wel as can the pope. 

But who se wolde in other thing him grope, 
Than hadde be spent all his pldlosophie, 

Ay, Questio quid juris, wolde he cne. 

He was a gentil harlot and a kind ; 

A better felaw shulde a man not find. 

He wolde suffire for a quart of wine, 

A good felaw to have his concubine 
A twelve month, and excuse him at the full. 

Ful prively a finch eke coude he pull. 

And if he found owhere a good felawe, 

He wolde techen him to have non awe 
In swicbe a cas of the archedekenes curse j 
But if a mannes soule were in bis purse ; 

For in his purse he shulde ypunished be. 

Purse IS the archedekens helle, said be. 

But wel I wote, he lied right in dede: 

Of cursing ought eche gilty man him drede. 

For cuise wol sle right as assoiling saveth. 

Ana also ware him of a signijicavit. 

In danger hadde he at his owen gise 
The yonge of the diocisc, 
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And knew hir conseil, and was of hir lede. 

A gerlond hadde he sette upon his hede, 

As gret as it were for an alestake : 

A bokeler hadde be made him of a cake. 

With him ther rode a gentil Pardonekb 
Of Eouncevall, his frend and his compere, 

That streit was comen from the court of Borne. 

Ful loude he sang, Come hither, love, to me. 

This sompnour bare to him astiffbui^oun. 

Was never trompe of half so gret a soun. 

This pardoner had here as yelwe as wax. 

But smoth it heng, as doth a strike of fiax : 

By onces heng his lokkes that he hadde. 

And therwith he his shulders overspradde. 

Ful thinne it lay, by culpons on and on. 

But hode, for jolite, ne wered he non. 

For it was trussed up m his wallet. 

Him thought he rode al of the newe get, 

Dishevele, sauf his cappe, he rode all bare. 

Swiche glanng eyen hadde he, as an hare. 

A vemicle hadde he sewed upon his cappe. 

His wallet' lay beforne him in his lappc, 

Bret-ful of pardon come fiom B.ome al hote. 

A vois he hadde, as smale as hath a goto. 

No herd hadde he, ne never non shulde have. 

As smothe it was as it were newe shave j 
I trowe he were a gelding or a mare. 

But of his craft, fro Berwike unto Ware, 

Ne was ther swiche an other pardonere. 

For in his male he hadde a pilwebere, 

Winch, as he saide, was ourc ladies veil ; 

He saide, he hadde a gobbet of the seyl 
Thatte seiut Peter had, whau that he went 
Upon the see, till Jesu Crist him hent. 

He had a crois of laton ful of stones, 

And in a glas he hadde pigges bones. 

But with these relikes, whanuc that he fond 
A poure persone dwelling up on loud. 

Upon a day he gat him more moneie 
Than that the persone gat m monethes tweie. 

And thus with famed ilattcrrmg and japes, 

He made the persone, and the peple, his apes. 

But trewely to tellen atte last, 

He was m church a noble ecclesiast. 

Wel coude he rede a lesson or a storie. 

But alderbest he sang an ofiertorio : 

For wel he wiste, whan that song was songe. 

He muste preche, and wel afiJo his tonge, 

To winne silver, as he right wel coude: 

Therfore he sang the mener and loude. 

Now have I told ypu shortly in a clause, 

Th’ estat, th’ araie, the nombre, and eke the cause 
Why that assembled was this compaguic 
In Southwerk at this gentil hostclnc, 

That highte the Tabard, faste by the Belle. 

But now IS time to you for to telle, 

How that we baren us that like night, 

Whan we were in that hostelrie alight. 

And after wol I telle of our viage. 

And all the remeuant of our pilgrimage. 

But firste 1 praie you of your curtesie, 

That ye ne arette it not my vilanie, 

Though that I plainly upeke in this matere. 

To teiien you hir wordos and hir cliere ; 

Ne though I speke hir wordes propiely. 

For this ye knowen al so wel as I, 

Who so shall telle a tale after a man, 

He moste rel;ierse, as neighe as ever he cun, 
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THE KNIGHTES TALE. 
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Evench word, if it be in bis charge, 

All speke he never so rudely and so large ; 

Or elles he moste tellen his tale untrewe, 

Or feinen thinges, or finden wordes newe. 

He may not spare, although he were his brother. 

He moste as wel sayn o word, as an other. 

Crist spake himself ful brode in holy wiit, 

And wel he wote no vilanie is it. 

Eke Plato sayeth, who so can him rede. 

The wordes moste ben cosin to the dede. 

Also I praie you to forgive it me, 

All have I not sette folk m hir degree. 

Here in this tale, as that they shulden stonde. 

My wit is short, ye may wel nnderstonde. 

Gret chere made our hoste everich on, 

And to the souper sette he us anon: 

And served us with vitaille of the beste. 

Strong was the win, and wel to drinke us leste. 

A semely man our hoste was with alle 
For to han ben a marshal in an halle. 

A large man he was with eyen stepe, 

A fairer burgeis is ther non in Chepe s 
Bold of his speche, and wise and wet ytaught, 

And of manhood him lacked righte naught. | 

Eke therto was he right a mery man, 

And after souper plaien he began, 

And spake of mu the amonges other thinges, 

Whan that we hadden made our rekeninges; 

And saide thus; “ Now, lordmges, trewely 
Ye ben to me welcome right hertaly : 

For by my trouthe, if that I shal not lie, 

1 saw nat this yere swiche a compagnie 
At ones in this herberwe, as is now. 

Fayne wolde I do you mirthe, and I wiste how. 

And of a mirthe 1 am right now bethought, 

To don you ese, and it shall coste you nought 
Ye gon to Canterbury ; God you spede, 

The blisful martyr quite you your mede j 
And wel T wot, as ye gon by way. 

Ye shapen you to talto and to play : 

For trewely comfort ne mirthe is non. 

To riden by the way dumbe as the ston: 

And therfore wold I maken you disport, 

As 1 said erst, and don you some comfort. 

"Xnd if you liketh alle by on assent 
Now for to stonden at my jugement: 

And for to wcrchen as i shal you say 
To-morwe, whan ye riden on the way. 

Now by my faders soule that is ded, 

But ye be mery, smiteth of my hed. 

Hold up your bondes withouten more speche.’' 

Our conseil was not longe for to seche : 

Us thought it was not wo^ to make it wise. 

And granted him withouten more aVise, 

And bad him say his verdit, as him leste. 

“ Lordinges,’' (quod he) ** now herkeneth for 
the beste; 

. But take it nat, 1 pray you, in disdain ; 

This is the point, to speke it plat and plain, , 

That eche of you to shorten with youre way. 

In this viage, shal tellen tales tway, 

To Canterbury ward, 1 mene it so, 

And homeward he shall tellen other two, 

Of avontnres that whilom han befalle. 

And which of you that bereth him best of alle, 
That is to sayn, that telleth in this cas 
Tales of best sentence and most solas, 

Shal have a souper at youre alter cost 
Here in this place siting by this post, 


Whan that ye comen agen from Canterbury. 

And for to maken you the moie mery, 

I wol myselven gladly with you ride. 

Right at min owen cost, and be your gide. 

And who that wol my jugement withsay, 

Shal pay for alle we spenden by the way. 

And if ye vouchesauf that it be so, 

Telle me anon withouten wordes mo. 

And I wol erly shapen me therfore.’’ 

This thing was granted, and our otbes sworet 
With fill glad herte, and praiden him also, 

That he wolde vouchesauf for to don so. 

And that he wolde ben our govemour, 

And of our tales juge and leportour, 

And sette a souper at a certain pns ; 

And we wol reuled ben at his devise. 

In highe and lowe : and thus by on assent. 

We ben accorded to his jugement 
And therupon the win was fette anon. 

We dronken, and to reste wenten eche on, 
Withouten any leriger tarying. 

A-morwe whan the day began to spring. 

Up rose our hoste, and was our aller cok. 

And gaderd us togeder in a flok. 

And forth we riden a litel more than pas. 

Unto the watering of Semt Thomas : 

And ther our hoste began his hors arest. 

And saide ; “ lordes, herkeneth if you lest. 

Ye wete your forword, and I it record. 

If even-song and morwe-song accord. 

Let se now who shal telle the first tale. 

As ever mote I drinken win or ale, 

Who so IS rebel to my jugement, 

Shal pay for alle that by the way is spent. 

Now draweth cutte, or that ye forther twinne ; 

He which that hath the shortest shal beginne. 

“Sire knight,”(quod he)‘'my maisterand my lord, 
Now draweth cutte, for that is min accord. 

Cometh nere,’* (quod he) “ my lady prioresse, 

And ye, sire clerk, let be your shamefastuesse, 

Ne studieth nought, lay hand to, every man.'’ 

Anon to draWen every wight began. 

And shortly for to tellen as it w£l$, 

Were it by aventure, or sort, or cas. 

The sothe is this, the cutte felle on the knight, 

Of which fulblith and glad was every wight; 

And tell he must his tale as was reson, 

But forword, and by composition, 

As ye han herd ; what n^eth wordes mo ^ 

And whan this good man saw that it was so. 

As he that wise was and obedient 
To kepe Uis forword by his free assent, 

He saide ; “ Sithen I shal begin this game, 

What^ welcome be the cutte a goddes name. 
Now let us ride, and herkeneth what I say.” 

And with that word we riden forth our way ; 
And he began with right a mery chere 
His tale anon, and saide as ye shul here. 


THE KNIGBTES TALE. 

Whilom, as olde stories tellen us, 

Ther was a duk that highte Tbeseils. 

Of Athenes he was lord and govemour. 
And in his time swicbe a conqueronr, 

That greter was ther non under tbe ^nne. 
Ful many a riche ooutree had he wonnct 
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What vrith his wisdom and his chevalne. 

He conquerd all the regne of Feminie, 

That whilom was ycleped Scythia; 

And wedded the freshe quene Ipolita, 

And brought hire home with him to his contree 
With mochel glorie and grete solempnitee, 

And eke hire yonge suster Emehe, 

And thus with victorie and with melodie 
Let I this worthy duk to Athenes ride, 

And all his host, in armes him beside. 

And certes, if it n’ere to long to here, 

I wolde hare told you fully the manere. 

How wonnen was the regne of Feminie, 

By Theseus, and by his chevalrie; 

And of the grete bataille for the nones 
Betwix Athenes and the Amasones; 

And how asseged was Ipolita 
The faire hardy queue of Scythia ; 

And of the feste, that was at hire wedding. 

And of the temple at hire home coming. 

But all this thing I moste as now fbrbere. 

I have, God wot, a large feld to ere ; 

And weke ben the oxen in my plow. 

The remenant of my tale is long ynow. 

I wil not letten eke non of this route. 

Let every felaw telle his tale aboute, 

And let se now who shal the souper winne. 

Ther as I left, I wil agen beginne. 

This duk, of whom I made mentioun, 

Whan he was comen almost to the toun. 

In all his wele and in his moste pnde, 

He was ware, as he cast his eye aside, 

Wher that ther kneled in the highe wey 
A comp^gnie of ladies, twey and twey, 

Eche after other, clad in clothes blake : 

But swiche a cne and swiche a wo they make, 
That in this world n’is creature living, 

That ever herd swiche another waimentmg. 

And of this cne ne wolde they never stenten, 

Till they the reines of his bridel henten. 

What folk be ye that at nun home coming 
Perturben so my feste with crying 
Quod Theseus ; ** have ye so grete envie 
Of mm honour, that thus complaine and crie ? 

Or who hath you misbodeu, or offended > 

Ho telle me, if that it may be amended ; 

And why ye be thus clothed all in blake 
The oldest lady of hem all than spake. 

Whan she had swouned, with a dedly chere. 

That it was reuthe for to seen and here. 

She sayde; “ Lord, to whom Fortune hath yeven 
Victorie, and as a conquerour to liven. 

Nought greveth us your glorie and your honour; 
But we beseke you of mercie and socour. 

Have mercie on our woe and our distresse. 

Some drope of pitie thurgh thy gentillesse, 

Upon us wretched wimihen let now falle. 

For certes, lord, ther n’is non of us alle, 

That she n' hath ben a duchesse or a quene ; 

Now be we caitives, as it is wel sene: 

Thanked be Fortune, and hire false whele, 

That non estat ensureth to be wele^ 

And certes, lord, to abiden your presence 
Here in this temple of the goddesse Clemence 
We ban ben waiting all this fourtenigbt: 

Now helpe us, lord, sm it Iieth iu thy might. 

I wretched wight, that wepe and waile thus. 
Was whilom wif to king Capaneus, 

That starfh at Thebes, cursed be that day : 

And alle we that ben in this aray, 
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And maken all this lamentation. 

We losten alle our husbondes at that toun. 

While that the seige therabouten lay. 

And yet now the olde Cieon, wala wa’ 

That lord is now of Thebes the^citee, 

^ Fulfilled of ire and of iniquitee, 

He for despit, and for his tyrannic, 

To don the ded bodies a vilanie, 

Of all our lordes, which that ben yslawe. 

Hath all the bodies on an hepe ydrawe. 

And will not suffren hem by non assent 
Neyther to ben yberied, ne ybient, 

But maketh houndes ete hem in despite.’’ 

And with that word, withouten more respite 
They fallen groff, and crien pitously ; 

“ Have on us wretched wimmen som mercy. 

And let our sorwe sinken m thin herte.” 

This gentil duk doun from his courser sterte 
Whith herte pitous whan he herd hem speke. 

Him thoughte that his herte wolde all to-breke. 
Whan he saw hem so pitous and so mate. 

That whilom wereii of so gret estate. 

And in his armes he hem all up heiite. 

And hem comforted in ful good entente, 

And swore his oth, as he was trewe knight, 

He wolde don so ferforthly his might 
Upon the tyrant Creon hem to wreke, 

That all the peple of Grece shulde speke. 

How Creon was of Theseus yserved, 

As he that hath his deth ful wel deserved. 

And right aUon withouten more abode 
His banner he displaide, and forth he rode 
To Thebes ward, and all his host beside : 

No nere Athenes n' olde he go ne ride, 

Ne take his ese fully half a day. 

But onward on his way that night he lay : 

And sent anon Ipolita the quene. 

And Emelie hire yonge sister sbenc 
Unto the toun of Athenes for to dwell : 

And forth he lit; ther n’ is no more to tell. 

The red statue of Mars with spem and targe- 
So shmeth in his white banner large, 

That all the feldes gliteren up and doun: 

And by his banner home is hi6 penon 
Of gold ful riche, in which ther was ybete 
The Minotaure which that he slew in Crete^ 

Thus rit this duk, thus rit this conquerour, 

And m his host of chevalrie the flour, 

Til that he came to Thebes, and alight 
Fayre m a feld, ther as he thought to fight 
But shortly for to speken of this thing. 

With Creon, which that was of Thebes king, 

He fought, and slew him manly as a knight 
In plaine bataille, and put his l&lk to flight: 

And by assault he wan the citco after. 

And rent adoun bothe wall, and sparre, and rafter; 
And to the ladies he restored agam 
; The bodies of hir housbondes that we slain, 

To don the obsequies, as was tho the gWe, 

But it were all to long for to devise 
The grete clamour, and the waimenting, 

Whiche that the ladies made at the brenntng 
Of the bodies, and the grete honour, 

That Theseus, the noble conquerour, 

Both to the ladies, whan they from him wentet 
But shortly for to telle is min entote. 

Whan that this worthy duk, this Thoeeus^ 

Hath Creon slaine, and wonnen llicbes thus. 

Still in the feld he toke all night his reste, 

And did with all tho contree as him leste* 
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To ransake in the tas of bodies dede, 

Hem for to stripe of harueis and of wede. 

The pillours dide hir besinesse and cure. 

After the bataille and discomfiture. 

And so befell, that m the tas they found, 

Thurgh girt with many a grevous blody wound, 
Two yonge knightes ligging by and by, 

Bothe m on armes, wrought ful richely: 

Of whiche two, Arcita highte that on, 

And he that other highte Palamon. 

Not fully quik, ne fully ded they were. 

But by hir cote-armure, and by hir gere, 

The heraudes knew hem wel in special, 

As tho that weren of the blod real 
Of Thebes, and of sustren two ybome. 

Out of the tas the pillours han hem tome, 

And han hem caned soft unto the tente 
Of Theseus, and he ful sone hem sente 
To Athenes, for to dwellen in prison 
Perpetuel, he n’olde no raunson. 

And whan this worthy duk had thus ydon, 

He toke his host, and home he rit anon. 

With laurer crouned as a conquerourj 
And ther he liveth in joye and iii honour 
Terme of his I if ; what nedeth wordes mo ^ 

And in a tour, iu anguish and in wo, 

Dwellen this Palamon and eke Arcite, 

For evermo, ther may no gold hem quite. 

Thus passeth ycre by yere, and day by day. 

Till it felle ones in a morwe of May 
That Emelie, that fayrcr was to sene 
Than is the lilie upon his stalkc grene, 

And fresher tlian the May with floures newc, 

(For with the rose colour strof hire hewe ; 

I n’ot which was the finer of hem two) 

JQr it was day, as she was wont to do, 

She was arisen, and all redy dight ; 

For May wol have no slogardie a-night. 

The seson priketh every gentil herte. 

And maketh him out of his slepe to sterte, 

And sayth, ** Arise, and do thin observance.'^ 

This maketh Bmelie han remembrance 
To don honour to May, and for to rise. 

Yclothed was she freshc for to devise. 

Hire yclwe here was broided in a tresse, 

Behind hire back, a yerde long I gessc. 

And in the gardin at the Sonne uprist 
She walketh up and doun wher as hire list. 

She gathereth fioures, partie white and red* 

To make a sotel gerlond for hire hed. 

And as an angel hevenlieh she song. 

The grete tour, that was so thikke and strong, 
Which of the castel was the chef dongcon, 

(Wher as these knightes weren in prison. 

Of which I tolde you, and tellen shal) 

Was even joinant to the gardin wall, 

Ther as this Emelie had hire playing. 

Bright was the Sonne, and olere that morwening, 
And Falamon, this woful prisoner, 

As was his wone, by leve of his gayler 
Was risen, and romed in a chambre oh high. 

In which he all the noble citee sigh, 

And eke tho gardin, ful of branches grene, 

Ther as this fresho Kmella the shene 
Was in hire walk, and romed up and doun. 

This sorweful prisoner, this Palamon 
Goth in his chambre roming to and foo, 

And to himselfe complaining of bis wo ; 

*rhat he was borne, fill oft he sayd, alas 1 

And so befoU, by arentnre or eas, 


That thurgh a window thikke of many a barre 
Of yren giet, and square as any sparre, 

He cast his eyen upon Emelia, 

And therwithal he blent and cried, A ! 

As though he stongen were unto the herte. 

And with that crie Arcite anon up sterte. 

And saide, “ Cosin min, what eyleth thee. 

That art so pale and dedly for to see ? 

Why endest thou ? who hath thee don offence fi 
For goddes love, take all in patience 
Our prison, for it may non other be. 

Fortune hath yeven us this adversite. 

Som wikke aspect or disposition 
Of Saturne, by som constellation, 

Hath yeven us this, although we had it sworn. 
So stood the heven whan that we were bom, 

We moste endure ; this is the short and plain.’* 
This Palamon answerde, and sayde again ; 

‘‘ Cosin, forsoth of this opinion 
Thou hast a vaine imagination. 

This prison caused me not for to crie. 

But I was hurt right now thurghout min eye 
Into min herte, that wol my bane be. 

The faymesse of a lady that I se 
Yond in the gaidin loming to and fro, 

Is cause of all my crying and my wo. 

I n’ot whe’r she be woman or goddesse. 

But Venus is it, sothly, as I gesse.” 

And thcrwithall on knees adoun he fill, 

And sayde : ** Venus, if it be your will 
You in this gardin thus to transfigure, " 
Befom me sorweful wretched creature. 

Out of this prison helpe that we may scape. 
And if so ho our destmee be shape 
By eternc word to dien in prison, 

Of our lignage have som compassion, 

That IS so low ybrought by tyrannie.’’ 

And with that word Arcita gan espie 
Wher os this lady romed to tind fro. 

And with that sight hire beautee hurt him so, 
That if that Palamon were wounded sorCi 
Arcite is hurt as moche as he, or more. 

And with a sigh he sayde pitously : 

“ The freshe beautee sleth me sodcnly 
Of Ibiire that rometh in the yonder place. 

And but I have hire mercie and hire grace. 

That I may seen hire at the leste way, 

I n’am but dedj ther n*is no more to say.'* 

This Palamon, whan he these wordes herd, 
Dispitously he loked, and answerd : 

" Whether sayest thou this iu emest or in play 
Nay,” quod Arcite, “ in emest by my fay. 
God helpe me so, me lust ftiU yvel pley.” 

This Palamon gan knit his browes twey. 

“ It were,” quod he, ** to thee no gret honour 
For to be false, ne for to be traytour 
To me, that am thy cosin and thy brother 
Yswome fill depe, and eohe of us to othei, 

That never for to dien in the peine, 

Til that the doth departen shal us tweine, 
Neyther of us in love to hindre other, 

Nc in non other cas,^my leve brother j 
But that thou shuld^t trewely forther mo 
In every cas, as 1 shuld forther thee. 

This was thin otb, and min also certain i 
I wot it wel, thou darst it not withsain. 

Thus art thou of my conseil out of deute. 

And now thou woldest folsly ben aboute 
To love my ladyj whom I love aad serve, 

And ever shal, 1^ that min hette starve. 
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“ Now certes, false Arcite, thou shalt not so. 

X loved hire firste, and tolde thee my wo 
As to my conseil, and my brother swome 
To fonher rOe, as I have told befome. 

For which thou art ybounden as a knight 
To helpeu roe, if it he in thy might, 

Or elles art thou false, I dare wel sam.*' 

This Arcita full proudly spake again. 

Thou shalt,” quod he, “ be rather false than I. 
And thou art fedse, I tell thee utterly. 

Vor par amour I loved hire first or thou. 

What wolt thou sayn ^ thou wisted iiat right now 
Whether she were a woman or a goddesse. 

Thm is afiection of holinesse, 

And mm is love, as to a creature : 

For which I tolde thee mjn aventure 
As to my cosin, and my brother sworne. 

“ X pose, that thou lovedest hire beforne : 

Wost thou not wel the olde clerkes sawe. 

That who shall give a lover any lawc ^ 

Love IS a gieter lawe by my pan, 

Then may be yeven of any erthly man : 

And therfore positif lawe, and swiche decree 
Is broken all day for love m eche degree. 

A man moste nedes love maugre his hed : 

He mav not Seen it, though he shuld be ded, 

All be she maid, or widewe, or elles wif, 

“ And eke it is not likely all thy lif 
To stonden in hire grace, no more shal I ; 

For wel thou wost thyselven veiaily, 

Tliat thou and I be damned to prison 
Perpetuel, ns gaineth no raunson. 

** We strive, as did the houndes for the bone. 
They fought all day, and yet hir part was none. 
Ther came a kyte, while that they were so wrothe> 
And bare away the bone hetwix hem bothe. 

And therfore at the kinges court, my bi other, 
Eche man for himself, ther is non other. 

Love, if thee lust ; for I love, and ay shal : 

And sothly, leve brothei, this is al. 

Here in this prison mosten we endure, 

And evench of us take his aventure.” 

Gret was the strif, and long betwix hem twey^ 

If that I hadde leiser for to sey ; 

But to th* effect. It happed on a day, 

(To tell it you as shortly as I may) 

A worthy duk that highte Perithous* 

That felaw was to this duk Theseus 
Sin thilke day that they were children lite> 

Was come to Athenes, his felaw to visite. 

And for to play, as he was wont to do, 

For m this world he loved no man so ; 

And he loved him as tendrely again. 

So wel they loved, as olde bokes sain, 

That whan that on was ded, sothly to telle. 

His fetaw wente and sought him doun in Helle ; 
But of that storie list me not to wnte. 

Duk Perithous loved wel Arcite, 

And had him knowe at Thebes yere by ycrc: 

And finally, at request and praiere 
Of Perithous, wilhouten any raunson 
Duk Theseus him let out of prison, 

Frely to gon, wher that him list over all. 

In swiche a gise, as 1 you tellen shall. 

This was the forword, plainly for to endite, 
Betwixen Theseus and him Arcite: . 

That if so were, that Aicite were yfound 
Ever m his lif, by day or night, o stound 
In any contree of this Theseus, 

And he were caught, it was accorded thus. 
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That with a swerd he shulde lesc his hed * 

Ther was non other remedie ne rede. 

But taketh his leve, and homeward he him spedde 
Let him beware, his nekke lieth to wedde. 

How gret a sorwe suffereth now Arcite ? 

The deth he feleth thurgh bis herte smite ; 

He wepeth, waileth, ctietb pitously ; 

To sleen himself he Waiteth prively. 

He said ; ** Alas the day that I was home ! 

Now is my prison werse than befome: 

Now IS me shape eternally to dwelle 
Not only in purgatorie, but m Helle. 

Alas • that ever I knew Perithous. 

For elles had I dwelt with Theseus 
Yfetered m his prison evermo. 

Than had I beq m blisse, and not in wo. 

Only the sight of hire, whom that I serve. 

Though that I never hire grace may deserve^ 
Wold have sufficed light ynough for me. 

“ 0 dere cosin Palamon,” quod he, 

“ Thin IS the victone of this aventure. 

Ful bhsful in prison maiest thou endure: 

In prison r certes nay, but in paradise. 

Wel hath Fortune y turned thee the dise, 

That hast the sight of hue, and I tli’ absence. 

For possible is, sm thou hast hue presence, 

And art a knight, a worthy and an able, 

That by som cas, sin Fortune is changeable, 

Thou maiest to thy desir somtimc atteine. 

But I that am exiled, and barreme 
Of alle grace, and in so gret despaire. 

That the^nhs erthe, water, fire, ne aire, 

Ne creature, that of hem maked is, 

That may me hele, or don comfort in this, 

Wel ought I sterve in wanhope and distresse. 
Farewel my lif, my lust, and my gladnesse. 

“ Alas, why plainen men so lu commune 
Of purveyance of God, or of Fortune*, 

That yeveth hem ful oft lu many a gise 
Wel better than they can hcmself devise ? 

I Som man desiicth for to have nchesse, 

That cause is of his murdie or gret sikm'Ssc- 
And som man wold out of his prison fayn, 

That in his house is of his moinie slain. 

Infinite hatmes ben in this matere. 

We wote not what thing that we praien here. 

We faren as he that dronke is as a mous. 

A dronken man wot wcl he hath an ho«s, 

But he ne wot which is the right way tinder, 

And to a dronken man the way is slider, 

And certes in this world so faren we. 

“We seken fast after felicite, 

But we go wrong ful often trewely. 

Thus we may sayen alle, and namely I, 

That wende, and had a gret opinion, 

That if I might cscaiien fro prison 
Than had I ben m joyc and parfite belt*, 

Ther now I am exiled fro my wele. 

Sin that I may not seen you, Emelio, 

I n’am but ded j ther n’is no remedie.” 

Upon that other side Palamon, 

Whan that he wist Arcita was ag<m, 

Swiche sorwe he maketb, that the grete tour 
Rcsouned of his yelling and clamour. 

The pure fetters on his shinnes greto 
Were of his bitter salte teres wete. 

“ Alas I” quod he, “ Arcita, cosin min. 

Of all our strif, God wot, the frute is tliin. 

Thou walkcst now in Thebes at thy large. 

And of my wo thou yevest litel charge^ 
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iThou maist, sith thou hast wisdom and manhede, 
Assemblen all the folk of our kinrede. 

And make a werre so sharpe on this contree, 
That by som aventnre, or som tretee. 

Thou maist have hire to lady and to wif, 

Tor whom that I must nedes lose my lif. 

Tor as by way of possibilitee, 

Sith thou art at thy large of prison free, 

And art a lord, gret is thin avantage, 

More than is min, that sterve here in a cage. 

Tor I may wepc and waile, while that I live, 
With all the wo that prison may me yeve, 

And eke with peine tliat love me yeveih aUo, 
That doubleth all my tourmeiit and my wo.” 

The i with the fire of jalousie up sterte 
Within his hrest, and hent him by the herte 
So woodly, that he like was to behold 
The box-tree, or the ashen ded and cold. 

Than said he ; “ 0 cruel goddes, that govemc 
This world with binding of your word eteme. 

And writen in the tabic of athamant 
Your parlement and yonr eterne grant, 

What IS mankind more unto you yhold 
Than is the shepe, that rouketh in the fold ? 

Tor slain is man, right as another beest, 

And dwellcth eke m prison, and arrest, 

And hath'siknesse, and gret adversite. 

And oftentimes gilteles, parde. 

What governance is in this prescience. 

That gilteles tnrmenteth innocence ? 

And yet encreseth this all my penance, 

That man is bounden to his observance 
l^or Goddes sake to leten of his will, 

Ther as a beest may all his 1 ust fulfill. 

And whan a beest is ded, he hath no peine ; 
fiut man after his deth mote wepe and plcirie, 
Though m this world he have care and wo : 
Withouten doute it maye stonden so. 

The answer of this lete I to divines, 

But wdl I wote, that in this world gret pine is, 
Alas ! I see a serpent oi* a thefe, 

That mauy a trewe man hath do mesebefe, 

Gon at his large, and wher him lust may turn. 
But I mosie ben in prison thurgh Saturn, 

And eke thurgh Juno, jalous and eke wood, 

That hath wcl neyc destruied all the blood 
Of Thebes, with his waste walles wide. 

And Venus sleeth me on that other side 
Tor jalousie, and fere of him Arcite.” 

Now wol 1 stent of Palamon a lite. 

And leten him in his prison still dwollo, 

And of Arcita forth I wol you telle. 

The sommer passetb, and the nigbtes long 
Encresen double wise the peines strong 
Both of the lover, and of the prisoner. 

I n’ot which hath the wofuller mlstore. 

Tor shortly for to say, this Palamon 
Pcrpetuelly is damned to prison, 

In chaincs and in fetters to ben ded | 

And Arcite is exiled on his bed 
For evermore as out of that contree, 

Ne never more he shal his lady see. 

You lovers axe 1 now this question, 

Who hath the werse, Arcite or Palamon ? 

That on may se his lady day by day, 

But in prison moste he dwellen alway. 

That other wher him lust may ride or go, 

But sen his lady shal he never mo. 

Now demeth as you liste, ye that can. 

Tor I wol tell you forth qa I began. 


Whan that Arcite to Thebes comen was, 

Tul oft a day he swelt and said Alas, 

Tor sen his lady shal he never mo 
And shortly to concludeu all his wo, 

So mochel sorwe hadde never creature, 

That IS or shal be, while the world may dure. 

His slepe, his mete, his drinke is him byvaft, 

That lene he wex, and dne as is a shaft. 

His eyen holwe, and grisly to behold, 

His hewe falwe, and pale as ashen cold. 

And solitary he was, and ever alone, 

And wailing all the night, making his mone. 

And if he hevde song or instrument. 

Than wold he wepe, he mighte not be stent. 

So feble were his spirites, and so low, 

And changed so, that no man coude know 
His speche ne his vois, though men it heid. 

And m his gore, for all the world he ferd 
Nought only like the lovers maladie 
Of Ereos, but rather ylike manie, 

Eugendred of humours melancolike, 

Befome his hed m his celle fantastike. 

And shortly turned was all up so doun 
Both habit and eke dispositioun 
Of him, this wofiil lover dau Arcite. 

What shuld I all day of his wo endfte? 

Whan he endured had a yere or two 
This cruel torment, and this peme and wo, 

At Thebes, in his coutree, as I said. 

Upon a night m slepe as he him laid, 

Him thought how that the win*?ed god Mercitiy 
Beforne him stood, and bad him to be mery. 

His slepy yerde in bond be bare upright 5 
An hat he wered upon bis heres bright. 

Arraied was this god (as he toke kepe) 

As he was whan that Argus toke his slepe; 

And said him thus : “To Athenes shalt thou wende ; 
Thcr is thee shapen of thy wo an ende.” 

And with that woixl Arcite awoke and sterf. 

“ Now trewely how sore that ever me smert,’* 
Quod he, “ to Athenes right uow wol I tare. 

Ne for no drede of deth shal 1 not spare 
To se my lady, that I love and serve ; 

In hire presence I rekke not to sterve.” 

And with that word he caught a gret miirour. 

And saw that changed was ail his colour, 

And saw his visage all in, another kind. 

And right anon it ran him n his mind. 

That sith his face was so disfigured 
Of maladie the which he had endured. 

He mighte wel, if tliat he bars him lowe. 

Live in Athenes evermore unknowe, 

And sen his lady wel mgh day by day. 

And right anon he changed his aray, 

And clad him as a poure labourer. 

And all alone, save only a sqnier, 

That knew his privitee and all his cas, 

Which was disguiwdpourely as he was. 

To Athenes is he gon the nexte way. 

And to the court he went upon a day. 

And at the gate he proffered his service, 

To drugge and draw, what so men wold devisi 
And shortly of this matere for to sayn. 

He fell m office with a chamberiain, 

The which that dwelling was with Emrije. 

For he was wise, and coude sone espie 
Of every servant, which that serve4 hire, 

Wel coude he h^en wood, and water here, 

For he was yonge and qiigbty for the nones. 

And therto he was strong and big of bones 
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Tc doti that any wight can him devise. 

A yere or two be was in this service, 

Page of the chambre of Emelie the bright, 

And Philosfrale be sayde that he hight. 

But half so wel belov^ a man as he, 

Ne was ther never m court of his degre. 

He was so gentil of conditioun, 

That thnrghout all the court was his renoun. 

They sayden that it were a cbarite 
That Theseus wold enhaunsen his degre, 

And putten him m worshipful service, 

Ther as he might his vertues exercise. 

And thus within a while his name is spronge 
Both of his dedes, and of his good tonge, 

That Theseus bath taken him so ner 
That of his chambre he made him a squier. 

And gave him gold to mainteme his degre ; 

And eke men brought him out of his centre 
Fro yere to yere ful prively his rent. 

But honestly aud sleighly he it spent, 

That no man woudred how that be it hadde. 

And thre yere in this wj&e his hf he ladde, 

And bare him so in pees and eke m werre, 

Ther n’as no man that Theseus bath derre. 

And in this blisse let I now Arcite, 

And sptke I wol of Palamon a Hte. 

In derkeuesse and horrible and strong prison 
This seven yere hath sitten Palamon, 

Forpined, what for love and for distresse. 

Who feleth double sorwe and hevinessc 
But Palamon ? that love distraineth so, 

That wood out of hi$ wit he goth for wo. 

And eke therto he is a prisonere 
Perpetuell, not only for a yere. 

Who coude rime in EngHsh proprely 
His martirdom ? forsoth it am not I, 

Therfore I passe as lightly as I may. 

It fell that in the seventh yere in May 
The thridde night, (as olde bokes sayn, 

That all this storie tellen more plain) 

Were it by aventure or destinee, * 

(As, whan a thing is shapen, it sbal be,) 

That sone after the midnight Palamon, 

By helping of a frend, brake his prison. 

And fleeth the cite faste as he may go, 

For he had yeven drinke hiS gayler so 
Of a clarre, made of a certain wine, 

With narcotikes and opie of Thebes fine. 

That all the night though that men wold him shake, 
The gailer slept, he mighte not awake. 

And thus he deeth as faste as ever lie may. 

The night was short, aud faste by the daj% 

That uedes cost he moste himselven hide. 

And to a grove faste ther beside 
With dredful foot than stalketh Palamon. 

For shortly this was his opinion, 

That in that grove he wold him hide all day, 

And in the night than wold he take his way 
To Thebes ward, his frendes for to preie 
On Theseus to helpen him werreie. 

And shortly, eyther he wold lese his lif, 

Or winnen Emelie unto his wif. 

This is the effect, and his entente plein. 

Now wol I lumen to Arcite agein, 

That litel wist how neighe was his care, 

Til that Fortune had brought him in the snare. 
The besy Ijirke, the messager of day, 

Saleweth in hire song the morwe gray; 

And firy Phebus riseth up so bright, 

Tliat all the orient laugheth of the sight 
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And with his stremes drieth in the greves 
The silver dropes, hanging on the Jeves, 

And Arcite, that is in the court real 
With Theseus the squier principal. 

Is risen, and loketli on the mery day. 

And for to don his observance to May, 
Eemembring on the point of his desire, 

He on his courser, sterling as the fire, 

Is ridden to the feldes him to pley. 

Out of tiie court, were it a mile or twey. 

And to the grove of which that I you told. 

By aventure his way he gan to hold, 

To maken him a gerlond of the greves, 

Were it of woodbind or of hauthorn leves, 

And loud he song agen the soune shene. 

“ O Maye, with all thy floures and thy gione. 
Right welcome be thou, faire freshe May, 

I hope that I some grene heie gotten may.^' 

And from his courser, with a lusty herte 
Into the grove ful hastily he sterte, 

And in a path he romed up and doun, 

Ther as by aventure this Palamon 
Was in a bush, that no man might him sc. 

For sore afered of Ins deth was he. 

Nothing ne knew he that it was Arcite. 

God wot he wold have ti^owed it ful lite. 

But soth is said, gOn sithen are many yeres, 

That feld bath eyen, and the wood hath eras. 

; It is ful fan e a man to here him even, 

For al day meten men at unset steven. 

Ful litel wote Arcite of his felaw, 

That was so neigh to herken of his saw, 

For m the bush he sitteth now ful still. 

Whan that Arcite had romed all his fill, 

I And songen all the roundel lustily, 

Into a stadie he fell sodenly, 

! As don these lovers in hir quemte geres, 

I Now m the crop, and now doun in the brerea. 
Now up, now doun, as boket in a well. 

Right as the Friday, sothly for to tell. 

Now sbineth it, and now it raineth fast, 

Right so can gery Venus overcast 
The hertes of hire folk, right as hire day 
Is gerfull, right so changeth she aray. 

Selde is the Friday all the weke ylike. 

Whan Arcite hadde ysonge, he gan to silce, 
And set him doun withouten any more ; 

** Alas quod he, ** the day that I waa bor^ J 
How longe, Juno, thurgh Jkhy crueltce 
Wilt thou werreien Thebes the cit<*t* ? 

Alas ! ybrought is to confusion 

The blood real of Cadme and Amphion : 

Of Cadmus, which that was the fime man. 

That Thebes built, or firste the tmm Ixigaw, 

And of the citee firste was crowned king. 

Of his linage am I, and his ofsprmg 
By veray line, as of the stok real ; 

And now I am so caitif and so thral. 

That be that is my mortal enemy^ 

I serve him as his squier pourely* 

And yet doth Juno me wet more shame. 

For I dare not beknowc min owen name, 

But ther as I was wont to highte Arcite, 

Now highte I Philostrat, not worth a mite. 

Alasl thou fell Mars, alas I thou Juno, 

Thus hath your ire our linage all fordo , 

Save only me, and wretched Patamon, 

That Theseus martireth in prison. 

And over mil this, to slen me utterly, 

Love hath his firy dart so hrenningly 
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Ystiked thurgh my trewe careful hert, 

That shapen was my deth erst than my sheit. 

Ye slen me with your eyen, Emelie ; 

Ye ben the cause wherfore that 1 die. 

Of all the remenant of mm othei care 
Ne set I not the monntance of a tare, 

So that I coiid don ought to your plesance.” 

And with that word he fell doun iii a trance 
A longe time ; and afterwaid up sterte 
This Palamon, that thought thurghout his heite 
He felt a colde swerd sodenly glide : 

For ire he quoke, no lenger wolde he hide. 

And whan that he had herd Arciles tale, 

As he were wood, with face ded and pale. 

He sterte him up out of the bushes thikke, 

And sayde : “ False Arcite, false traitour wicke, 
Now art thou hent, that lovest my lady so. 

For whom that I have all this peine and wo, 

And art my blood, and to my conseil sworn. 

As I ful oft have told thee herebeforn. 

And hast bejaped here duk Theseus, 

And falsely changed hast thy name thus ^ 

I wol be ded, or elles thou shalt die. 

Thou shalt not love my lady Emelie, 

But I wol love hire only and no mo. 

For '1 am Palamon thy mortal fo. 

And though that I no wepen have in this place, 
But out of prison am astert by grace, 

T drede nought, that eyther thou shalt die. 

Or thou ne shalt nat loven Emelie. 

Chese which thou wolt, for thou shalt not asterte.’* 
This Arcite tho, with ful dispitous herte, 

Whan he him knew, and had his tale herd. 

As fers as a leon, pulled out a swerd, 

And sayde thus } ** By God that sittelh above, 
N'ere it that thou art sike, and wood for love, 

And eke that thou no wepen hast in this place, 
Thou shuldest never out of this grove pace. 

That thou ne shuldest dien of min bond. 

For I defie the suretee and the bond, 

Which that thou saist that I have made to thee. 
What ? veray fool, thinke wel that love is free, 

And I wol love hire maugre all thy might. 

But, for thou art a worthy gentil kuight, 

And wilnest to dariaine hire by bataillc, 

Have here my trouth, to-morwe I will not faille, 
Withouten weting of any other wight, 

That here I wol be foundon as a knight. 

And bringen harneis right ynough for thee j 
And chese the beste, and leve the werstc for me. 
And mete and drlnko this night wol I bring 
Ynough for thee, and clolhea for thy bedding. 

And if so be that thou my lady win, 

And sle me in this wode, thcr 1 am m, 

Thou maist wel have thy lady as for me.” 

This Palamon answered, “ I grant it thee.” 

And thus they ben departed til a-morwc, 

Whau cche of hem hath laid his faith to borwe. 

O Cupide, out of alle charitee ! 

O regn^ that wolt no felaw have with thee ! 

Ful soth is sayde, that love ne lordship 
Wol nat, his thankes, have no felawship. 

Wel finden that Arcite and Palamon, 

Arcite is ridden anon unto the toun, 

And on the morwe, or it were day light, 

Ful prively two harneis hath he dight, 

Both sufRsant and mete to darnnne 
The bataille in the feld betwix hem tweine. 

And on his hors, alone as he was borne, 

He carieth all this hmeis him befome ; 


And in the grove, at time and place ysette, 

This Arcite and this Palamon ben mette. 

Tho changen gan the colour of hir face. 

Right as the hunter in the regue of Trace 
That stondeth at a gappe with a spere. 

Whan hunted is the lion or the here, 

And hereth him come rushing m the greves. 

And brekmg bothe the boughes and the leves, 
And thmketh, here cometh my mortal enemy, 
Withouten faille, he must be ded or I ; 

For eyther I mote slen him at the gappe ; 

Or he mote slen me, if that me mishappe : 

So ferden they, m changing of hir hewe, 

As fer as ^yther of hem other knewe. 

Ther n’as no good day, ne no saluing. 

But streit withouten wordes rehersmg, 

Eveiich of hem halpe to armen other. 

As frendly, as he weie his owen brother. 

And after that, with sharpe speres strong 
They foineden eche at other wonder long. 

Thou mightest wenen, that this Palamon 
In his fighting were as a wood leon, 

And as a cruel tigre was Arcite : 

As wilde bores gan they togeder smite. 

That frothen white as fome for ire wood. 

Up to the ancle foughte they m hir blood. 

And m this wise I let hem fighting dwelle, 

And forth I wol of Theseus you telle. 

The Destinee, ministre general. 

That executeth in the world over al 
The purveiance, that God hath sen befome j 
So strong it is, that though the world bad swome 
The contrary of a thing by ya or nay, 

Yet somtime it shall fallen on a day 
That falletb nat efte in a thousand yere. 

For certainly our appetites here, 

Be It of werre, or pecs, or hate, or love, 

All IS this ruled by the sight above. 

This mene I now by mighty Thesens, 

That for to bunten is so desirous. 

And namely at the grete hart in May, 

That in his bed ther daweth him no day, 

That he n'is clad, and redy for to nde 
With hunte and home, and houndcs him beside. 
For in his hunting hath he swiche delite. 

That it is all hisjoye and appetite 
To ben himself the grete bartes bane, 

For aftei Mars he serveth now Diane. 

Clere was the day, as 1 have told or this, ‘ 

And Theseus, with alle joye and blis, 

With his Ipolita, the fayre quene, 

And Emelie, yclothed all in grene, 

On hunting ben they ridden really. 

And to the grove, that stood ther faste by, 

In which ther was an hart as men him told, 

Dok Theseus the streite way hath hoH. 

And to the launde he rideth him fhl right, 

Ther was the hart ywont to have his flight, 

And over a brooke, and so forth on his wey* 

This duke wol have a cours at him or twey 
With houndes, swiche as him lust to commaunde. 
And when this duk was comen to the launde. 
Under the sonne he loked, and anon 
He was ware of Arcite and Palamon, 

That fougbten breme, as it were holies two. 

The brighte swerdes wenten to and fra 
So hidously, that with the leste stroke 
It semed that it wolde felle an oke. 

But what they wer^n, nothing he ne wote. 

This duke his courser with hh sporres smote. 
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And at a stert he was betwix hem two, 

And pulled out a swerd and cried, ** Ho ’ 
iNo more, up peine of lesing <^5 ^our bed. 

By mighty Mars, he shal anon be ded, 

That smiteth any stroke, that I may sen. 

But telleth me what mistere men ye ben. 

That ben so hardy for to fighten here 
Withouten any juge, other officere. 

As though it were in hstes really^’’ 

This Palamon answered hastily, 

And saide : Sire, what nedeth wordes mo ^ 
We have the deth deserved bothe two 
Two woful wretches ben we, two caitives, 

That ben accombred of our owen lives, 

And as thou art a rightful lord and juge, 

Ne yeve us neyther mercie ne refuge. 

And sle me first, for seinte charitee. 

But sle my felaw eke as wel as me. 

Or sic him first 5 for, though thou know it lite. 
This IS thy mortal fo, this is Arcite, 

That fro thy lend is banished on his hed. 

For which he hath deserved to be ded. 

For this is he that came unto thy gate 
And sayde, that he highte Philostrate. 

Thus hath he japed thee ful many a yere. 

And thou hast maked him thy chief sqmere, 
And this is be, that loveth Emelie. 

“ For sith the day is come that I shal die 
I make plainly my confession, 

That I am thilke woful Palamon, 

That hath thy prison broken wilfully. 

I am thy mortal fo, and it am I 
That loveth so hot Emelie the bright, 

That I wold dien present m hiie sight. 

Therfore I axe deth and my jewise. 

But sle my felaw in the same wise, 

For both we have deserved to be slain.” 

This worthy duk answerd anon again. 

And sayd, “ TTiis is a short conclusion. 

Your owen mouth, by your confession 
Hath damned you, and I wol it recorde. 

It nedeth not to peine you with the cordc 
Ye shul be ded by mighty Mars the lede.” 

The quene anon for veray womanhede 
Gan for to wepe, and so did Emelie, 

And all the ladies in the compagnie. 

Gret pite was it, as it thought hem alle, 

That ever swiche a chance shulde befalle. 

For gentil men they were of gret estat, 

And nothing but for love was this debat. 

And sawe hir blody woundes wide and sore j 
And alle criden bothe lesse and more, 

“ Have mercie. Lord, upon us wimmen alle.” 
And on hir bare knees adoun they fallc, 

And wold have kist his feet ther as he stood, 
Till at the last, aslaked was his mood ; 

(For pi tee renneth sone in gentil herte) 

And though he first for ire quoke and sterte, 

He hath considered shortly in a clause 
The trespas of hem both, and eke the cause i 
And although that his ire hir gilt accused. 

Yet in his reson he hem both excused ; 

As thus ; he thoughte wel that every man 
Wol helpe himself in love if that he can. 

And eke deliver himself out of prison. 

And eke his herte had compassion 
Of wimmen, for they wepten ever in on : 

And m his gentil herte he thoughte. anon, 

And soft untn himself he sayed ; Fie 
Ifpon a lord that wol have no mercie, 
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But be a Icon both in woid and dede, 

To hem that ben in repentance and drede. 

As wel as to a proud dispitous man. 

That wol mamteincn that he first began. 

That lord hath litel of discretion. 

That in swiche cas can no division: 

But weigheth pride and humblesse after on.” 

And shortly, whan his ne is thus agon. 

He gan to loken up with eyen light. 

And spake these same wordes all on hight. 

The god of love, a • benedictte. 

How mighty and how grete a lord is he > 

Again his might ther gainen non obstacle*!, 

He may be cleped a God for his miiao’ci. 

For he can maken at his owen gise 
Of everich herte, as that him list devise. 

Lo here this Arcite, and this Palamon, 

That quitely weren out of my prison, 

And might have lived in Thebes really, 

And weten I am hir mortal enemy, 

And that hir deth lith in my might also, 

And yet hath love, maiigre hir eyen two, 
Ybrought hem hither bothe for to die. 

Now loketh, is not this an heigh folio ? 

Who maye ben a fool, but if he love ? 

Behold for Goddes sake that sitteth above, 

Se how they blede ! be they not wel araied ? 
Thus*hath hir lord, the god of love, hem paied 
Hir wages, and hir fees for hir service. 

And yet they wenen for to be ful wise, 

That serven love, for ought that may befalle. 

And yet is this the beste game of alle. 

That she, for whom they have this johte, 

Con hem therfore as mochel thank as me. 

She wot no more of alle this hole fare, 

By God, than wot a cuckow or an hare. 

But all mote ben assaied hotc or cold; 

A man mote ben a fool other yonge or old , 

I wot it by myself ful yore agon : 

For m my time a servant was I on. 

And therfbic sith I know of love^ peme, 

And wot how sore it can a man dcstrcinc, 

As be that oft hath ben caught in his las, 

I you foryeve all holly this trespas, 

At request of the queue that kneleth horr. 

And eke of Emelie, my suster dere. ' 

And ye shul bothe anon unto me swerc. 

That never mo ye shul my contree den*, 

Ne maken werre upon me night, nc day. 

But hen my fiendcs in alle that ye may. 

I you foryeve this trespas every del.” 

And they him sware his axing fayr and wel, 

And him of lordship and of mercie praid, 

And he hem granted grace, and thus lie said : 

** To speke of real linage and richesse, 

Though that she were a qiicne or a princesse; 
Eche of you bothe is worthy douteles 
To wedden whan time is, but uatheles 
I speke as for my suster Emelie, 

For whom ye have this strif and jalousie, 

Ye wot yourself, she may not wedden two 
At ones, though ye fighten evermo : 

But on of you, al be him loth or lefe, 

He mot gon pipen in an ivy lefe : 

This IS to say, she may not have you bothe, 

Al be ye never so jalous, ne so wrothe. 

And forthy I you put in this degrite, 

That eche of you shall have his dcstinee, 

As him is shap^, and herkneth in what wise ^ 
liO here yonr ende of that I shal dcvlK# ' 
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“ My Will is this for plat conclusion 
Withouten any replication, 

If that you liketh, take it for the beste, 

That everich of you shal gon wher him leste 
Freely withouten raunson or dangere j 
And this day fifty wekes, ferre ne nere, 

Evenoh of you shal bring an hundred knightes. 
Armed for listes up at alle rightes 
Alle redy to darrein hire by bataille. 

And this behete I you withouten faille 
Upon my trouth, and as I am a knight* 

Thai whether of you bothe hath that might. 

This is to sayn, that whether he or thou 
May with his hundred, as I spake of now, 

Sle his contrary, or out of listes drive, 

Him shall I yeven Emelie to wive, 

To whom that fortune yeveth so fayr a grace. 

The listes shal I maken in this place, 

And God so wisly on my soule rewe. 

As I shal even juge ben, and trewe 
Ye shal non other ende with me maken 
That on of you ne shal be ded or taken. 

And if you thinketh this is wel ysaid, 

Saith your avis, and holdeth you apaid. 

This is your ende, and your conclusion.’* 

Who loketh lightly now but Palamon ? 

Who springeth up for joye but Arcite ? 

Who coud it tell, or who coud it endite, 

The joye that is maked in the place 
Whan Tliesens hath don so fayre a grace? 

TJut doun on knees went every mauere wight, 

And thanked him with all hir hertes might. 

And namely these Thebanes often sith. 

And thus with good hope and with herte blith 
Thy taken hir leve, and homeward gan they ride 
To Thebes, with his olde walles wide. 

I trowe men wolde deme it negligence, 

If 1 foryette to tellen the dispcnce 
Of 'Pheseus, that got so besily 
To maken up the listes really, 

That swiche a noble theatre as it was, 

I dare wel sayn, in all this world tber n*as. 

The oircuite a mile was aboute, 

Walled of stone, and diched all witboute. 

Bound was the shape, in manere of a compas 
Ful of degress, the hight of sixty pas, 

That whan a man was set on o degree 
He letted not his felaw fdr to see. 

Ebtward ther stood a gate of marbel white, 
Westward right swiche another in th’ opposite. 
And shortly to ooncluden, swiche a place 
Was never in erthe, in so litel a space, 

For in the lond ther h’as no crafles man, 

That geometne, or arsmetrike can, 

Ne portrciour, ne kerver of images, 

That Theseus ne yaf hiita mete and wages 
The theatre for to maken and devise. 

And for to don his rite and §aorific^, 

He estward hath upon the gate above, 

In worship of Venus goddesse of love, 

Don make an anter and an oratories 
And westward in the minde and in memorie 
Of Mars he maked hath right swiche another, 
That coste lar^ly of gold a foiher. 

And northward, in a touret on the wall, 

Of alabastre white and red corall 
An oratorio riche for to see, 

In worship of Diane of cha^tee, 

Hath Theseps don wrought in noble wise. 

But yet had I fijiyetten to devise 
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The noble kerving, and the poitreitures, 

The shape, the countenance of the figures 
That weren in these oratories three. 

First m the temple of Venus maist thou see 
Wrought on the wall, ful pitous to beholde, 

The broken slepes, and the sikes colde, 

The sacred teres, and the waimentinges, 

The firy strokes of the desiringes. 

That Loves servants m this lif endurenj 
The othes, that hir covenants assuren. 

Plesance and hope, desire, foolbardinesse, 

, Beaute and youthe, baudrle and richesse, 

■ Charmes and force, lesinges and flaterie, 

Dispenee, besinesse, and jalousie. 

That wered of yelwe goldes a gerlond, 

And hadde a cuckow sitting on hire bond, 

Festes, instruments, and caroles and dances, 

Lust and array, and all the circumstances 
Of love, which that I reken and reken shall. 

By oidre weren pemted on the wall, 

And mo than I can make of mention* 

Forsothly all the mount of Citheion, 

Ther Venus hath hire principal dwelling, 

Was shewed on the wall in piirtreying, 

With all the gardin, and the liistinesse. 

Nought was foryetten the porter idelnesse, 

Ne Narcissus the fayre of yore agon, 

Ne yet the folie of king Salomon, 

Ne yet the gi-ete strengthe of Hercules, 

Th’ enchantment of Medea and Circes, 

Ne of Turnus the hardy fiers corage, 

The riche Cresus caitif in servage. 

Thus may yc seen, that wisdom ne richesse, 
Hcaute ne sleighte, strengthe ne hardinesse, 

Ne may with Venus holden champartie. 

For as hire liste the world may she gie. 

Lo, all these folk so caught were m hire las 
Til they for wo ful often said Alas. 

Sufficeth here ensamples on or two, 

And yet I coude reken a thousand mo. 

The statue of Venus glorious for to 
Was naked fleting in the large see. 

And fro the navel doun all covered was 
With wawes grene, and bright as any glas. 

A citole in hire right bond hadde she. 

And on hire hed, ful semely for to see, 

A rose gerlond fressh, and wel smelling, 

Above hire hed hire doves fleckering. 

Before hire stood hire sone Cupido, 

Upon his shoulders winges had he two ; 

And blind he was, as it is often sene ; 

A bow be bare and arwes bright and kene. 

Why shulde T not as wel eke tell yon all 
The purtreiture, that was upon the wall 
Within the temple pf mighty Mars the rede? 

Ail peinted was the wall in length and brede 
Like to the estres of the grisly place, 

That highte.tbe gret temple of Mars in Tracci 
In thilke colde and frosty region, 

Ther as Mars hath his sovereine mansion. 

First on the wall was peinted a forest. 

In which ther wonneth neyther man ne best^ 
With knotty knarry barrein trees old 
Of stubbes sharpe and hidous to behold^ 

In which ther ran a romble and a swough. 

As though a storme sbuld bresten every bought 
And dounward from an hill under a bent, 

Ther stood the temple of Mars armipotent, 
Wrought all of burned ate)e> of which th^ entree 
Was longe anrf streite, and gastl^ for to'see. 
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And therout canoe a rage and swiche a vise, 

That it made all the gates for to nse. 

The northern light in at the dore shone, 

For window on tiie wall ne was ther none, 

Thurgh which men mighten any light disceme. 

The dore was all of athamant eteme, 

Yclenched overthwart and endelong 
With yren tough, and for to make it strong, 

Every piler the temple to sustene 
Was tonne-gret, of yren bright and shene. 

Ther saw I first the derke imagining 
Of felonie, and alle the compassing: 

The cruel ire, red as any glede, 

The pikepurse, and eke the pale drede ; 

The smiier with the knif under the cloke, 

The shepen brenning with theblake smoke ; 

The treson of the mordring in the bedde. 

The open werre, with woundes all bebledde; 
Conteke with blody knif, and sharp manace: 

All full of chirking was that sory place 
The sleer of himself yet saw I there, 

His herte-blood hath bathed all his here : 

The naile ydriven in the shode on bight, 

The colde deth, with mouth gaping upnght, 
Amiddes of the temple sate mischance, 

With discomfoit and sory countenance. 

Yet saw I woodnesse laughing in his rage. 

Armed complaint, outhees, and fiers outrage ; 

The carraine in the bush, with throte ycorven, j 
A thousand slain, and not of qualme ystorven ; 

The tirant, with the prey by force yraft ; 

The toun destroied, ther was nothing laft. 

Yet saw I brent the shippes hoppesteres, 

The hunte ystrangled with the wilde beres : 

The sow fieting the child nght in the cradel ; 

The coke yscalled, for all his long ladel. 

Nought was foryete by th* inlbrtune of Marte 
The carter overridden with his carte ; 

Under the wheel ful low he lay adoun. 

Ther were also of Martes division, 

Th* armorer, and the bowyer, and the smith. 

That ibrgeth sharpe swerdes on his stith. 

And all above depeinted in a tour 
Saw I conquest, sitting in gret honour. 

With thilke sharpe swerd over his bed 
Yhanging hy a subtil twined thred. 

Depeinted was the slaughter of Julius, 

Of gret Nero, and of Antonias : 

All be that thilke time they were unbome, 

Yet was hir deth depeinted therbefome. 

By manacing of Mars, right by figure. 

So was it shewed in that purtreiture 
As is depeinted in the cercles above, 

Who sh^ be slaine or elles ded for love. 

Suffleeth on ensample in stories olde, 

1 may not reken hem alle, though X wolde. 

The statue of Mars upon a carte stood 
Armed, and loked grim as he were wood, 

And over his hed ther shinen two figures 
Of sterres, that ben cleped in scriptures, 

That on Puella, that o^er Rubeus. 

This god of armes was araied thus; 

A wolf ther stood befome him at his fete 
With eyen red, and of a man he ete : 

With subtil pensil peinted was this stone, 

In redouting of Mars and of his glorie. 

Now to the temple of Diane the chaste 
As shortly as 1 can 1 wol me haste, 

To tellen you of the descriptioun, 

Depeinted by the walles up' and donn. 
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Of hunting and of shamefast chastitee. 

Ther saw I how woful Cahstope, 

Whan that Diane agreved was with hci c, 

Was turned from a woman til a here. 

And after was she made the lodesterre: 

Thus was It peinted, I can say no ferre ; 

Hire sone is eke a stene as men may sec. 

Ther saw I Dane yturned til a tree, 

I mene not hire the goddesse Diane, 

But Peneus daughter, which that bighte Dane. 
Ther saw I Atteon an hart ymaked. 

For vengeance that he saw Diane all naked : 

I saw how that his houndes have him caught. 

And freten him, for that they knew him naught. 
Yet peinted was a litel forthermore, 

How Athalanthe hunted the wilde bore, 

And Meleagre, and many another mo, 

I For which Diane wroughte hem care and wo. 

Ther saw I many another wonder stone, 

The which me liste not drawen to memorie. 

This goddesse on an hart ful heye sete, 

With smale houndes all aboute hire fete, 

And undemethe hire feet she hadde a mone, 
Wexing it was, and shulde wanen sone. 

Tu gaudy grene hire statue clothed was, 

With bow m bond, and arwes in a cas. 

Hire eyen caste she ful low adoun, 

Ther Pluto hath his derke regioun. 

A woman iravailling was hire beforae. 

But for hire childe so longe was unbome 
Ful pitously Lucina gan she call, 

And sayed; ** Helpe, for thou mayst beste of all.*’ 
Wei coude he peinten lifly that it wrought, 

With many a florein he the hewes bought. 

Now ben these listes made, and Theseus 
That at his grete cost arraied thus 
'Fhe temples, and the theatre everidcl. 

Whan it was doo, him liked wonder wel. 

But stint I wol of Theseus a hte, 

And Speke of Palamon and of Arcite. 

The day approcheth of hir returning, 

That everich shuld an hundred knightes bring, 

The bataille to darreine, as I you told} 

And til Athenes, hir covenant for to hold. 

Hath everich of hem brought an hundred knightes, 
Wel armed for the werre at alle rightes. 

And sikerly ther trowed many a man, 

That never, sithen that the world began. 

As for to speke of knighthood of hir bond. 

As fer as God hath maked see and lond» 

N*as, of so fewe, so noble a coropagnie. 

For every wigbt that loved chcvalrie, 

And woli his thankes, ban a passant name, 

Hath praied, that he might ben of that game, 

And wel was him, that therto chosen was. 

For if ther fell to-morwo swiche a cas, 

Ye knowen wel, that every lusty knight, 

That loveth jior amouTf and hath his might, 

W ere it in Englelond, or elleswher. 

They wold, hir thankes, willen to be ther. 

To fight for a lady, a! 

It were a lusty sighte for to sc. 

And right so ferden they with Palamon. 

With him ther wenten knightes many on. 

Som wol ben armed in an habergeon. 

And in a brest plate, and in a gipon; 

And som wol have a pair of plat^ laige } 

And som wol have a Pruce shield, or a targe ; 
Some wol beu armed on his legges wele. 

And have an aace, and som a mace of stdle. 
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Ther n*is no newe guise, that it n*as old* 

Armed they weren, as 1 have you told, 

Evench after his opinion. 

There maist thou se coming with Palamon 
Licurge himself, the grete king of Trace : 

Blake was his herd, and manly was his face. 

The cercles of bis eyen in his hed 
They gloweden betwixen yelwe and red, 

And like a giiffon loked he about, 

With kemped heres on his browes stout; 

His limmes gret, bis braunes hard and stronge, 
His shouldres brode, his armes lound and longe. 
And as the guise was in his contree, 

Ful highe upon a char of gold stood he, 

With foure white holies in thetiais. 

Instede of cote-armuie on his hamais, 

With nayles yelwe, and bright as any gold. 

He hadde a beres skm, cole-blake for old. 

Hi^ longe here was kempt behind his bak. 

As any ravenes fether it shone for blake. 

A wreth of gold arm-gret, of huge weight, 

Upon his hed sate full of stones bright. 

Of fine rubins and of diamants. 

About his char ther wenten white alauns, 

Twenty and mo, as gret as any stere, 

To hunten at the Icon or the dere. 

And folwed him, with mosel fast ybound, 

Colered with gold, and torettes filed round. 

An hundred loides had he in his route 
Armed full wel, with hertes sterne an^^stoute. 

With Arcita, in stories as men find, 

The gret Emetrius the king of lude, 

Upon a stede bay, trapped in stele, 

Covered with cloth of gold diapred wele, 

Came riding like the god of armes Mars* 

His cote-armure was of a cloth of Tars, 

Couched with perles, white, and round and grete. 
His sadel was of brent gold neiv ybete ; 

A mantelet upon bis shouldres hanging 
Bretrful of rubies red, as fire sparkUog. 

His crispe here like ringes was yronne, 

And that was yelwe, and glitered as the Slonne. 
His nose was high, his eyen bright citnn, 

His Uppes round, his colour was sangutn, 

A fewe fraknes in his face ysprent, 

Betwixen yelwe and blake somdel ymeint, 

And as a leon he his Joking caste. 

Of five and twenty yere his age I caste. 

His herd was wel begonuen for to spring; 

His vois was as a trotnpe thondering. 

Upon his hed he wered of laurer grene 
A gerlond freshe and lusty for to sonc. 

Upon h!8 bond he bare for his deduit , 

An egle tame, as any lily whit. 

An hundred lordes had he with tilm there, , 

All armed save hir hedes in all hir gerc, 

Ful richely in alle manere tbinges* 

For trusteth wel, tliat erles, dukes, kinges 
Were gathered in this noble compagnle, 

For love, and for encrese of chevnlne. 

About this king ther ran on every part 
Ful many a tame Icon and leOpart 
And in this wise, these lordes all and some 
Ben on the Sonday to the edee come 
Abouten prime, and in the toun aligbt 
This Theseus, this duk, this worthy knight, 
Whan he had brought hem into his citee, 

And inned hem, everich at his degree, 

He festeth hem, and doth so gret labour 
To esen hem, and don hem all honour. 


That yet men wenen that no mannes wit 
Of non estat ne coud amenden it. 

The minstralcle, the service at the feste. 

The grete yeftes to the most and leste, 

The riche array of Theseus paleis, 

Ne who sate first, ne last upon the deis, 

What ladies fayrest ben or best dancing. 

Or which of hem can carole best oi sing, 

Ne who most felingly speketh of loi e; 

What haukes sitten on the perche above. 

What houndes liggen on the floor adoan. 

Of all this now make I no mentioim; 

But of the efleot ; that tbinketh me the beste ; 
Now cometh the point, and herkeneth if you leste. 

The Sonday night, or day began to spring. 
Whan Palamon the larke heide sing. 

Although it ere not day by houres two. 

Vet sang the larke, and Palamon right tho 
With holy herte, and with an high corage 
He rose, to wenden on his pilgrimage 
Unto the blisfnl Citherea benigne, 

1 mene Venus, honourable and digne. 

And in hire houre, he walketh forSh a pas 
Unto the listes, ther hire temple was, 

And doun he kneleth, and with humble chere 
And herte soie, he sayde as ye shul here. 

“ Fayrest of fayre, o lady mm Venus, 
Daughter to Jove, and spouse of Yulcanus, 
j Thou glader of the mount of Citheron, 

For thilke love thou haddest to Adon 
Have pitee on my bitter teres smeit, 

And take myn humble prai^ at thin herte. 

** Alas I I ne have no language to tell 
The effecte, ne the torment of min Hell ; 

Min herte may min harmes not bewrey: 

I I am so confuse, that I cannot say. 

I But mey^cy, lady bright, that knowest wele 
I My thought, and seest what harmes that 1 fele, 
Consider all this, and rue upon my sore, 

As wisly as I shall for evermore, 

Bmibrth my might, thy trewe servant be. 

And bolden werre alway with chastite: 

That make I min avow, so ye me belpe. 

I kepe nought of armes for to yelpe, 

Ne axe I nat to-morwe to have viqtorie, 

Ne renoun in this cas, ne vaine glorie 
Of pris of armes, blowen up and doun. 

But I wold have fully possessioun 
Of Emelie, and die in hire^ervise , 

Find thou the manere how, and in what wi^e. 

I rekke not, hut it may better be, 

To have victorie of hem, oi they of me, 

So that I have my lady in min armes. 

For though so be that Mars is god of armes, 

Vour vertue is so grete in Heven above. 

That if you liste, 1 shal wel have my love. 

1'hy temple wol I worship evermo, . 

And on thin enter, wher I ride or go, 
t wol don sacrifice, add fites bete. 

And if ye wol not so, my lady swete. 

Than pray 1 you, to-morwe with a sperd , 

That Aroita me thurgh the herte here. * 

Than rekke I not, whan I have lost my 
Though that Arcita win hii’e to bis wif. 

This is the effecte and ende of my praiere; 

Yeve me my love, thou blisful lady deite.'^ 

Whan the orison was don of Palam :i. 

His sacrifice he did, and that 
• Full pitously, with alle clrci^tmstanccs, 

All, tell I not as now his observances. 
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But at the last the statue of Venus shoke, 

And made a signe, -wherby that he toke, 

That his praicre accepted was that day. 

For though the signe shewed a delay, 

Yet w'st he wel that granted was his bone; 

And with glad herte he went him home ful soue. 

The thriddc houre inequal that Palamon 
Began to Venus temple for to gon. 

Up rose the Sonne, and up rose Emelie, 

And to the temple of Diane gan hie. 

Hire maydens, that she thider with hire ladde, 
Ful redily with hem the fire tliey hadde, 

Th’ encense, the clothes, and the remen ant all 
That to the sacnfice longen shall. 

The homes fill of mede, as was the gn'se? 

Tlier lakked nought to don hire sacrifice. 
Smoking the temple, ful of clothes fayre, 

'fhis Emehe with herte debonaire 
Hire body wessshe with water of a well. 

But how she did hire rite I daie not tell , 

But it be any thing m general ; 

And yet it were a game to heren all ; 

To him that meneth wel it n^ere no charge; 

But it is good a man to ben at large. 

Hire bright here kembed was, untressed all. 

A coroune of a grene oke cenal 

Upon hire hed was set fnl fayre and mete. 

Two fires on the auter gan she bete, 

And did hire thinges, as men may behold 
In Stace of Thebes, and these bokes old. 

Whan kindled was the fire, with pitous cbere 
Unto Diane she spake, as ye may here. 

0 chaste goddesse'of the wodes grene, 

To whom both Heven and erthe and see is sene, 
Queue of the regne of Pluto, derke and lowe, 
Goddesse of maydens, that min herte hast knowe 
Pul many a yere, and wost what I desire, 

As kepe me fro thy vengeance and thin ire, 

That Atteon aboughte cruelly: 

Chaste goddesse, wd wotest thou that I 
Desire to ben a mayden all my lif, 

Ne never wol I be no love ne wif. 

I am (thou wost) yet of thy compagnie, 

A mayde, and love hunting and veneric, 

And for to walkcn in the wodes wilde, 

And not to ben a wif, and be with childe, 

Nought wol I kndwen compagnie of man. 

Now helpe me, lady, sith yC may and can. 

For tho three formes that thou hast in thee. 

And Palamon, that hath swiche love to me. 

And eke Arcite, that loveth me so sore, 

This grace I praie thee withouteu more; 

As sende love and pecs betwix hem two : 

And fro me tonie away hir hertes so, 

That all hir hote love, and hir deare. 

And all hir besy torment, and hir fire 
Be queinte, or tomed in another place. 

And if so be tb<Ju wolt not do me grace. 

Or if my destinee be shapen so, 

That I shall nedes have on of hem two, 

As sende me him that most desireth me. 

Behold, goddesse of dene chastite, 

Ihe bitter teres, that on my chekes fall. 

Sin thou art mayde, and keper of us all, 

My maydenhed thou kepe and wel conserve. 

And while I live, a mayde I wol thee serve,” 

The fires brenne upon the auter plere. 

While Emelie was thus in hire praiere : 

But sodenly she saw a sighte queinte. 

For right anon on of the fires queintq, 
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And quiked again, and after that anoii 
That other file was queinte, and all agon : 

And as it queinte, it made a whisteling. 

As don these brondes wet in hir brenning. 

And at the brondes ende outran anon 
As it weie blody dropes many on ; 

For which so sore agast was Emelie, 

That she was wel neigh mad, and gan to cric, 

For she ne wiste what it signified ; 

But only for the fere thus she cried, 

And wept, that it was pittee for to here. 

And therwithall Diane gan appere 
With bowe in bond, right as an hunteresse, 

And sayde; ** Doughter, stmt thin hevinesse. 
Among the goddes highe it is affermed, 

And by eteme word written and confeimcd. 

Thou Shalt be wedded unto on of tho. 

That ban for thee so mochel care and wo : 

But unto which of hem I may not tell. 

Farewel, for here I may no longer dwell. 

The fires which that on min auter brenne, 

Shal thee declaren er that thou go henne. 

Thin aventme of love, as in this cas.’^ 

And with that word, the arwes in the cas 
Of the goddesse clatteren fast and ring, 

And forth she went, and made a vanishing, 

For which this Emehe astonied was, 

And sayde ; What amounteth th»s, alas ' 

I putte me in thy protection, 

Diane, and in thy disposition.” 

And home she goth anon the oexte way. 

This is the effects, ther n’is no more to say. 

The nexte houre of Mars folwing this 
Arcite unto the temple walked is 
Of fierce Mars, to don his saciifisc 
With all the rites of his payen wise. 

With pitous herte and high devotion, 

Right thus to Mars he sayde his or &on. 

** O stronge god, that in the regnes cold 
Of Trace honoured art, and lord yhold. 

And hast in every regne and every lond 
Of armes all the bride I in thin bond, 

And hem fortunest as thee list devise, 

Accept of me my pitous sacrlfise. 

If so be that my youthe may deserve, 

And that my might be worthy for to sem* 

Thy godhed, that I may ben on of thine, 

Than praie I thee to rewe upon my pine, 

For thilke peine, and thilke hote fire, 

In which thou whilom brendest for dchirc 
Whanne that thou usedest the beautcc 
Of fayre yonge Venus, freshe and free. 

And haddest hire in armes at thy willo: 

Althou^ thee ones on a time misfille, 

Whan Vulcanus had caught thee in his las. 

And fond the ligging by hifi wif, alas ! 

For thilke sorwe that was tho in thin herb*, 

Have reuthc as wel upon my peiues smerU*. 

** I am yonge and nnkonnlng. as thou woot, 
And, as T trow, with love offenued most, 

That ever was ony lives creatur<t: 

For she, that doth me all this wo endure, 

Ne recceth never, whether I sinke or flete. 

And wel I wot, or she me mercy bete, 

I mosto with strengthe win hire in the place : 

And wel I wot, withouten helpe or grace 
Of thee, ne may my strengthe notavaillo: 

Than helpe me, lord, to-morwe in my bataille. 
Fore thilke fire that whilom brennod thee, 

As wel as that this fire mvf brenneth me; 
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And do, that I to-morwe may han "detone. 

Min be the travaille, and thin be the glone. 
Thy soveraiiie temple "wol 1 most honoureu 
Of ony place, and alway most labouren 
In thy plesance and in thy craftes stioug. 

And in thy temple I wol my banei hong, 

And all the armes of my compagnie, 

And evermore, until that day I die, 

Eterne fire I wol befome thee finde. 

And eke to this avow I -wol me binde. 

My herd, my here that hangeth long adoun. 
That never yet felt non ofiensioun 
Of rasour ne of shere, I wol thee yeve, 

And ben thy trewe servant while I live. 

Now, lord, have reuthe upon my sorwes sore, 
Yeve me the victorie, I axe thee no more.*' 

The praier stmt of Arcita the stronge, 

The ringes on the temple dore that honge. 

And eke the dores clattered en fnl faste, 

Of which Arcita somwhat him agaste. 

The fires brent upon the auter bright. 

That it gan all the temple for to light ; 

A sweete smell anon the ground up yaf, 

And Arcita anon liis bond up haf, 

And more encense into the fire he cast, 

With other rites mo, and at the last 
The statue of Mars began his hauberke nngj 
And with that soon he herd a murmuring 
Tut low and dim, that sayde thu^s, ** Vietone ** 
For which he yaf to Mars honour and glone. 

And thus with joye, and hope wel to fare, 
Arcitc anon unto his inne is fare, 

As fayn as foul is of the brighte Sonne. 

And right anon swiche strif ther is bi'goniio 
For tbilke granting, in the Heven above, 
Betwixen Venus the goddesse of love, 

And Mars the Sterne god armipotent, 

That Jupiter was bosy it to stent: 

Til that the pale Satumus the coHe, 

That knew so many of aventures olde. 

Fond in bis olde experience and art, 

That he ful soae hath plescd every part. 

As sooth is sayd, elde hath gret avantage, 

In elde is boihe wisdom and usage: 

Men may the old out-renne, but not out- rede. 

Satume anon, to stenten strif and drede, 

Al be it that it is again his kind, 

Of all this strif he gan a remedy find. 

“ My dcre doughter Venus,” quod Satume, 
“ My cours, that hath so wide for to turne, 
Hath more power than wot any man. 

Min is the drenching in the see so wan, 

Mm is the prison in the derke cote, 

Min is the strangel and hanging by the tlirotc, 
The murmune, and the cherirs rebellin|f, 

The groyning, and the privc cmpoysoning. 

I do vengeance and pleine oorre^ion, 

While I dwell In the signe of the Lgotu 
Min is the mine of the hlghe halles, 

The falling of the toures and of the walles 
Upon the minour, or the carpenter: 

I slew Sampson in shaking the Filer. 

Min ben also the maladies colde, 

I’he ilerke tresons, and the castes olde: 

My loking is the ^er of pestilence. 

Now wepe no more, I shal do diligence, 

That Palamon, that h thin owen knight, 

Shal have his lady, as thou hast him bight. 
Thogh Mars shal help his knight yet natholes. 
Betwixen you ther somtime be pecs ; 


And be ye not of o complexion, 

That causeth all day swiche division. 

I am thin ayei, redy at thy will ; 

Wepe now no more, I shal thy lust fulfill.** 
Now wol I stenten of the goddes above, 

Of Mars, and of Venus goddesse of love. 

And tellen you as plainly as 1 can 
The gret effect, for which that I began. 

Giet was the feste m Athenes thilke day, 
And eke the lusty seson of that May 
Made every wight to ben m swiche plesance, 
That all that Monday justen they and dance, 
And spenden it in Venus highe servise. 

But by the cause that they shulden rise 
Erly a-morwe for to seen the fight, 

Unto hir reste wenten they at night. 

And on the moiwe whan the day gan spring, 
Of hois and harneis noise and clattering 
Ther was in the hostelries all aboute: 

And to the paleis rode ther many a loute 
Of lordes, upon stedes and palfreis. 

Ther mayst thou see devising of haineb 
So uncouth and so riche, and wrought so wele 
Of goldsmithry, of brouding, and of stele ; 

The sheldes brighte, testeres, and trappures; 
Gold-hewen helmes, haubeikes, cote-armure:*, 
Lordes m parementes on hir oourseres, 
Knightes of rotenue, and eke sqmeres, 

Nailing the spei es, and helmes bokeling, 
Gniding of sheldes, with lainers lacing ; 

Ther as nede is, they weren nothing idcl: 

The fomy steclos on the golden bridel 
Gnawing, and fast the armureres also 
With file and hammer pnking to and fro; 
Yemen on foot, and comthunes many on 
With shorte staves, thicke as they may gon ; 
Pipes, trompes, nakeres, and claiiounes, 

That in the bktaille blowen blody sounes; 

The paleis ful of peple up and doun, 

Here three, ther ten, holding hir questioun, 
Devimng of these Tbebhn ^ightes two. 

Som sayden thus, coin sayae it shal be so ; 

Som helden with him with the btacke herd, 
Som with the balled, som with the thick herd ; 
Som saide he loked ^im, and wolde fighte : 

He hatli a sparth of twenty pound of wighte. 

Thus was the halle full of devimng 
lx)ng after that the Sonne gan up spnng. 

The gret Theseus that of bis slepe is waked 
With minstralcie and noise that was maked. 
Held yet the chambre of his paleis riche, 

Til that the Theban knightes bothe ylichc 
Honoured were, and to the paleis fctte. 

Diik Theseus is At a window sette, 

Araicd right as he were a god in trone : 

The peple preseth thiderward ful sone 
Him for to seen, and don high reverence, 

And eke to herken his heste and his sentence. 

An heraud on a scaffold made kn O, 

Till that the noise of the peple was ydo :r 
And whan he saw the peple of noise al still, 
Thus shewed be the mighty dukes will; 

“ The lord hath of his high discretion 
Considered, that it were destruction 
To gentil blood, to fighten in the gise 
Of mortal bataille now in this emprise: 
Wherfore to shapen that they shut not die. 

He wol his firsts purpos modifiie.- 
« No man therfore up pe^e of losse of lii^ 
No maner shot; ne poUax, ne short knif 
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•^nto the llhtes send, nr Ihider bring. 

Ne short swerd foi to stike with point biting 
No man ne draw, ne here it by his side. 

Ne no man shal unto his felaw ride 

But 0 cours, with a sharpe ygrounden spere: 

Fom if him list on foot, himself to were. 

And he that is at meschief, shal be take, 

And not slaine, but be brought unto the stake, 
That shal ben ordeined on eyther side, 

Thider he shal by force, and ther abide. 

And if so fall, the chevetain be take 
On eyther side, or elles sleth his make. 

No longer shal the tourneying ylast, 

God spede you, goth forth and lay on fast. 

With longe swerd and with mase fighteth your fill. 
Goth now your way^ this is the lordes will.” 

The vois of the peple touched to the Heven, 

So loude crieden they with mery steven : 

God save swiche a lord that is so good. 

He wilneth no destruction of blood.” 

Up gou the trompes and the melodic, 

And to the listes rit the compagnie 
By ordinance, thurghout the cite large. 

Hanged with cloth of gold, and not with sarge. 

Ful like a lord this noble duk gan nde. 

And these two Thebans npon eyther side : 

And after rode the queue and Emelie, 

And after that another compagnie 
Of on and other, after hir degree. 

And thus they passen thurghont the citee, 

And to the hstes comen they be time : 

It n^as not of the day yet fully prime. 

Whan set was Theseus ful rich and hie, 

Ipohta the quene, and Emelie, 

Audi other ladies m degrees aboute, 

Unto the setes preseth all the route. 

And westward, thurgh the gates under Mart, 
Aroite, and eke the hundred of his part, 

With baner red, is entred right anon i 
And in the solve moment Palamon 
Is, uuder Venus, eslward in the place, 

With baner white, and hardy chere and face. 

In all the world, to seken up and doun. 

So even without variatioun 

Ther n*ere swiche compagnies never twey. 

For ther was non so wise that coude scy. 

That any hadde of other avantage 
Of worthmessp, ne of estat, ne age, 

So even were they chosen for to gesse. 

And in two renges fayre they hem dresse. 

Whan that hir names red were everich on, 

That in hirnombre gile were ther non, 

Tho were the gates sbette, and cried was loude; 
Do now your devoir, yonge knightes proude.'’ 
Tile heraudes left hir priking up and doun. 
Now nngen trompes loud and clanoun. 

Ther is no more to say^ but cst and west 
In gon the spares sadly in the rest; 

In goth the sharpe spore into the side. 

Ther see men who can juste, and who can ride 
Ther shiveren shaftes upon sheldes thicke; 

He feleth thurgh the herte-spone the pricke. 

Up spnngen spercs twenty fioot on highte ; 

Out gon the sweides as the silver brighte. 

-The helmcs they to-hewen, and to-shredc; 

Out brest the blod, with steme stremes rede* 

With mighty maces the bones they to-breste. 

He thurgh the thickest of the throng gan tlirestc. 
Ther stomblen stedes strong, and doun goth all. 
He lolleth under foot as doth a ball. 
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He foineth on his foo with a tronchoun, 

And he him hnrtleth with his hors adoun. 

He thurgh the body is hurt, and sith ytake 
Maugre his hed, and brought unto the stake, 

As forword was, right ther he roust abide. 
Another lad is on that other side. 

And somtime doth hem Theseus to rest, 

Hem to refiesh, and drinken if hem lest. 

Ful oft a day ban thilke Thebanes two 
Togeder met, and wrought cohe other wo : 
Unhorsed hath eche other of hem twey* 

Ther n*as no tigre in the vale of Galaplicy, 

Whan that hire whelpe is stole, whan it is lite, 
So cruel on the hunt, as is Arcite 
For jalons herte upon this Palamon : 

Ne m Belmarie ther nhs so fell Icon, 

That hunted is, or for his hunger wood, 

Ne of his prey desireth so the blood, 

As Palamon to sleen his foo Arcite. 

The jalous strokes on hir helmes bite ; 

Out renneth blood on both hir sides rede. 

Somtime an endc ther is of every dedc. 

For er the Sonne unto the reste went, 

The stronge king Emetrius gan hent 
This Palamon, as he fought with Arcite, 

And made his swerd depe in his flesh to bite. 

And by the force of twenty is he take 
Unyolden, and ydrawen to the stake. 

And in the rescous of this Palamon 
The stronge king Licurge is home adoun : 

And king Emetrius for all his strengtbe 
Is borne out of his sadel a swerdes lengthe, 

So hitte him Palamon or he were take : 

But all for nought, he was brought to the stake; 
His hardy herte might him helpen naught, 

He moste abidcn, whan that he was caught, 

By force, and eke by composition. 

Who sorweth now but woful Palamon ? 

That mo&te no more gon again to fight. 

And whan that Theseus had seen that sight, 
Unto the folk that foughten thus eche on. 

He cried, ** Ho' no moie,for it is <lon. 

I wol be trewe juge, and not partie. 

Arcite of 'I’hebcs shal have Emelie, 

That by his fortune hath hire fayre ywoniie.” 

Anon ther is a noise of peple begonne 
For joye of this, so loud and high withall, 

It se.med that the listes shulden fall* 

What can now fayre Venus don above ? 

What saith she now ? what doth this quene of lo 
But wepeth so, for wanting of hire will. 

Til that hire teres in the listes fill : 

She sayde: “ I am ashamed douteleas/' 
Satuinus sayde : Daughter, hold thy 
Mars hath his will, his knight hath all bis 
And by min hed thou shaft ben e^ed som. 

The trompoures with the loude miustnilcu, 
The heraudes, that so loude yell and eric, 

Ben in hir joye for welc of Dan Arcfte. 

But herkeneth me, and stenteth noise a 
Whiche a miracle ther befell anon. 

This fierce Arcite hatli of his helme yd<m, 
And on a courser for to shew bis face 
He priketh endelong the large place, 

LoUing upward upon this Emelie; 

And she again him cast a friondlich ey**, 

(For women, as to speken in commune. 

They folwen all the favour of fortune) 

And was all his in chere, as his in herte. 

' Out of the ground a fury infernal sterte, 
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From Pluto sent, at requeste of Satume, 

For which his hors for fere gan to tume. 

And lepte aside, and foundred as he lepe : 

And er that Arcite may take any kepe. 

He pight him on the pomel of his bed. 

That m the place he lay as he were ded. 

His brest to-brosten with his sadel bow. 

As blake he lay as any cole or crow. 

So \vas the blood yronnen in his face. 

Anon he was yborne out of the place 
With herte sore, to Theseus paleis. 

Tho was he corven out of his harneis, 

And m a bed ybrought ful fayre and blive, 

For he was yet in meraorie, and live, 

And alway crying after Emelie. 

Duk Theseus, with all his compagnie, 

Is comen home to Athenes his citee. 

With allc blisse and gret solempnite, 

Al be it that this aventure was falle, 

1 le n’olde not discomforten hem alle. 

Men sayden eke, that Arcite shal not die, 

He shal ben heled of his maladie. 

And of another thing they were as fayn, 

That of hem alle was ther non yslam, 

Al were they sore yhurt, and namely on, 

'fhat with a sperc was thirled his brest bone. 

To other woundes, and to broken armes, 

Som hadden salves, and som hadden charmes: 
And fermacies of berbes, and eke save 
'l"hey dronken, for they wold hir lives have. 

For which this noble duk, as he wel can, 
(kimforteth and honoureth every man, 

And made revel all the longe night. 

Unto the strange lordes, as was right. 

Nc ther n’as holden no discomfoiting, 

But as at justes or a tourneying; 

For sothly ther n’as no discomfiture. 

For falling n’is not but an aVenturc. 

Ne to be lad by force unto a stake 
ITnyolden, and with twenty knightes take, 

0 person all alone, withouten mo, 

And haried forth by armes, foot, and too, 

And eke his stede driven forth with staves, 

With footmen, bothe yenien and eke knaves. 

It was aretted him no vilame : 

Ther may no man clepen it cowardie. 

For which anon duk Theseus let crie, 

To stenten alle rancour and envie, 

1''hc gree as wel of o side as of other. 

And eyther side ylike, as others brother: 

And yave hem giftes after hir degree, 

And holde a feste fully dayes three : 

And conveyed the kinges worthily 
Out of his toutt a joumec largely. 

And home went every man the righte way, 

Ther n’as no more, but farewel, have good day. 
Of this battaille I wol no more endite, 

But speke of Palamon and of Aroitew 
Swclleth the brest of Arcite, and the sore 
Kncrcscth at his herte more and more. 

The clotered blood, for any leche-ctaft, 
Oorrumpeth, and is in his bouke ylaft, 

'I’hat neyther veine-blood, nc veritousiog, 

Ne drinke of berbes may ben his helping. 

The vertue expiilsif, or animal, 

Fro thilko vertue cleped natural, 

Ne may the venime voiden, nc expell. 

The pipes of his longcs gan to swell, 

And every lacorte in his brest adoun 
Is shent with venime and corrnptioun. 


Him gameth neyther, for to get his lif. 

Vomit upward, ne dounward laxatif; 

All is to-brosten thilke region: 

Nature hath now no domination 

And certainly ther nature wol not werche, 

Farewel physike : go here the man to cherche. 
This is. all and som, that Arcite moste die. 

For which he sendeth after Emelie, 

And Palamon, that was his cosin dere. 

Than sayd he thus, as ye shuln after here. 

Nought may the woful spirit in myn herte 
Declare o point of all my sorwes smerte 
To you, my lady, that I love most; 

But I bequethe the service of my gost 
To you aboven every creature, 

Sin that my lif ne may no lenger dure. 

** Alas the wo ! alas the peines stronge. 

That 1 for you have suffered, and so longe ! 

Alas the deth ' alas min Emelie I 
Alas departing of our compagnie ’ 

Alas min hertes quene ! alas my wif f 

Mm hertes ladie, ender of my lif 

What IS this world > what axen men to have? 

Now with his love, now in his colde grave 
Alone withouten any compagnie. 

Farewel my swete, farewel mm Emelie, 

And softe take me in your armes twey. 

For love of God, and herkeneth what I sey. 

“ 1 have here with my cosin Palamon 
Had strif and lancour many a day agon 
For love of you, and for my jalousie. 

And Jupiter so wis my soule gie, 

To speken of a servant proprely, 

With alle circumstances trewely, 

That is to sayn, trouth, honour, and knighthedc, 
Wisdom, humblesse, estat, and high kinrede, 
Fredom, and all that longeth to that art, 

So Jupiter have of my soule part. 

As in this world right now ne know T non. 

So worthy to be loved as Palamon, 

That serveth you, and wol don all his lif. 

And if that ever ye shal ben a wif, 

Foryete not Palamon, the genfil man.” 

And with that word his speche faille began. 

For from his feet up to’ his brest was come 
The cold of deth, that had him ovemome. 

And yet moieover in his armes two 
The vital strength is lost, and all ago. 

Only the intellect, withouten more, 

That dwelled in his herte sike and sore, 

Gaii feillen, whan the herte felte deth; 

Dusked his cyen two, and failled his breth. 

But on bis ladie yet cast he his eye ; 

1 His laste word was; “ Mercy, Emelie*” 

Ui6 spirit changed hous, and wente ther, 

As I came never I cannot tellen wher, 

Therfore I stent, I am no divmistre; 

Of BOules find I not in this registre. 

Ne me lust not th’ opinions to telle 

Of hem, though that they writen wher thcydwelle. 

Arcite is (fold, ther Mavs his soule gie. 

Now wol I speken forth of Emelie. 

Sbright Emelie, and bouleth Palamon, 

And Theseus his sister loke anon 
Swooning, and bare hire from the' corps away. 
What helpeth it to tanen forth the day, 

To tellen how she wep both even and morwe ? 

For in swiche cas wimmen have swiche sorwe;^ 
Whan that hir housbonds ben firo hem ago, 

Tbat for the more part they sorwen soj 
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Or elles fallen m swiche raaladie, 

That atte laste certainly they die. 

Infinite ben the sorwes and the teres 
Of olde folk, and folk of tendre yeres. 

In all the toun fordeth of this Theban: 

For him ther wepeth both childe and man. 

So gret a weping was ther non certain, 

Whan Hector was ybrought, all fresh yslain 
To Troy, alas I the pitee that was there, 
Cratching of chekes, rending eke of here. 

** Why woUlest thou be ded^” thise women cne, 
“ And haddest gold ynough, and Emelie.” 

No man might gladen this duk Theseus, 

Saving his olde fader Egeus, 

That knew this worldes transmutatioun. 

As he had seen it chaungen np and donn, 

Joye after wo, and wo after gladnesse; 

And shewed him ensample and likenessc. 

** Right as ther died never man*^ (quod he) 
That he ne lived m erthe m som degree, 

Right so theif lived never man” (he seyd) 

In all this world, that somtime he ne deyd. 
This world n’ls but a thurghfare ful of wo, 

And we ben pilgnmes, passing to and fro: 

Deth is an end of every worldes sore.” 

And over all this yet said he mochel more 
To this effect, ful wisely to enhort 
The peple, that they shuld hem recomfort. 

Duk Theseus with all his besy cure 
He casteth now, wher that the sepulture 
Of good Arcite may best ymaked l^e, 

And eke most honourable in his degree. 

And at the last he toke conclusion, 

That ther as first Arcite and Palamon 
Hadden for love the bataille hem betwenc, 

That in thht selve grove, sote and grenc, 

Ther as he hadde his amorous desires, 

His complaint, and for love his hote fires, 

He wolde make a fire, in which the office 
Of funeral he might all accomplise^ 

And lete anon commande to hack and hewe 
The okes Old, and lay hem on a rew 
In culpons, wel araied for to brenne. 

His officers with swifte feet they renne 
And ride anon at his commaudement. 

And after this, tliis Theseus hath sent 
After a here, and it all overspradde 
With cloth of gold, the richest that he hadde j 
And of the same suit he cladde Arcite. 

Upon his hondes were his gloves white, 

Eke on his hed a croune of laurer greue, 

And in his bond aswerd fa I bright and kene. 

He laid him bare the visage on the here, 
Therwith he wept that pitee was to here. 

And for the peple shnlde seen him alle, 

Whan it was day he brought him to the halle. 
That roreth of the crying and the soun. 

Tho came this woful Theban Palamon 
With flotery herd, and ruggy asshy heres, 

In clothes blake, ydropped all with teres. 

And (passing over of w'eping Emelie) 

The reufullest of all the compagnte. 

And in as much as the service shuld be 
The piore noble and riche m his degree, 

Duk Tiieseus let forth tliree stedes bniig, 

'Fhat trapped were in stele all glittering, 

And covered with the armes of Dan Arcite. 

And eke upon these stedes gjr^t and white 
Ther sateu folk, of which on bare his sheld, 
Another his spore up in Ids houdes held j 
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The thndde bare with him his bow Tiukeis, 

Of brent gold was the cas and the haiuies : 

And ridcn forth a pas with sorweful cheie 
Toward the grove, as ye shul after here. 

The noblest of the Giekes that ther were 
Upon hir shuldres carrieden the here, 

With slacke pas, and cyen red and wete, 

Thurghout the citee, by the maister strete, 

That sprad was all with black, and wonder hie 
Right of the same is all the strete ywrie. 

Upon the right hand went olde Egeus, 

And on that other side duk Theseus, 

With vessels in hir bond of gold ful fine. 

All ful of hony, milk, and blood, and wine; 

Eke Palamon, with ful gret compagnie : 

And after that came woful Emehe, 

With fire in bond, as was that time the gise, 

To don the office of funeral service. 

High labour, and ful gret apparailling 
Was at the service of that fire making. 

That with his grene top the Heven raught, 

And twenty fadom of brede the armes straught: 
This IS to sain, the boughes were so brode. 

Of stre first ther was laied many a lode. 

But how the fire was maked up on blghtc. 

And eke the names how the trees highte. 

As oke, fir, birch, aspe, alder, holm, poplerc, 
Wilow, elm, plane, ash, box, chesteln, hud, lanrere 
Mnplc, thorn, beche, hasel, ew, whipultre, 

How they weie feld, shall not be told for mo ; 

Ne how the goddes runnen up and doun 
Disherited of her habitatiouu, 

In which they woneden m rest and pees, 

Nimphes, Faunes, and Amadnades j 
Ne how the besies, and thebriddes alle 
Fledden for foie, whan the wood gan falle ; 

Ne how the ground agast was of the light, 

That was not wont to see the Sonne bright ; 

Ne how the fire was couched first with stre, 

And than with drie stickes cloven a-thre, 

And than with grene wood and spiceric, 

And than with cloth of gold and with peirie, 

And gei londs hanging with ful many a flour, 

The mine, th’ encense’ also with sweto odour; 

Ne how Arcita lay among all thi^ 

Ne what richesse about his body is ; 

Ne how that Emelie, as was the gise, 

Put in the fire of funeral service ; 

Ne how she swounded when she made the fire, 

Ne what she spake, no what was bir desire; 

Ne what jewel les men in the fire cabte, 

Whan that the fire was gret and brontc fastc; 

Nc how som cast hir sheld, and som hir sport*, 

And of hir vestimentes, which they were, 

And cuppes full of wine, and milk, and blood. 

Into the fire, that brent as it were wood j 
Nc how the Grekes with a huge route 
Thiee times riden all the fire aboute 
Upon the left bond, with a loud shautio{!> 

And tliries with hir siiercs clatoring; 

And thries how the ladies gan to orie; 

Ne how tliat led was homeward Emelie ; 

Ne how Arcite is brent to ashen cold; 

Ne how the hebe-wake was ybold 
Ail thilke night, ne how the Orekes play. 

The wake-plaics ne kepe I not to say : 

Who wrestled best naked, with oilc enouif, 

Ne who that bare him best in no disjoint. 

I well not tellen eke how they all gon 
Home til Athenes whan the play is don; 
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But shortly to the point now wol I wende, 1 

And maken of my longe tale an ende. 

By processe and by lengthe of certain yeres 
All stenten is the mourning and the teres 
Of Grekes, by on general assent- 
Tban semeth me ther was a parlement 
At Athenes, upon certain points and cas : 

Amonges the which points yspoken was 
To have with certain contrees alliance, 

And have of ITiebanes fully obeisance. 

For which this noble Theseus anon 
Let senden after gentil Palamon, 

Unwist of him, what was the cause and why : 

But in his black clothes sorwefully 
He came at his commandement on hie ; 

Tho sente Theseus for Emelie. , 

Whan they were set, and husht was al the place, 
And Theseus abiden bath a space, 

Or any word came from his wise brest 
His eyen set he ther as was his lest. 

And with a sad visage he siked still, 
iVnd after that right thus he sayd his will. 

“ The firste mover of the cause above 
Whan he firste made the fayre chaine of love, 

Gret was th’ effect, and high was his ciitentj 
Wei wist he why, and what tlierof he meiit : 

For with that fayre chaine of love he bond 
The fire, the air, the watre, and the lond 
In certain bondes, that they may not flee: 

The same prince and mover eke” (quod lie) 

** Hath stablisht, in this wretched world adouu. 

Certain of dayes and duration 

To all that aie engendred in this place, 

Over the which day they ne mow not pace, 

Al mow they yet dayeS wel abrege, 

Ther nedclh non autoritee allege. 

For it IS proved by experience, 

But that me lust declaren my sentence. 

Than may men by this ordre well disoeme, 

That tbilke mp'ver stable is and eteme. 

Wel may tnbtt'dtnowen, but it be k fool, 

That cvei*y pkrt deriveth from bis bool. 

For nature hath not taken his beginning 
Of no partie ne can tel of a thing. 

But of a thing that parfit is and stable, 

Uc>cending so, til it be cormrapablc. 

And therfore of bis wise purveyance 
He hath so wel beset his ordinance, 

That speces of thinges and progressions 
Shullon enduren by successions, 

And not eterne, witbouten any lie : 

This maiest tliou understand and seen at eye. 

Lo the oke, that bath so long a iiorishing 
Fro the time that it ginneth first to wpring, 

And hath so long a hf, os ye may see, 

Yet at the laste wasted is the tree. 

Considereth eke, how that the barde stone 
Under our feet, on which we trede and goii, 

It wastoth, as it heth by the wey. 

'riic brode rivei' somtime wexetb drey. 

The gretc tounes see we wane and wende. 

Than may ye see that all thing hath an eude. 

Of man and woman see we wel also. 

That nodes in on of the termes two, 

That is to sayn, in yonthe or elles age, 

He mote be ded, the king as shall a page j 
Som in his bed, soin in the depe see, 

Som in the large field, as ye may see: 

Ther helpeth nought, all goth that ilke wey ; 

Than may X sayn that alle thing mote dcy. 
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What maketh this but Jupiter the king ^ 

The which is prince, and cause of alle thing, 
Converting alle unto his propre wille, 

From which it is derived, soth to telle. 

And here-againes no creatuie on live 
Of no degree availleth for to stnve. 

Than is it wisdom, as it thinketh me, 

To maken vertue of necessite. 

And take it wel, that we may not eschewe. 

And namely that to us all is dewe. 

And who so grutcheth ought, he doth folie. 

And rebel is to him that all may gie. 

And certainly a man hath most honour 
To dicn in his excellence and flour. 

Whan he is siker of his goode name. 

Than hath he don bis frend, ne him, no shame ; 
And gladcr ought his frend ben of his deth. 

Whan with honour is yolden up his breth, 

Than whan his name appalled is for age, 

[ For all foryetten is his vassallage. 

Than is it best, as for a worthy fame, 

To dien whan a man is best of name. 

The contrary of all this is wilfuinesse. 

Why grutchen we? why have we hevinesse, 

That good Aicite, of chivalry the flour, 

Departed is, with dutee and honour, 

Out of this foule prison of this lif ? 

Why grutchen here his cosin and his wif 
Of his welfare, that loven him so wel ? 

Can he hem thank ? nay, God wot, never a del, 
That both his soule, and eke hemself offend, 

And yet they mow hir lustes not to amend. 

What may I conclude of this longe sene, 

But after sorwe I rede us to be mene, 

And thanken Jupiter of all his grace. 

And er that we departen from this place, 

I rede that we make of sorwes two 
O parfit joye lasting evermo : 

And loketb now wher most sorwe is herein, 
llier wol 1 first amenden and begin. 

Sister^’* (quod, be) this is my full asscnl 
With all th’ avis here of my parlement, . 

That gentil Palamon, your oweo knight, 

That serveth you with will, and herle, and mig 
And ever hath don, sin ye first him knew, 

That ye shall of youi grace upon him rew. 

And taken him for husbond and for lord * 

Lene me youi hand, for this is oure accord. 

“ Let see now of your womanly pitee. 

He is a kinges brothers sone pardee, 

And though he were a poure bachelere, 

Sm be bath served you so many a yere, 

And had for you so gret adversite. 

It moste ben considered, leveth me. 

For gentil mercy oweth to passen right.*’ 

ThaA sayd he thus to Palamon the knight? 

“ I trow ther nedeth litdl i^ermoaing 
To maken you assenteu to this thing. 

Cometh ner, and take your lady by the hond.*^ 
Betwixen hem was maked anon the bond, 

That highte matnmome or mariage, 

By ail the consell of the baronage. 

And thus with alle blisse and tnelodie 
Hath Palamon ywedded Emelie. 

And God that all this wide world hath Wrotighi 
Send him his love, that hath it dere 3^ugl]t* 

For now is Palamon m alle wele, 

Living in blisse, in riohesse, and 4X1 hele^ 

And Emelie him loveth so texxdrdy, 

And he hire serveth al so gentflly^ 
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That never was ther no word hem hetv one 
Of jalousie, ne of non other tene. 

Thus endeth Talamon and Emelic ; 

And God save all this fayre compagnie . 


TffE MILLERES PROLOGUE. 

Whahi that the Knight had thus his talc told, 

In all the compagnie n* as theryong ne old. 

That he ne said it was a noble stone, 

And worthy to be drawen to memorie; 

And namely the gentiles everich on. 

Oar hoste lough and swore, ** So mote I gon, 

This goth aright; unbokeled is the male; 

Let see now who shal tell another tale: 

For trewely this game is wel begonne. 

Now telleth ye, sire Monk, if that ye conne, 
Somwhat to quiten with the knightes tale.’’ 

The Miller that for-dronken was all pale. 

So that unethes upon his hors he sat. 

He n’old avalen neither hood ne hal^ 

Ne abiden no man for his curtesie, 

But in Pilates vois he gan to cne, 

And swore by armes, and by blood, and bones, 

1 can a noble tale for the nones, 

With which I wol now quite the knightes tale.” 

Our hoste saw that he was dronken of ale. 

And sayd 5 Abide, Robin, my leve brother, 

Som better man shall tell us first another: 

Abide, and let ns werken thriftily.” 

By Goddes soule” (quod he) “ that wol not I, 
For I wol speke, 01 elles go my way.” 

Our hoste answered ; Tell on a devil way; 
Thou art a fool ; tby wit is overcome.” [some : 

“Now herkeneth,” quod the Miller, “all and 
But first I make a protestatioun 
That I am dronke, I know it by my soun ; 

And tlierfore if that I misspeke or say, 

Wite it the ale of Southwerk, I you pray : 

For I wol tell a legend and a hf 
Both of a carpenter and of his wif, 

How that a clerk hath set the wnghtes cappe.” 

The Reve answerd and saide, ** Stmt thy clappe. 
Let be tby lewed dronken harlotrie. 

It is a sinne, smd eke a gret folie 
To apeiren any man, or him defame. 

And eke to bringen wives in swiche a name. 

Thou mayst ynough of other thinges sam.” 

This dronken Miller spake fill sone again, 

And sayde ; “ leve brother Osewold, 

Who hath no wif, he is no cokewold. 

But 1 say not therfore that thou art on ; 

Ther ben ful geode wives many on. 

Why art thou angry with my tale now ? 

X have a wif parde as wel as thou, 

Yet n’ olde I, for the oxen in my plough, 

Taken upon me more than ynough 
As demeu of myself that 1 am on; 

1 wol beleven wcl that I am non. 

An husbond shulde not ben inquisitif 
Of Goddes privite, ne of his wif. 

So he may finden Goddes foison there. 

Of the remenant nedeth not to enquere.” 

What shuld I more say, but this Millere 
He n* olde his wordes for no man forbore, 

But told his cherles tale in his manere. 

Me thmketh, that I shal reherse it here. 
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And therfore every gentU wight I pray, 
for Goddes love as deme not that 1 say 
Of evil entent, but tliat I mote reherse 
Hir tales alle, al be they better or werse, 

Or elles falsen som of my matere. 

And therfore who so list it not to here, 

Tin lie over the leef, and chese another tale. 

For he shal find ynow bothe gret and smalc, 

Of storial thing that toucheth gentillesse, 

And eke morali'te, and holiuesse. 

Blameth not me, if that ye chesc amis. 

The Miller is a ehcrl, ye know wel this, 

So was the Reve, (and many other mo) 

And harlotne they tolden bothe two. 

Aviseth you now, and put me out of blame ; 

And eke men shuld not make eraest of gamt . 


THE MILLERES TALE. 

Whilom ther was dwelling in Oxenforde 
A nche gnof, that gestes helde to bordc, 

And of his craft he was a caipenter. 

With him ther was dwelling a poure scolci. 

Had lerned art, but all his fantasie 
Was turned for to leftie astrologie. 

And coude a ceitain of conclusions 
To demon by interrogations, 

If that men asked him in certain houros, 

Whan that men shulde have droughtor elles shoiu Ci. 
Or if men asked him what shulde falle 
Of every thing, 1 may not reken alle. 

This clerk was cleped bendy Nicholas; 

Of derne love he coude and of solas ; 

And therto he was she and ful privc, 

And like a maiden meke for to se. 

A chambie had he in that hostehie 
Alone withouten any compagnie, 

Ful fctisly ydight with herbes hOte, 

And he himselt was swete as is the rote 
Of licoris, or any setewale. 

Ills almagestc, and bokes grete and smuU , 

His astrelabre, longing for bis art. 

His augnm stones, layen feire apart 
On shelves couched at hisbeddes bed. 

His presse ycovered with a falding*red. 

And all about there lay a gay sautrie. 

On which he made on nightes melodie, 

So swetely, that all the charabre rong : 

And Angelas ad virginem he song. 

And after that he song the kinges note ; 

Ful often blessed was his mery throtc. 

And thus this swete clerk his time spent 
After his frendes finding and his rent 
This carpenter had wedded new a wif, 

Which that he loved more than his lif : 

Of eightene yere she was I gesso of age. 

Jalous he was, and held hire narwe in cage, 

For she was wild and yonge, and he was old, 

And demed himself belike a ookewold. 

He knew not Caton, for his wit was rude, 

That bade a man shulde wedde bis similitude. 

Men shulden wedden after hir estate, 

For youthe and elde is often at debate* 

But sithen he was fiillen in the snare, 

He most endure (as other folk) his care. 

Fayre was this yonge wif, and thenritbal 
As any wesel hire body gent and smaL 
A seint she wered, barred all of silk, 

A barme-cloth eke as white as morwe milk 
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Upon hire lendes, ful of many a gore. 

\^ite was hire smok, and brouded all before 
And eke behind on hire colere aboute 
Of cole-black silk, withm and eke withoute. 
The tapes of hire white volupere 
Were of the same suit of hire colere ; 

Hire fillet brode of silk, and set full hye : 

And sikerU she had a likeious eye. 

Ful smal ypulled were hire browes two, 

And they were bent, and black as any slo. 

She was wel more blisful on to see 
Thau IS the newe perjenete tree 5 
And softer than the wolle is of a wether. 

And by hire girdle heng a purse of lether, 
Tasselcd with silk, an 4 .perled with latoun. 

In all this world to seken up and doun 
Ther n* is no man so wise, that coude thenche 
So gay a popelot, or swiche a wenche. 

Ful brighter was the shining of hire hewe. 
Than m the tour the noble yforged newe. 

But of hire song, it was as loud and yerne, 

As any swalbw sitting on a bei ne. 

Therto she coude skip, and make a game. 

As any kid or calf folowing his dame. 

Hire mouth was swete as braket or the meth. 
Or hord of appels, laid in hay or heth. 

Winsing she was, as is a joly colt, 

Long as a mast, and upright as a bolt. 

A broche she bare upon hire low colei e, 

As brode as is the bosse of a bokelere. 

Hire shoon were laced on hiie leggeshie; 

She was a primerole, a piggcsnic. 

For any lord to liggen m his bedde, 

Or yet for any good yeman to wedde. 

Now sire, and eft sire, so befall the cas, 
That on a day this hendy Nicholas 
Fel with the yonge wif to rage and pleye, 
While that her husbond was at Oseney, 

As clerkes ben fnl subtil and ful quemt, 

And prively be caught hire by the queint. 

And sayde 3 “ Ywis, but if I have my will, 

For derne love of thee, lemman, I spill.’' 

And held hire faste by the haunch bones. 

And sayde ; Leminaii, love me wel at ones. 
Or 1 wol dien, al so God me save.” 

And she sprong as a colt doth in the trave; 
And with hire bed she writhed faste away, 

And sayde 5 I wol not kisse thee by my fay. 
Why let be," (quod she) ** let be, Nicholas, 

Or 1 wol crie out harrow and alas. 

Bo way your hoiides for your curtesie.” 

This Nicholas gan mercy for to crie, 

And spake so faire and profered him so fast. 
That she hire love him granted at 'the last, 

And swore hire oth by Seint Thomas of Kent, 
That she would ben at his commandement, 
Whan that she may hire leiser wel espie. 

Myn husbond is so ful of jalousie, 

That but ye waiten wcl, and be prive, 

1 wot right wel I n’am but ded," quod she. 

** Ye niosteu be ful deme as in this cas.” 

Nay, therof care you not,” quod Nicholas : 
A clerk had litherly beset his while. 

But if he coude a carpenter begile.” 

And thus they were accorded and yswome 
To waite a time, as I have said beforne 
Whan Nicholas had don thus every del, 

And tbacked hire about tbe lendes wel, 

He kissed hire swete, and taketh bis sautrie, 
And plaieth fait, and makoth melodic. 


Than fell it thus, that to tlie parish cherche 
(Of Cnstes owen werkes for to werche) 

This good wif went upon a holy day: 

Hire forehed shone as bright as any day. 

So was it washen, whan she lete hire werk. 

Now was ther of thatchirche a parish clerk, 
The which that was ycleped Absolon. 

Crulle was his here, and as the gold it shon. 

And stroll ted as a fanne large and brode ; 

Ful streight and even lay his. joly shode. 

His rode was red, his eyen grey as goos. 

With ponies windowes corven on his shoos. 

In hosen red he went ful fetisly. 

Yclad he was ful smal and proprely, 

All in a kirtel of a light wagetj 

Ful faire and thicke ben the pointes set. 

And therupon he had a gay surplise, 

As white as is the blosme upon the nse. 

A mery child he was, so God me save; 

Wel coud he leten blod, and clippe, and share, 
And make a chartre of loud, and a quitance 
In twenty manere coud tie trip and dance, 

(After the scole of Oxenforde tho) 

And with his legges casten to and fro ; 

And playcn songes on a smal ribible ; 

Therto he song somtime a loud quinible. 

And as wel coud he play on a giteme. 

In all the toun n’as brewhous ne taveme, 

That he ne visited with his solas, 

Ther as that any galliard tapstere was 
But soth to say he was somdel squaimous 
Of farting, and of speche dangerous. 

This Absolon, that joly was and gay, 

Goth with a censer on the holy day, 

Censing the wives of the pansh faste, 

And many a lovely loke he on hem caste, 

And namely on this carpenteres wif: 

To loke on hire he thought a mery lif. 

She was so propre, and swete, and likerous. 

I dare wel sain, if she bad ben a mous. 

And be a cat, he wolde hire hente anon. 

This parish clerk, this joly Absolon, 

Hath 111 his herte swiche a love-longing. 

That of no wif toke he non offering ; 

For curtcsie, he sayd, he n’olde non. 

The Moone at night ful clere and bnghte sbon, 
And Absolon his giterne hath ytake, 

For paramours he thoughte for to wake. 

And forth he goth, jolif and amorous, 

Til he came to the carpenteres hous, 

A litel afte the cockes had ycrow, 

And dressed him up by a shot window, 

That was upon the carpenteres wal. 

He singeth in his vois gcntil and smal j 
“ Now, dere lady,^if thy wille be, 

I pray you that ye — wol rewe on me;" 

Ful wel accordant to his giteroing. 

This carpenter awoke, and herd him sing. 

And spake unto his wif, and said anon, 

** What, Alison, heres thou not Absolon, 

That chanteth thus under our boures wal ? 

And she answerd hire husbond therwithal; 

Yes, God wot, John, I here him every del.” 
’Fins passeth forth ; what wol ye bet than wel ? 
Fro day to day this joly Absolon 
So loveth hire, that him is wo-begon. 

He waketh all the night, and all the day, 

He kembeth his locki brode, and made him ga^ 
He woeth hire by menes and brocage. 

And swore he wolde ben hire owen page. 
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He singeth brokking as a nigbtiagale. 

He seat hire pinues, methe, and spiced ale, 
And xvafires piping hot oat of the giede : 

And for she was of town, he profered mede. 

For som folk wol be wonnon for nchesse. 

And som for strokes, and som with gentillesse. 

Somtime to shew his lightnesse and maistrie 
He plaieth Hemde on a ska£fold hie. 

But what availeth him as in this cas ? 

8 o loveth she this bendy Nicholas, 

That Absolon may blow the buckes home : 

He ne had for his labour but a scome. 

And thus she maketh Absolon hire ape, 

And all his emest tourneth to a jape. 

Ful soth is this proverbe, it is no he 5 

Men say right thus alway 3 “ The neighe slie 

Maketh oft time the fer leef to be lothe.” 

For though that Absolon be wood or wrothe, 
Because that he fer was from hire sight, 

This neighe Nicholas stood m his light. 

Now here thee wel, thou bendy Nicholas, 

For Absolon may waile at# amg alas. 

And so befell that on a Satmday, 

This carpenter was gon to Osenay, 

And bendy Nicholas and Alison 
Accorded ben to this conclusion, 

That Nicholas shal shapen him a wile 
This sely jalous husbond to begilc 5 
And if so were the game went aright, 

She shuld siepe in his armes alle night, 

For this was hire desire and his also. 

And right anon, withoulen wordes mo, 

This Nicholas no 1 eager wolde tarie, 

But doth ful soft unto his chambre caiie 
Both mete and dnnke for a day or twey. 

And to hire husbond bad hire for to sey, 
if that he axed after Nicholas, 

She shuld say, she n’istc not wber he was ; 

Of all the day she saw him not with eye. 

She trowed he was in som maladie, 

For for no crie hire maiden coud him calle 
He n' olde answer, for nothing that might falle. 

Thus passeth forth all tbilke Saturday, 

That Nicliolas still m his chambre lay, 

And ete, and slept, and did what him list 
Till Sunday, that the Sonne goth to rest 
This sely carpenter hath gret mervaile 
Of Nicholas or what thing might him aile. 

And said 3 am ad rad by Seint Tliomas 
U stondetli not a light witli Nicholas; 

God shilde that he died sodenly. 

This world is now ful tikel sikerly. 
i saw to-day a coips ybome to chCrcbe, 

That now on Monday last T saw him werche. 

** Go up’' (quoth he unto his knave) “anon 5 
Clepe at his dore, or knocke with a ston : 

Loke how it is, and tell roe boldely,’’ 

This knave goth him up ful sturdely, 

And at the chambre dorc while thht he stood, 
He cried and knocked as that he were wood : 

“ What how ? what do ye, xtiaister Nicholay ? 
How may ye slepen all the longo day 
But all for nought, he herde not a word. 

An hole lie fond ful low upon the bord, 

Thcr os the cat was wont in for to crepe. 

And at that hole he lokod in ful depe. 

And at the last he had of him a sight. 

Ttus, Nicholas sat ever gaping upright, 

As he had kyked on the newe Mone. 

Adoun he, goth, and telleth his maister 
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In what array he saw this like man. 

This carpenter to blissen him began, 

And saidj “ Now helpe us Seinte Fridcswidc. 

A man wote htel what shal him betide. 

This man is fallen with his astronomie 
In som woodnesse or in som agonic 
I thought ay wel how that it shulde be. 

Men shulde not know of Goddes privctce- 
Ya blessed be alway a lewed roan, 

That nought but only his bolcve cam 
So fevd another clerk with astronomic 3 
He walked in the felds for to prie 
Upon the sterres, what there shuld befall 0 , 

Till he was in a marlepit yfallc. 

He saw not that. But yet by Somt Thomas 
Me reweth sore of bendy Nicholas: 

He shal be rated of his studying, 

If that I may, by Jesus, Hcven king. 

“ Get me a stnf, that T may «ndci>pojt 
While that thou, Kobin, hevest of the dorc : 

He shal out of his studying, as I gesso.** 

And to the chambre dorc he gan him dre‘iS(^ 

His knave was a strong carl for the nones. 

And by the haspe he haf it of at ones 5 
Into the ftore the doie fell anon* 

This Nicholas sat ay as t,lille as n ston, 

And ever he gaped upwaril into the cire. 

This carpenter wead he were in despeirc, 

And hent him by the shuWers migbtUy, 

And shoke him hard, and cried spitously ; 

“ What, Nicholas ^ what how man ? lokc adnnn 
Awake, and thinkc on Cnstes passionn. 

I crouche thee from elves, and from wightes,” 
Therwith the nightspel said he anon rightes, 

On foure halves of the hous aboute. 

And on the threswold of the dorc withoute. 

“ Jesu Crist, and Seint Bcnedight, 

Blibsc thh hous from every wicked wight, 

Fro the uightes mare, the witc Pater-nonterj 
Whei woncst thou Semt Peters sustcr?** 

And at the last this bendy Nicholas 
Gan for to siken sore, and said ; “ Alas * 

Shal all the world bo lost eftsones now ?*' 

This carpenter answered ; ** What saicst Ihoti i 
What? thiiike on God, as we do, men that swinUc 
This Nicholas answered ; “ Fetch tne a drmkc 
And after wol I speke in privetcc 
Of certain thing that touclietli thee and me : 

I v(ol tell it non other man certain 
This carpenter goth doun, and comctli again, 
And brought of mighty ale a largif quart ; 

And whan that echeor hem had dronkm his part 
This Nicholas his dorc faste shette, 

And doun the carpenter by him he settc, 

And saidc; ” John, min hoste Ictfe and dorc, 
Thou sbalt upon thy treuthe swore me hero, 

That to no wight thou sbalt my ctmsell wrey : 
For it is Cristes conseil that I say, 

And if thou tell it man, thou art ibrk>re ; 

For this vengeance thou shaft have therefow. 
That if thou wreye me, thou shaft b<* wood,” 

“ Nay, Crist forbede it fbr hit holy blood,** 
Quod tho this sely roan ; “lam no labbe, 

Ne though 1 say it, I n*am not lefe to gabbe. 

Say what thou wolt, I shal it never tdlc 
To child ne wif, by him thatharwed Ihlle.** 

“ Now, John,” (quod Nicholas) “ I woi not lie 
I have yfouiidc in min astrologie, 

As I have loked in the Moone bright, 

'fhat now on Monday next, at quarter night. 
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Shal fall a ram, and that so wild and wood 
That half so gret was never Noes flood. 

This world’' (he said) ** in lesse than in an houre 
Shal al be dreint, so hidous is the shoure : 

Thus shal mankmde drenche, and lese hir lif.” 

This carpenter answerd ; “ Alas my wif ! 

And shal she drenche? alas mm Alisoun 
Forsorwe of this he fell almost adoun,” 

And said ; “ Is ther no remedy in this cas ?’* 

“ Why yes, for God,” quod bendy Nicholas; 

“ If thou wolt werken after lore and rede ; 

Thou maist not werken after thin owen hede. 

For thus saith Salomon, that was ful trewe ; 

Werke all by conseil, and thou slialt not rewe. 

And if thou werken wolt by good conseil, 

I undertake, withouten mast or seyl, 

Yet shal I saven hire, and thee and me. 

Hast thou not herd how saved was Noe, 

Whan that our Lord had warned him befome. 

That all the world with water shuld be lome ?” 

** Yes,” (quod this carpenter) “ful yore ago.” 

“ Hast thou not herd” (quod Nicholas) “ also 
The sorwe of Noe with his felawship, 

Or that he might get his wif to ship ? 

Him had he lever, I dare wel undertake, 

At thilke time, than all his wethers blake. 

That she had had a ship hireself alone. 

And therfore wost thou what is best to done ? 

This axeth hast, and of an hastif thing 
Men may not preche and maken tarying* 

Anon go get us fast into this in 
A kneding trough or elles a kemelyn. 

For eche of us ; but loke that they ben large. 

In which we mowen swimme as m a barge: 

And have therln vitaille su&ant 
But for a day j fie on the remenant ; ^ 

The water shall aslake and gon away 
Abouten prime upon the nexte day. 

But Bobin may uot wete of this, thy knave, 

Ne eke thy mayden Gille 1 xoay not save : 

Axe not why ; for though thou axe me, 

I wol not tellen Goddes privetee. 

Sufficeth thee, but if thy wittes madde, 

To have as gret a grace as Noe hadde. 

Thy wif shal I wel saveu out of doute. 

Go now thy way, and spede thee hereaboute. 

** But whan thou hast for hire, and thee, and me, 
Ygeten us these kneding tubbes thre, 

Than shalt thou heng hem in the roofe ful hie. 
That no man of our purveyance espie : 

And whan thou hast don thus as I have said, 

And bast our vitaille faire in hem ylaid, 

And eke an axe to smite the cord a-two 
Whan that the water cometh, that we may go, 
And breke an hole on high upon the gable 
Unto the gardm ward, over the stable. 

That we may firely possen forth our way, 

VHian that the grete shoure is gon away. 

Than shal thou swim as mery, X undertake. 

As doth the white doke after hire ,c|rake£ 

Than wol I clepe, * How AUsop, how John, 

Be mery : for the flopfl wol pasye anon.' 

And thou wolt sain, * Haile maister.Nicholay, 
Good morwe, I see thee wel, for it is day.* 

And than shall we bo lordes all our lif 
Of all the world, as Noe and his wif. 

But of 0 thing I warae thee ful right. 

Be wel avised on that like nigXit, 

That we ben entred into sbippes bord, 

That non of us n« speke not.o word^ 


Ne clepe ne cne, but be in his praiere, 

For it is Goddes owen heste dere. 

“ Thy wif and thou moste hangen fer a-twinne. 
For that betwixen you shal be no sinne. 

No more in loking than ther shal in dede. 

This ordinance is said ; go, God thee spede. 
To-morwe at night, whan men ben all aslepe, 

Into our kneding tubbes wol we crepe. 

And sitten ther, abiding Goddes grace, 

Go now thy way, I have no longer space 
To make of this no longer sermonmg: 

Men sain thus : *Send the wise, and say nothing: 
Thou art so wise, it nedeth thee nought teche. 

Go, save our lives, and that I thee heseche.” 

This sely carpenter goth forth his way, 

Ful oft he said “ Alas, and wala wa,” 

And to his wif he told his privetee. 

And she was ware, and knew it bet than he 
What all this quemte cast was for to sey. 

But natheles she ferde as she wold dey. 

And said ; Alas ! go forth thy way anon. 

Heipe us to scape, or we be ded eche on. 

I am thy trewe veray wedded wif; 

Go, dere spouse, and heipe to save our lif/* 

Ix), what a gret thing is affection. 

Men may die of imagination. 

So depe may impression be take. 

This sely carpenter beginneth quake : 

Him thinketh veraily that he may see 
Noes flood comen walwing as the see 
To drenchen Alison, his hony dere. 

He wepeth, waileth, maketh sory chere ; 

He siketh, with fbl many a sory swough* 

He goth and geteth him a kneding trough. 

And after a tubbe, and a kemelin, 

And prively he sent hem to his m : 

And heng hem in the roof in privetee. 

His owen bond than made he ladders three. 

To climben by the renges and the stalkes 
Unto the tubbes hopging in the b^kes ; 

And vitialled botbe Immeliii, trough and tubhe, 
With bred and chese, and good ale in a jnbbUi 
Sufficing right ynow as for a day. 

But er that be had made all this array, 

He sent his knave, and eke his wenche sflso 
Upon his nede to London for to go. 

And on the Monday, whan it drew to night. 

He' shette his, dove, withouten candel light. 

And dressed all thing as it shnlde bee. 

And shortly up they clomben alle three. 

They sitten stille wel a furlong way. 

“ Now, Paier noster, ejum,*' said Nicholay,. 

And “ Clum,” quod John, and “ Glum,’* said Alison: 
This carpenter said his devotion, 

And still he sit, andbiddeth his praiere. 

Awaiting on the rain, if he it here. 

The dede slepe, fhr wery besincsse, 

Fell on this carpenter^ right as I gesse, 

Abouten curfew-timei, or litel more. 

For travaille of his-gost he gronetb sore^ 

And eft he routeth, for his hed mislay- 
Poun of the ladder stalketh Nicholay, 

And Alison ful soft adoun hire spedde. 

Withouten wordes mo they went to bedde^ 

Ther as the carpenter was wont to lie; 

Ther was the revel, and the melodie. 

And thus lith Alison, and Nicholas, 

In beslnesse of mirthe and in solas, ^ 

Til that the bell of gsa^ tx> ritog» 

And fteres in the ebaissel gon to sing* 
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This parish clerk, this amorous Absolon, 

That IS for love alway so wo-bee:on, 

Upon the Monday was at Osenay 

With compagnie, him to disport and play ; 

And asked upon cas a cloisterer 
Ful prively after John the carpenter j 
And he drew him apart out of the chirche. 

He said, “ I n’ot; I saw him not here wirche 
Sith Saturday j T trow that he be went 
For timbre, ther our abbot hath him sent. 

For he is wont for timbre for to go, 

And dwellen at the Grange a day or two: 

Or elles he is at his hous certain, 

Wher that he be, I cannot sothly sain.** 

This Absolon fal joly was and light. 

And thoughte, now is time to wake al night, 

For sikerly, I saw him nat stiring 
About his dore, sin day began to spring. 

So mote I thnve, I shal at cockes crow 
Ful prively go knocke at his window. 

That stant ful low upon his boures wall : 

To Alison wol I now tellen all 
My love-longing, for yet I shall not misse, 

That at the leste way I shal hire kisse. 

Some maner comfort shal I have parfay. 

My mouth hath itched all this longe day : 

That is a signe of kissing at the leste. 

All night me mette eke, T was at a feste. 

Therfore I wol go slepe an houre or twey, 

And all the night than wol I wake and pley.** 
Whan that the firste cocke ha£h crowe, anon 
Up rist this joly lover Absolon, 

And him arayeth gay, at point devise. 

But first he cheweth grem and licorise, 

To smelleu sote, or he had spoke with here. 

Under his tongc a trewe love he here. 

For therby wend he to ben gracious. 

He cometh to the carpenteres hous, 

And still he stant under the shot window; 

Unto his brest it raught, it was so low ; 

And soft be cougheth with a semisoun. 

** What do ye honycoinbe, swete Alisoun ? 

My faire bird, my swete sinamome. 

Awaketh, lemman min, and speketh to me. 

Pul litel tlikken ye upon my wo, 

That for your love X'swete ther as I go. 

No wondOr is though that I swelte and swete, 

I mounte as doth a lamb after the tete. 

Ywis, lemman, T have swiche love-longing. 

That like a turtel trewe is my mourning. 

I ifiay not ete no more than a maid.** 

** Go fro the ifrindow, jacke fool,** she said : 

** As helpe me God, it wol not be, compame. 

X love another, or elles I were to blame, 
t^el bet than thee by Jesu, Absolon 
Go forth thy way, or I wol cast a ston; 

And let me slepe ; a twenty divel way.** 

“ Alas *** (quod Absolon) “ and wsda wa ! 

That trewe love was ever so yvd besette : 

Than kisse me, sin that it may be no bette, 

For Jesus love, and for the love of me.’* 

** Wilt thou then go thy way therwitb ?** quod she. 

Ya certes, lemman,” quod this Absolon. 

** Than make thee redy,*’ (quod she) I come anon.** 
This Absolon doun set him on his knees, 

And saide ; I am a lord at all degrees : 

For after this I hope ther cometh more ; 

Lemman, thy grace, and, swete bird, thyn ore.*’ 

. The window she undoth, and that in haste, [faste* 
** Have don,** (quod she) ‘*come of, and spedethee 
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Lest that our neighebourcs thee espie.’* 

This Absolon gan wipe his mouth ful drie. 

Derke was the night, as pitch or as the cole, 

And at the window she put out hire hole, 

And Absolon him felle ne betne wers. 

But with his mouth he kist hire naked ers 
Ful savorly, er he was ware of this. 

Abak be sterte, and thought it was amis. 

For wel he wist a woman hath no herd. 

He felt a thing all rowe, and long yherd, 

And saide ; “ Fy, alas I what have I do ? 

“ Te he,*’ quod she, and clap* the window to ; 
And Absolon goth forth a sory pas. 

I ** A herd, a herd,’* said bendy Nicholas ; 

I “ By goddes corpus, this goth faire and wel *’ 

This sely Absolon herd every del, 

I And on his lippe he gan for anger bite ; 

And to himself he said, “ I shal thee quite.’* 

Who rubbcth now, who froteth now his lippes 
With dust, with sond, with straw, with cloth, with 
1 But Absolon? that saith full oft, ** Alas ! [chippes, 
My soule betake I unto Satbanas, 

But me were lever than all this touii** (quod he) 

“ Of this despit awroken for to be. 

Alas • alas • that I ne had yblent-’* 

His hote love is cold, and all yqueint. 

For fro that time that he had kist hire ers, 
j Of paramours ne raught he not a kers, 
j For he was heled of his maladie $ 

Ful often paramours he gan defie. 

And wepe as doth a child that is ybete. 

A softe pas he went him over the strete 
Until a smith, men callen dan Gerveis, 

That ID his forge smithed plow-hameis ; 

He sharpeth share and cultre besily. 

This Absolon knocketh all esily, 

And said ; “ Undo, Gerveis, and that anon.*’ 

“ What, who art thou>** ** It api I Absolon.*' 
i “ What? Absolon, what ? Cristes swete tre. 

Why rise ye so rath ? ey benedwiVf 
I What eileth you ? some gay girlc, God it wote, 

I Hath brought you thus upon the viretote : 

I By Semt Neote, ye wote wel what I menc.'* 

This Absolon ne raughte not a bene 
Of all his play ; no word again he yaf. 

He hadde more tawe on his distaf 
Than Gerveis knew, and saide ; Friend so dere, 
That hote culter in the cheminec here 
As lene it me, I have therwith to don : 

I wol it bring again to thee ful sone.’* 

Gerveis answered ; ** Certes, wore it gold, 

Or in a poke nobles all untold, 

Thou shuldest it have, as I am a trewe smith. 

Ey, Cristes foot, what wol ye don therwith ?** 

“ Therof,** quod Absolou, ** be as tt may; 

I shal wel tellen thee another day :** 

And caught the culter by the colde state, 

Ful soft out at the dore he gan to stale, 

And went unto the carpenteres wait 
He coughed first, and knocked therwlthall 
Upon the window, right as he did er. 

This Alison answered; ** Who is ther 
That knocketh so ? X warrant him a thefe.** 

" Nay, nay,’* (quod he) **Ood wpt, my swete lefc, 
I am thm Absobo, tby derditig. 

Of gold** (quod he) I have thee brought a ring, 
My mother yave it me, so God me save, 

Pul fine it is, and therto wel ygrave: 

This wol I yeven thee, if thou me kisse.'* 

This Nicholas was risen for to pisse, 
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And thought he wolde atnenden all the jape, 

He shulde kisse his ers er that he scape : 

And up the window did he hastily, 

And out his ers he putteth pnvely 
Over the buttok, to the hanche bon. 

And therwitb spake this clerk, this Absolon, 

“ Speke swete bird, I n’ot not wher thou art.*' 
This Nicholas anon let fleen a fart. 

As gret as it had ben a thonder dint, 

That with the stroke he was wel me yblint: 

And he was redy with his yren hote, 

And Nicholas amid the ers he smote. 

Off goth the skinne an hondbrede al aboute. 
The hote culter brenned so his toute. 

That for the smert he wened for to die ; 

As he were wood, for wo he gan to crio, 

Help, water, water, help for Goddes herte.*' 
The carpenter out of his slomber sterte. 

And herd on crie water, as he were wood, 

And thought, Alas, now cometh Noes flood.** 
He set him up withouten wordes mo. 

And with his axe he smote the cord atwo ; 

And doun goth all ; he fond ncyther to selle 
Ne breed ne ale, til he came to the selle, 

Upon the flore, and ther aswoune he lay. 

Up sterten Alison and Nicholay, 

And cneden, Out and harow !*’ in the strete. 
The neigheboures bothe smale and grete 
Tn rannen, for to gauren on this man, 

That yet aswoune lay, bothe pale and wan : 

For with the fall he brosten hath his arm. 

But stonden he must unto his owen harm. 

For whan he spake, he was anon bore doun 
With bendy Nicholas and Alisoun. 

They tolden every man that he was wood j 
He was agaste so of Noes flood 
Thurgh fantasie, that of his vanitee 
He had ybought him kneding tubhes three. 

And had hem honged in the roof above ; 

And that be praied hem for Goddes love 
To sitten in the roof par cmpagnte. 

The folk gan laughen at his fantasie. 

Into the roof they kyken, and they gape, 

And turned all his harm into a jape. 

For what so that this carpenter answerd, 

It was for nought, no man his reson her^ 

With othes gret he was so swome adoun, 

That he was holden wood in all the loan. 

For everich clerk anon right held with other ; 
They said, the man was wood, my leve brother $ 
And every wight gan laughen at this strif. 

Thus swived was the carpenieres wif, 

For all his keping, and his jalousie ; 

And Absolon bath kist hire nether eye; 

And Nicholas is scalded in the toute. 

This tale is don, and God save all the route. 
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WttAa folk han laughed at this nice oas 
Of Absolon and bendy Nicholas, 

Diverse folk diversely they saide. 

But for the more part they lought and plaids; 

Ne at this tale 1 saw no man him greve, 

But it were only Osewold the Reve. 

Because he was of carpenteres craft, 

A Utel ire is in bis herte ylaft; 

He gan to grutch and hlamen it a lite. 

So the ik," quod he^ “ ful wel coude i; him quite 


With blering of a proude milleres eye. 

If that me list to speke of ribaudrie. 

But ik am olde; me list not play for age; 

Gras time is don, my foddre is now forage. 

This white top writeth min olde yeres; 

Min herte is also mouled as min heres ; 

But if I fare as doth an open-ers ; 

That like fruit is ever lenger the wers, 

Til it be roten in mullok, or in stre. 

“ We olde men, I drede, so faren we. 

Til we be roten, can we not be ripe ; 

We hoppe alway, while that the world wolpipe; 
For in our wil ther stiketh ever a nayl, 

To have a bore bed and a grene tayl, 

As hath a leke; for though our might be gon, 
Our will desireth folly ever in on : 

For whan we may not don, than wol we speken. 
Yet in our ashen cold is fire yreken. 

“ Foure gledes han we, which 1 shal devise, 
Avaunting, lying, anger, and covetise. 

These foure sparkes Jongen unto elde. 

Our olde limes mow wel ben unwelde. 

But will ne shal not faillen, that is sothe. 

And yet have I alway a coltes tothe. 

As many a yere as it is passed henne, 

Sin that my tappe of lif began to renne. 

For sikerly, whaa I was borne, anon 
Deth drow the tappe of lif, and let it gon : 

And ever sith hath so the tappe yronne, 

HI that almost all empty is the tonne. 

The streme of lif now droppeth on the chimbt 
The sely touge may wel ringe and chimbe 
I Of wretchednesse, that passed is ful yore: 

I With olde folk, save dotage, is no more.** 

I Whan that our hoste had herd this sennoning, 
He gan to speke as lordly as a king, 

And sayde ; “ What amounteth all this wit ? 
What? shall we speke all day of holy writ ? 

The divel made a Reve for to preche, 

Or of a souter a shipman, or a lecbe. 

** Say forth thy tale, and taiy not the time: 
Lo Depeford, and it is halfway prime : 

Jj> Grenewich, ther many a shrew is inne. 

It were al time thy tale to beginne.** 

“ Now, sires,'* quod this Osewold the Reve, 

“ I pray you alle, that ye not you greve. 

Though I answere, and somdel set his howve. 

For leful is with force force off to showve. 

This dronken Miller hath ytold us here, 

How that begiled was a carpentere, 

Paraventure in scome, for 1 am on: 

And by your leve, I shal him quite anon. 

Right in his cheries tenues wol 1 speke. 

1 pray to God his necke mote to-breke 
He can wel in min eye seen a stalk, 

But in his owen he cannot seen a balk.'* 
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At Trompington, not fer fro Cantebrigge, 

Ther goth a brook, and over that a brigge. 

Upon the whiche brook ther stont a mdk: 

And this is veray sotbe, that 1 yen telle. 

A miller was ther dwelling many a day, 

As any peacok he was pronde and gay : 

Pipen he coude, and ftshe, and nettes bete. 

And tumen cuppes, and wrasrien wel, and shete. 
Ay by his belt he bare a bng payiade, 

And of a swerd ful trenobant was the blade, 
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A joly popper bare he in his pouche ; 

Ther n*as no man for peril dorst him touche. 

A Shefeld thwitel bare he in his hose 
Kouncl was his face, and camuse was his nose. 

As pilled as an ape was his skull. 

He was a market-beter at the 
Therdorste no wight bond upon him legge, 

That he ne swore he shuld anon abegge. 

A tbefe be was forsoth, of com and mele. 

And that a she, and usant for to stele. 

His name was hoten deinons Sinaekin. 

A wif he hadde, comen of noble km : 

The pei-son of the toun hire father was. 

With hire he yaf ful many a panpe of bras. 

For that Simk'm shuld in his blood allie. 

She was yfostered in a nonnerie: 

For Simkin wolde no wif, as he sayde, 

But she were wel ynounshed, and a maydc, 

To saven his estat of yemaniie ; 

And she was proud, and i>eit as is a pie. 

A ful faire sight was it upon hem two. 

On holy dayes befome lure wold he go 
With his tipet ybounde about bis bed ; 

And she came after in a gite of red. 

And Simkin hadde hosen of the same. 

Ther dorste no wight clepen hire but dame : 

Was non so hardy, that went by the way, 

That with hire dorste rage Or ones play, 

But if he wold be slain of Simekin 
With pavade, or with knif, or bodekin. 

(For jaJous folk ben perilous evermo ; 

Algate they wold hir wives wenden so.) 

And eke for she was smodel smoterlich, 

She was as digne as water in a dich, 

And al so ful of hoker, and of bismare. 

Hire thougbte that a ladie shuld hire spare, 
What for hire kinrede, and hire nortclrie, 

That she had lemed in the nonnerie. 

A doughter hadden they betwixt hem two 
Of twenty yere, witliouten any mo, 
jiving a child tliat was of half yere age. 

In cradle it lay, and was a ptopre page. 

This wenche thicke and wel ygrowen was. 

With camuse nose, and eyen grey as glas j 
With bnttokes bro^, and brestes round and hie ; 
But right faire was hire here, I yrol nat he- 
The person of the toun, for she was faire, 

In purpos was to maken Ure his haire 
Both of bis cate], and of his mesuage, 

And strange he made it of biie manage. 

His purpos was for to bestowe hire hie 
Into som worthy blood of ancestrie. 

For holy chirches good mote ben despended 
On holy chirches blood that is descended. 
Therfore he wolde bis holy-blood honoure, 
Though that he holy chirche shuld devoure. 

Gret soken hath this miller out of doute 
With whete and malt, of all the land aboute ; 
And namely ther was a gret college 
Men clepe the Soler hall at Cantebrege, 

Ther was hit whete and eke hir malt yground. 
And on a day it happed in a stound, 

Sike lay the manciple on a’maladie. 

Men wenden wisly that he shulde die. 

For which this miller stale both mele and com 
An hundred times more than beibro. 

For tberbefom he stale but curteisly, 

But now he was a thefe outrageously. 

Vor which the wardem chidde and made fare, 
But therof set the miller not a tare 5 
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He naked host, and swore it n^as not so. 

Than weie thei yonge poure scoleres two, 

That dwelten in the halle of which I say j 
Testif they were, and lusty for to play 5 
And only for hir mirth and revelrie 
Upon the wardcin besily they cne, 

To yeve hem leve but a litel stound, 

To gen to mille, and seen hir com yground : 

And hardily they dorsten lay hir necke. 

The miller shuld not stele hem half a peckc 
Of com by sleightc, nc by force hem reve. 

And at the last the wardein yave hem leve : 

John hightc that on, and Alem highte that other, 
Of o toun were they born, that highte Strother, 

Fer in the north, I can not tellen whore, 

This Alein maketh redy all his gerc, 

And on a hors the sak he cast anon ; 

Forth goth Alda the clerk, and also John, 

With good swerd and with bokeler by hir side, 
John knew the way, him neded not no guide. 

And at the mille the sak adoun ho laitb. 

Alein spake first ; All haile, Simond, in faith. 
How fares thy faire daughter, and thy wif? 

“ Alein, welcome” (quod Simkin) “ by my lif, 
And John also: how now, what do ye here ?” 

“ By God, Simond,” (quod John) “ nedehas mi pere. 
Him behoves serve kims(»lf that has na swain, 

Or dies he is a fooU as clerkes sain. 

Our manciple 1 hope he wol he ded, 

Swa werkes ay the wanges in his bed : 

And therfore is I come, and eke Alein, 

To grind our corn and cary it hame agein : 

I pi ay you spede us henen that we may.” 

" It shal be don” (quod Simkin) by may fay. 
What wol ye don while that it is in hand 
** By God, right by the hopper wol I stand,” 
(Quod John) ** and seen how that the com gas in« 

I Yet saw I never by my fader km. 

How that the hopper wagges til and fra.” 

Alem answered ; “ John, and wolt thou swa ? 
Than wol I be benethe by my croun, 

And see how that the mele fallcs adoun 
In til the trogb, that shal be my disport : 

For, John, in faith I may bci» of your sort; 

I is as ill a miller as is ye.” 

This miller smiled at hir nicetee, 

And thought, All this nMs don but for a wile. 
They wenen that no man may hem beetle. 

But by my thrift yet shal I blere hir cie, 

For all the slcighte in bir philosophic. 

The more queinte knakkes that they make, 

The more wol 1 stele whan that I take* 

In stede of Oour yet wol 1 yeve hem bren. 

The gretest clerkes ben not the wisest men, 

As whilom to the wolf thus spake the mare: 

Of all hir art ne count I not a tare.” 

Out at the dore he goth ful pr.vely. 

Whan that he saw his time, softely. 

He loketh up and doun, til he hath fbuml 
The clerkes hors, ther as be stood ybound 
Behind the mille, under a levesell : 

And to the hors he goth him fhiro and 
And stripeth of the bridal right aiion» 

And whan the hors was laus, be gan to gon 
Toward the fen, ther wilde mates renne, 

And forth, with webee, tburgh thick add tblnne. 
^is miller goth again, no word he said^ 
nut doth his note, and ^ith these clerkes plaid, 
*^ill that hir com was thire and wel yground. 

And whan the mele is sacked and ybound, 
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Thi=i John goth out, and fint his hors away, 

And gan to one, “ Harow and wala wa 1 
Our hors js lost : Alem, for Gkidde’s banes. 

Step on thy feet , come of, man, al at anes : 

Alaa ' our wardein has his palfrey lorn.” 

This Alem al forgat both mele and corn 
Al was out of his mind his husbandrie: 

What, whilke way is he gon he gan to cric. 
The wif came leping inward at a renne. 

She sayd ; “ Alas ’ yonre hors goth to the fenne 
With Wilde tnaies as fast as he may go. 

Unfhank come on his bond that bond him so. 

And he that better shuld have knit the rein.” 

“ Alas’” quod John, “ Alein, for Christes pein 
Lay douu thy swerd, and I slial mm alswa. 

I IS ful wight, God wate, as is a ra. 

By Goddes sauIe he shal not scape ns bathe. 

Why ne had thou put the capel in the lathe ? 

Ill haile, Alem, by God thou is a fonne/' 

'riieso sely devices ban ful fast yronne 
Towaid the fen, bothe Alem and eke John: 

And whan tho miller saw that they were gon. 

He half a bushel of hir flour hath take, 

And bad his wif go knede it in a cake. 

He sayd ; “ I trow, the clerkes were aferde. 

Yet can a miller make a clerkes berde, 

For all his art. Ye, let hem gon hir way. 

Lo wher they gon. Ye, let the children pla3J’ : 
They get him not so lightly by my cioiin,” 

These sely clerkes rennen np and doun 
With “ Kepe, kepc ; stand, ^tand ; .lossa, warderere. 
Ga whistle thou, and I shal kepe-liim here.” 

But shortly, til that it was veray night 
They coude not, though the3'’ did all hir might, 

Hu capcl catch, he ran alway so fast ; 

Til in a diche they caught him at the last. 

Wery and wet, as be&tes in the rain, 

Gjmeth sely John, and with him cometh Alein. 

Alas,” quod John, “ the day that I was borne I 
Now are we driven til hethrog and til soome. 

Our com is stolne, men wol us fbnnes calle, 

Both the wardein, and eke our felawcs alle, 

And namely the, miller, wala wal” 

Ihus plaineth John, as he goth by the way 
Toward the mille, and bayard m bis bond. 

The miller sitting by the fire he fond, 

For It was night, and forther might they nought, 
But for the love of God they him besought 
Of herberwe and of ese, as for hzr peny. 

The miller saide agen, “ If thcr be any, 

Swiche as it is, yet shuU ye have your part. 

Myn boas is stroit, but ye have lerned ait j 
Ye can by arguments maken a place 
A mile brode, of twenty foot of space. 

Let see now if this place may suffice, 

Or make it roume with speche, as is your gise.” 

Now, Si mond,” said this John, “by Seint Cuthberd 
Ay is thou mcry, and that is fair© answerd. 

I have herd say, man sal take of twa thingcs, 

Sllkc as he Andes, or slike as he bringes. 

But specially I pray thee, hoste derc. 

Gar us have mete and drinko, and make us chore. 
And we sal paicn trewely at the full : 

With empty hand, men may na hankes lull 
Lo here our silver redy for to spend.” 

' This miller to the toun his doughtor send 
For ale and bred, and rested hem a goos. 

And bond hir hors, ho shuld no more go loos : 

And in his owen chambre hem mad a bedde. 

With shetes and with chalons faire yspredde, > 
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Nat from his owen bed ten foot or twelve : 

His doughter had a bed all by hireselve, 

Right m the s-ame chambre by and by : 

It mighte be no bet, and cause why, 

Ther was no roumer herberwe in the place. 
They soupen, and they speken of solace, 

And dnnken ever strong ale at the best. 
Abouten midnight wente they to rest, 

Wei hath this miUer vemished his hed. 

Ful pale he was, fbr-dronken, and nought red. 
He yoxeth, and he speketh thuigh the nose. 
As he were on the quakke, or on the pose. 

To bed he goth, and with him goth his wif : 

As any jay she light was and jolif. 

So was hire joly whistle wel ywette. 

The cradel at hirs beddes feet was sette, 

To rocken, and to yeve the child to souke. 

And whan that dronken was all in the crouk© 
To bedde went the doughter right anon. 

To bedde goth' Alem, and also John. 

Ther n'as no more ; nedeth hem no dwale. 
This miller hath so wisly bibbed ale, 

That as an hors he snorteth m Ins slepe, 

Ne of his tail behind he toke no kepe. 

His wif bare him a burdon a ful strong ; 

Men might hir ronting heren a furlong. 

The wenche louteth eke per compagme* 

Alem the clerk that herd this melodic, 

He poketh John, and sayde : “ Slepest thou ^ 
Hardest thou ever slike a song er now ? 

Lo whilke a complin is ymell hem alle. 

A wilde fire upon hir bodies falle, 

Wha heikned ever slike a ferly thing ? 

Ye, they shall have the flour of yvel ending. 
This lange night ther tides me no reste. ^ 

But yet na force, all shal be for the beste. 
For, John,” sayd he^ “ as ever mote I thnve, 
If that I may, yon wenche wol I swive. 

Some esement has lawe yshapen us. 

For, John, ther is a lawe that saieth thus, 
That if a man in o iioini be agreved, 

That in another he shal be releved. 

Our com is stolne, spthly it is na nay, 

And we ban had an yvel fit to-day. 

And sin I shal have nan amendement 
\gain m5^ losse, I wol have an esement: 

By Godde’s saule, it shal nan* other be,” 

This John answered j “ Alem, kvise thee ; 
The mdlcr is a pculons man,” he sayde. 

“ And if that he out of his slepe abraide, 
TIe*mighte don us bathe a vilanie.” 

Alem answered , “ I count him nat a flic.” 
And up ho list, and by the wenche he crept. 
This wenche lay upright, and faste slept. 

Til he so nigh was, er she might espie, 

That it had ben to late for to ciie : 

And shortly for to say, they were at on. 

Now play, Alein, for I wol speke of John. 

This John lith still a fmlong way or two, 
And to himself he maketh routh and wo. 

“ Alasl” quod he, “ this is a wicked jape; 
Now may I say, that X is but an ape. 

Yet has my felaw somwhat for his harme j 
1 He has the miller's doughter in his aime: 

He aimtred him, and hath his nodes spedde, 
j And X lie as a draf-sak in my bedde ; 

I And whan this jape is tald another day, 
t T shal be balden a dafife or a cokenay : 

I I wol anse, and aontre it by my fe-y t 
tTnhaidy is unsely, thus men say.” 
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And up he rose, and softely he went 
Unto the cradel, and in his hand it hent, 

And bare it soft unto his beddes fete. 

Sone after this tlie wif hire routing lete, 

And gan awake, and went hire out to pisse, 

And came again, and gan the cradcl misse, 

And groped here and ther, but she fond non. 

“ Alas quod she, “ I had almost misgon. 

I had almost gon to the clerkes bedde. 

Ey henedicitCf than had I foule yspedde.'* 

And forth she goth, til she the cradel fond. 

She gi'opeth alway fortber with hire bond. 

And fond the bed, and thonghte nat but good, 
Because that the cradel by it stood, 

And n’lstc wlier she was, for it was derk, 

But faire and wel she crept in by the clerk, 

And lith ful still, and wold han caught a slepe. 
Within a while this John the cleik up lepe, 

And on tins good© wif he laieth on sore; 

So mery a fit ne had she nat ful yore, 
lie pnketh hard and depe, as he were mad. 

This joly Ilf han these two clerkes lad, 

Til that the thndde cok began to sing. 

Alein wex wene in the morwening, 

For he had swonken all the longe night, 

And sayd ; “ Farewel, Malkin, my swete wight- 
The day is come, I may no longer bide. 

But evermo, wher so I go or ride, 

I is thin awen clerk, so have I hele.*' 

“ Now, dere lemman,” quoth she, “ go farewelc • 
But or thou go, o thing 1 wol thee tell. 

Whan that thou wendest homeward by the mell. 
Right at the entree of the dore behind 
Thou shalt a cake of half a bushel find, 

That was ymaked of thin owen mele, 

Which that I halpe my fadter for to ^ele. 

And goode lemman, God thee save and kepe.*’ 
And with that word she gan almost to wepe. 

Alem uprist and thought, er that it daw 
I wol go crepen in by my felaw : 

And fond the cradel at his hand anon. 

By God,” thought he, ** all wrang t have misgoii : 
My bed is tottie of my swink to night. 

That maketh me that 1 gott^f aright. 

I wot wel by the cradel 1 have misgo ; 

Here lith the miller and his wif also. 

And forth he goth a twenty divel way 
Unto the bed, ther as the miller lay. 

He wend have cropen by his felaw John, 

And by the miller in he crept anon, 

And caught him by thenekke, and gan him shake. 
And sayd; ** Thou John, thou swineshed, awake 
For Ciistes saule, and here a noble game: 

For by that lord that called is Seint Jame, 

As I have tbries as in this short night 
Swived the millets dougnter bolt-upright. 

While thou hast as a coward ben agast.” 

“ Ye, false harloV’ quod the miller, ** hast? 

A false traitour, false clerk,” quod he, 

“ Thou shalt be ded by Godde’s dignitee. 

Who doibte be so bold to disparage 
My doughter, that is come of ^wiche linage. 

And by the throte-bolle he caught Alem, 

And he him hent dcspitously again, 

And on the nose he smote him with his fist ; 

Uoun ran the blody streme upon his brest : 

And m the flore with nose and mouth to-brok 
7Tiey walwe, as don two pigges in a poke. 

And up they gon, and doun again anon, 

Td that the miller spomed at a stoii, 
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And doun he fell backwaid upon his wif, 

That wiste nothing of this nice stiif : 

For she was fall aslepe a Iitel wight 
With John the clerk, that waked had all night : 
And with the fall out of hire slope she braide 
“ Helpe, holy crois of Broueholme,” she sayde, 

“ In minus iuasj Lord, to thee I call. 

Awake, Simond, the feud is on me fall ; 

Myn hezte is broken , helpe; I n^am but dod ; 
Ther hth on up my woinbc, and up myu hed, 
Helpe, Siinkm, for the false clerkes fight.” 

This John steit up as fast as ever he might, 

And graspeth by the walles to and fro 
To find a staf, and she stert up also, 

And knew the estres bet than did this John, 

And by the wall she toke a staf anon : 

And «iaw a litel shemering of a light. 

For at an hole in shone the Mone bright, 

And by that light she baw hem bothe two. 

But sikerly she nhste who was who, 

But os she saw a white thing in hire eye. 

And whan she gan this white thing espic, 

She wend the clerk had wered a volupere ; 

And with the staf she drow ay uere and neie, 

And wend han hit this Alem atte full, 

1 And smote the miller on the pilled skull, 

That doun he goth, and cried, ** Harrow • I die.” 
1'hisc clerkes bete him wel, and let him lie, 

And greithcn hem, and take hir bors anon, 

And eke hir mele, and on hir way they gon : 

And at the mille dore eke they toke hir cake 
Of half a bushel flour, ful wel ybake. 

Thus is the proude miller wel ybete, 

And hath ylost the grinding of the whete. 

And paied for the souper every del 
Of Alem and of John, that bete him wcl ; 

His wif IS swived, and his doughter als ; 

Lo, swichc it IS a miller to be fals. 

And theifore this proverbe is sayd ful sotU, 

Him tbar not winnen wcl that evil doth ; 

A gdour shal himself begilod be : 

And God that siteth hie in mage.stce 
Save all this compagnie, gret and smale. 

'Hius have I quit the miller m my tale. 


THE COKERS PIWlOGUE, 

The Coke of London, while the Reve spakts 
For joye (him thought) he clawed liim onthebak : 
“ A ha,” quod he, “ for Cristes passion, 

'rhis miller had a sharpe conchisioo. 

Upon this argument of herbergage. 

Wel sayde Salomon in his langagc, 

Ne bring not every man into thin hous, 

For herberwing by night is perilous. 

Wel ought a man avised for to be 
Whom that he brought into hiS privotee- 
1 prayto God so yeve me sorwe and care, 

If ever, sithen I highte Hodge of Ware, 

Herd I a miller bet ysette a^werk ; 

He had a jape of malice in the derk. 

** But God fbrbede tliat we atinten here. 

And therfore if ye vouchen sauf to here 
A tale of me that am a poure man, 

I wol you tell as wel as ever I can 
A litel jape that fell in our citee.” 

Our Hoste answerd and sayde ; “ I grant it thee; 


CHAUCER^S POEMS. 
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THE MAN OF LAWES PROLOGUE. 


V. 4343—4468. 

Now tell on, Roger, and loke that it be good, 

For many a pastee hast thou letten blood, 

And many a Jacke of Dover hast thou sold. 

That hath been twies hot and twies cold. 

Of many a pilgrim hast thou Cristes curse. 

For of thy peiselee yet fare they the werse. 

That they han eten in thy stoble goos : 

For in thy shop goth many a flie loos. 

Now tell on, gentil Roger by thy name. 

But yet I pray thee be not wroth for game; 

A man may say ful both in game and play.*' 

“ Thou sayst ful soth,” quod Roger, “ by my fay ; 
But soth play quade spelj as the Fleming saith : 
And therfore, Herry Bailly, by thy faith, 

Be thou not wroth, or we departen here, 

Though that my tale be of an hostelere. 

But natheles, I wol not telle it yet, 

But er we part, ywis thou shalt be quit** 

And therwithal he lough and made cbere, 

And sayd his tale, as ye shul after here. 


THE COKERS TALE. 

A piiEKTis whilom dwelt in our cilee. 

And of a craft of vitaillers was he: 

Gaillard he was, as goldbnch m the shawe, 
Broune as a bery, a pioprc short felawe : 

With lokkeb blake, kembed ful fetisly. 

Dancen he coude so wel and jolily, 

That he was cleped Perkin Revelour. 

He was as ful of love and paramour. 

As is the hive ful of hony swete; 

Wel was the wenche with him mighte meto. 

At every bndale would he sing and hoppe; 
He loved bet the taveme than the shoppe. 

For whan ther any nding was m Chepe, 

Out of the shoppe thider wold he lepe, 

And til that be had all the sight ysein, 

And danced wel, he wold not come agein ; 

And gadred him a meinie of his sort. 

To hoppe and sing, and maken swichedi^^port: 
And ther they setten steven for to mete 
To plaien at the dis m swiche a strete. 

For in the toun ne was ther no prentis. 

Than fairer coude caste a pair of dis 
Than Perkin coude, and therto he was fre 
Of bis dispence, in place of privetee. 

That fond his maister wel m his chafBsre, 

For often time he fond his box fuV bare. 

For sothly, a prentis, a revelour, 

That hante^ dis, riot and paramour, 

His maister shal it in his shoppe able, 

A1 have he no part of the minstralcie. 

For theft and riot they ben convertible, ^ 

Al can they play on giterne or ribible. 

Revel and trouth, as in a low degree. 

They ben ful wroth all day, as men may see. 

This joly prentis with bis maister abode. 

Til he was neigh out of his prentishode, 

Al were he snibbed hiothe erly and late, 

And somtime lad with revel to Newgate. 

But at the last his maisterAhim bethought 
Upon a day, whan he his paper sought, 

Of a proverbe, that saitb this same word ; 

Wel bet is roten appel out of herd, 
lliau that it rote aile the remenant; 

So faroth it by a riotous servant j 


It is wel lasse harm to let him pace. 

Than he shende all the servants m the place. 
Therfore his maister yaf him a quitance, 

Aud bad him go, with sorwe and with meschance. 
And thus this joly prentis had his leve : 

Now let him not all the night or leve. 

And for ther n*is no thefe without a louke, 
That helpeth bun to wasten and to souke 
Of that he bnben can, or borwe may, 

Anon he sent his bed and his array 
Unto a compere of his owen sort, 

That loved dis, and riot, and disport; 

And had a wif, that held for contenance 
A shoppe, and swived for hire sustenance. 


TOE 

MAN OF LAWES PROLOGUE. 

Our Hoste saw wel, that the brighte Sonne 
The ark of his artificial day had ronne 
The fourths part, and half an houre and more ; 
And though he weie not depe expert in lore, 

He wiste it was the eighte and twenty day 
Of April, that is messager to May ; 
iind saw wel that the shadow of every tree 
Was as in lengthe of the same quantitee 
That was the body erect, that caused it ; 

And therfore by the shadow be toke his wit, 

That Phebus, which that shone so clere and bright. 
Degrees was five aud fourty clombe on hight ; 

And for that day, as in that latitude, 

It was ten of the clok, he gan conclude ; 

And sodeuly he plight his hors aboute. 

** liOrdings,” quod he, I warae you all this route, 
The fourthe partie of this day is gon. 

Now for the love of Gk)d and of Seint John 
Leseth no time, as ferfbrth as ye may. 

Lordings, the time it wasteth night and day, 

And steleth from us, what prively sleping,. 

And what thurgh negligence in our waking. 

As doth the streme, that tumeth never again. 
Descending fto the montagne into a plain. 

Wel can Senek and many a philosophre 
Bewailen time, more than gold in coffre^ 

* For losse of catel may recovered be. 

But losse of time shendeth us,* quod he. 

It wot not come again witbouten drede. 

No more than wol Malkins maidenhede, 

Whan she hath lost it m hire wantonnesse. 

Let us not moulen thus m idlenesse. 

« She man of Lawe,’* quod be, so have ye blis,. 
Tell us a tale anon, as forword is. 

Ye ben submitted thurgh your free assent 
To stonde in this cas at my jugement. 

Acquiteth you now, and holdeth your behest; 
Than have ye don your devoir at the lest.'* 

« Hoste,** quod he, de ^ dieuxjeo assente. 

To brefceu forword is not min eotentc. 

Behest is dette, and I wold hold it fisyn 
All my behest, I can no better sayo. 

For swiche lawe as man yeveth wotbet 
He shuld himselven usen it by right. 

Thus wol our text: but natheles certain 
I can right now no thrifty tale sain, 

But Chaucer (though he can but ^wedly 
I On metres and on rUimig ernfhly')' 
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Hath sayd hem, ia swiche English as he can, 
Of olde time, as knoweth many a man. 

And if he have not sayd hem, leve brother, 

In 0 book, he hath sayd hem m another. 

For he hath told of loveis up and doun, 

Mo than Ovide made of mentioun 
In his FjpuiohSf that ben ful olde. 

What shuld I tellcn hem, sin they ben tolde ^ 
In youthe he made of Ceys and Alcyon, 

And sithen hath he spoke of everich on 
Thise noble wives, and tbise lovers eke. 

Who so that moI his large volume seke 
Clepod the Seintes Legende of Cupide : 

Ther may he se the large woundes wide 
Of Luciece, and of Babylon Tlnsbe; 

The swerd of Dido foi the false Enec ; 

The tree of PhiUis for hire Deinophon ; 

The plaint of Deianire, and Hermion, 

Of Adriane, and Ysiphilee ; 

The barreme ile stonding m the see; 

The di*eint Leandre for his fayre Hero ; 

The teres of Heleine, and eke the wo 
Of Briseide, and of Ladomia ; 

TThe crueltee of thee, quene Medea, 

Thy litel children hanging by the hals, 

For thy Jason, that was of love so fals. 

O Hipermestra, Penelope, Alceste, 

Your wifhood be commendeth with the beste. 

** But certainly no word ne writeth he 
Of thilke wicke ensample of Canace, 

That loved hire Owen brothei sinfully; 

(Of all swiche cursed stories I say fy) 

Or elles of Tyrius Appolonius, 

How that the cursed king Antiochus 
Beraft his doughter of hire maideuhede, 

That is so hornble a talc for to rede, 

Whan he hire threw upon the pavement. 

And therfore he of ful avisement 
N’old never write in non of his sermons 
Of swiche unkinde abbominations ; 

Ne I wol non reherse, if that I may. 

But of my tale how shal I don this day? 

Me were loth to be likened doutelos 
To Muses, that men clepe Pierides, 

, ( Metmorphoseos wote what I mene) 

But nathmes X recche not a bene, 

Though I come after him with hawebake, 

I speke in prose, and let him rimes make.'* 
And with that word, he with a sobre chere 
Began his tale, and sayde, as ye shull here. 


”* THE 

MAJSr OF LAPSES TALE. 

O scATHPUL harm, condition of poverte, 

With thirst, with cold, with huhger so confounded, 
To asken helpe thee shameth in thin herte. 

If thou non ask, so sore art thou y wounded. 

That veray nede unwrappeth al thy wound hid. 
Maugre thin hed thou must for indigence 
Or stele, or begge, or borwe thy dispence, 

Ihou blamest Crist, and sayst ful bitterly. 

He misdeparteth richesse temporal ; 

Thy neighebour thou witest sinfully, 

And sayst, thou hast a litel, and he hath all ; 
Parfay (sayst thou) somtime he reken shall. 
Whan that his tayl shal brennenjn the glede, 

For he nought helpeth needful in liir node. 
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Herken what is the sentence of the vise. 

Bet is to dicn than have indigence. 

Thy selve neighebour wol thee despise, 

If thou be poure, farewel thy levereiice. 

Yet of the wise man take this sentence, 

Alle the dayes of poure men ben wicke, 

Bcwaie therfore or thou come to that pneke. 

If thou be poure, thy brother hateth thee, 

And all thy frendes tleeu fro thee, alas 1 
I O riche marchants, ful of wele ben ye, 

I O lioble, o prudent folk, as m this cas, 

Your haggles ben not filled with ambes as. 

But with SIS cink, that renneth for your chance , 

At Cnstenmasse mery may ye dance. 

Ye seken lond and see for yonr winninges, 

As wise folk ye knowen all Ih’ estat 
Of regnes, ye ben fathers of tidinge.s, ^ 

And tales, both of pees and of debat : 

1 weio right now of talcs desolat, 

N’eie that a iiiai chant, gon m many a j'^crc, 

Me taught a tale, which that ye shull here. 

In Suine whilom dwelt a compagnic 
Of chapmen rich, and therto sad and trewc, 

That wide where senten hir spiccrie, 

Clothes of gold, and satins iichc of hewe. 

Hir ehaffarc was so tlniftly and so newe, 

That every wight hath deintee to chafiarc 
With hem, and eke to sellon hem hir ware. 

Now fell it, that the maisters of that sort 
Han shapen bom to Rome for to wcnilc, 

Wcie it for chapmnnhood or for disport, 

Non other message wold they thidcr sende, 

But comeu hcmself to Rome, this is the endc: 

And ill swiche place as thought hem avautage 
For hir entente, they taken hir hcibergage, 

Sojouincil ban these mai chants in that toun 
A certain time, as fidi to hir ph^sance : 

And so befell, that the CNcclleut leiioun 
Of the emperomes doughter dame Custanoc 
Ib'ported was, with every circumstance, 

Unto these Surnen mai chants, in swiche wise 
Fro day to day, as I shal you devise. 

This was the commnn vois of every man ; 

Our emperour of Rome, God him se, 

A doughter hath, that sin the world began, 

To rekeu as wel hiie goodnesse beaut c, 

N’as never swiche another as is she : 

I pray to God m honour hire susteuc, 

And wold she were of all Euiopc the quccc. 

“ In hire is high beaute withouten pride, 

Youthe, withouten gvenehed or folio : 

’ To all hire werkes vertue is hire guide ; 

Huinblcssc hath slaicu in hire tyrannic : 

Rhe 18 mirrour of alle curtesic, * 

Hire herte is veray ohainbre of holinesse, 

Hire bond ministre of fredom for almcwwv” 

And al this vois was soth, as God is trewe. 

But now to puqms ltd: us tame agem. 

Ibese marchants ban don fraught bir shippes newe, 
And whan they ban this blisful maiden sein. 

Home to Surrie ben they went ful fayn, 

And don hir ntides, as they ban don yore, 

And hven in wcle; I can say yoti no more. 
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V. 4518—4721. THE MAN OF 

Now fell it, that these marchants stood in grace 
Of him that was the soudan of &nine : 

For whan they came fiom any strange place 
He wold of his benigne cuite&ie , 

Make hem good chere, and besily espie 
Tidings of sundiy regnes, for to lere 
The wonders that they mighte seen or here. 

Amonges othei thinges specially 

These marchants han him told of dame Custance 

So gret noblesse, in einest seriously. 

That this soudan hath caught so aiet plesance 
To han hire figure lu his remembi ance, 

That all his lust, and all his besy cuie 
Was for to love hire, while his lif may dure. 

Para venture in thiike large book, 

Which that men clepe the Heven, y wnten was 
With sterres, whan that hp his birthe took, 

That he for love shuld han his doth, alas ’ 

For in the sterres, cleier than is glas, 

Is wiitcn, Ood wot, who so coud it rede. 

The deth of every man withouten drede. 

In sterres many a winter tlierbefoin 
Was wnt the deth of Hector, Achilles, 

Of Pompey, Julius, or they were born ; 

The sti if of Thobos , and of Hercules, 

Of Sampson, Turnus, and ot Sociatos 
The deth , but mennes wittes ben so dull, 

That no wight can wcl rede it at the full 

This soudan for his pnve councel sent, 

And shortly of this matere for to pace, 

He hath to hem declared his enteut, 

And sayd hem ceitam, but he might have grace 
To han Custance, withm a litel space, 

He n’as but ded, and charged hem in hie 
To shapen for his lif som remedie. 

Diverse men, diverse thinges saiden ; 

Tlicy argumentes casten up and doun j 

Many a subtil reson forth they laiden ; ‘ 

They speken of magike, and abusion j 

But finally, as in conclusion, 

They cannot seen in that non avantage, 

Ne in non other way, save manage. 

Than saw they therin swiche difficultoe 
By way of reson, for to speke all plain, 

Because ther was swicbe diversitee 
Betwene hir hothe lawes, that they sayn, 

They trowen that no Cristen prince wold fayn 
Weddett bis child under our lawe swete, 

Tliat us was yeven by Mahound our prophete. 

And he answered ; ** Batlier than I lese 
Custance, I wol he oristened douteles : 

I mote ben hires, 1 may non other cbese, 

I pray you hold your arguments m pees, 

Saveth my lif, and beth not reccbcles 
To geten hire that hath my hf m cure, 

For in this wo I may not long endure.” 

What nedeth greter dilatation ? 

I say, by tretise and ambassairie, 

And by the popes mediation, 

And all the chirche, and all the chcvalrie, 

That in destruction of Maumetrie, 

And in encrese of Cristes lawe dere, 

The^ ben accorded so as ye may here ; 


LAWES TALE. 

How that the soudan and his baronage. 

And all his heges shuld ycristened be, 

And he shal han Custance m manage, 

And certain gold, I n’ot what quantitee, 

And hereto finden suffisant suietee. 

The same accord is sworne on eytlier side ; 

Now, fair Custance, almighty God thee gide. 

Now wolden som men waiten, as I gesse, 

That I shuld tellen all the pur\’‘eiance. 

The which that the empeiour of his noblesse 
Hath shapen for his doughter dame Custance. 

Wei may men know that so gret ordinance 
May no man tellen m a l.tel clause, 

As was ariaied for so high a cause. 

Bishopes ben shapen with hire for to wende, 

Loides, ladies, and knighles of ronoun. 

And other folk ynow, this is the end. 

And notified is thnrghout al the toun, 

That eveiy wight with gret de%otioun 
Shuld prayen Crist, that he this manage 
Receive m gree, and spede this viage 

The day is comen of hire departing, 

I say the woful day fatal is come, 

That ther may be no longer tarying, 

But forwaid they hem diessen all and some. 
Custance, that was with sorwe all overcome, 

Ful pale aiist, and dresseth hire to wende, 

For wel she seth ther n’ls non other ende. 

Alas ’ what wonder is it though she wept ? 

That shal be sent to straunge nation 
Fro frendes, that so tendrely hire kept. 

And to- be bounde under subjection 
Of on, she knoweth not his condition. 

Housbondes ben all good, and han hen yore, * ' 
That knowen wives, I dare say no more. 

“ Fader,” she said, “ thy wretched child Custance, 
Thy yongse doughter, fostered up so soft. 

And ye, my moder, my soveraine plesance 
Over all thing, (out taken Ciist on loft) 

Custance your child hire recommendeth oft 
Onto your grace , for I shal to Sume, 

Ne shal I never seen you more with eye. 

** Alas’ unto the Barhare nation 
I muste gon, sin that it is your will : 

But Ciist, that starfe for our redemption. 

So yeve me grace bis hestes to fulfill, 

I wretched woman no force though I spill ; 
Women am borne to thraldom and penance, 

And to ben under manues governance.” 

I trow at Troye whan Pirrus brake the wall, 

Or Ilion brent, or Thebes the citee, 

Ne at Rome for the harm thurgh Hanniball, 

That Romans hath venqueshed times three, 

N*as herd swiche tendre weping for pitee, 

As in the chambre was for hire parting. 

But forth she mote, wheder she wepe or sing. 

O firste moving cruel firmament. 

With thy diurnal swegh that oroudest ay. 

And hurtlest all from est lal Occident, 

That naturally wold hold another way , 

Thy crouding set the Heven in swicbe array 
At the beginning of this fierce' riage, 

That cruel Mars hath slain tWS'marriage. 
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Tnfortunat ascendent tortuous, 

Ot whjcb the lord is helpcles fall, alas ’ 

Out of bis angle into the dcrkest hous. 

O Mars, o Atyzar, as in this cas ; 

O feble Mone, unhappy ben thy pas, 

Thou knittest thee ther thou ait not received, 
Ther thou were wel fro theunes art thou wcived. 

Imprudent emperour of Rome, alas 1 
Was ther no philosophre in ai thy toun > 

Is no time bet than other in swiche cas ^ 

Of viage is ther non electioun, 

Namely to folk of high conditioun, 

Nat whan a rote is of a birth yknowe ? 

Alas ’ we ben to lewed, or to slow. 

To ship is brought this woful faire maid 
Solempnely, with every circumstance i 
** Now Jesu Crist be with yon all,” she said, 

Ther n’ls no more, but ** Farewel, fair Custauce.” 
She peineth hire to make good counteuancc, 

And forth 1 let hire sayle in this manere, 

And tume I wol againe to my matere. 

The mother of the soudan, well of vices, 

Rspied hath hire sones pleine entente, 

How he wol lete his olde sacrifices : 

And right anon she for her conseil sente, 

And they ben comen, to know what she mente. 
And when assembled was this folk in fere, 

She set hire doun, and sayd as yc shul here. 

Lordes,” she sayd, ye knowen everich on, 
How that my sone in point is for to lete 
The holy lawes of our Alkaron, 

Yeven by Goddes messager Mahomete ; 

But on avow to grete God I bete, 

The Ilf shal rather out of my body sterte, 

Thau Mahometes lawe out of myn herte. 

What shiild us tiden of this newe lawe 
But thraldom to our bodies and penance, 

And afterward in Helle to ben drawe. 

For we reneied Mahound our creance ? 

But, lordes, wol ye maken assurance. 

As I shal say, assenting to my lore ? 

And I shal make us sauf for evermore.” 

They sworen, and assented every man 
To live with hire and die^ and by hire stond : 

And everich on, in the best wise. he can, 

• To strengthen hire shal all his frendes fond. 

And she hath this emprise ytaken in bond, 
Which ye shuU heren that 1 shal devise, 

And to hem all she spake, right in this wise. 

“ We shul first feine us Cristendom to take ; 
Cold water shal not greve us but a hte : 

And 1 shal swiche a feste and revel make^ 

That; as I trow, I shal the soudan quite. 

For tho his wif be ertstened never so white. 

She shal have nede to wash away the rede, 
Though she a font of water with hire lede,” 

O soudannesse, rote of iniquitee. 

Virago thou Semyramee the second, 

O serpent under femininitee, 
like to the serpent depe in Helle ybouod t 
O feined woman, all that may confound 
Vertue and innocence, thurgh thy malice, 

Is bred in thee, as nest of every vice. 
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O Sathan envious, sin tbilke day 
That thou were chased from our heritage, 

Wei knowest thou to woman the olde way. 

Thou madest Eva bring us in servage, 

I'hou wolt fordon this cristen manage : 

Thm instrument so (wala w-a the while !) 

Makest thou of women whan thou wolt begile. 

This soudannesse, whom T thus blame and warrie, 
Let pnvely hire conseii gon hir way : 

What shuld I m this tale longer tane ? 

Slie rideth to the soudan on a day, 

And sayd him, that she wold reneie hire lay. 

And Cribtendotn of prestes hondes fong. 
Repenting hire she hethen was so long ; 

Beseching him to don hire that honour, 

T hat she might han the Ci isten folk to fest ; 

“ To plesen hem I wol do my labour.” 

The soudan saith, ** I wol don at your host,” 

And knelmg, thanked hire of that request ; 

So glad he was, he n’iste not what to say, 

She kist hire sone, and home she gotli hire way. 

Amved ben these Cristeu folk to londo 
In Same, with a gret solempnc route, 

And hastily this soudan sent his sonde. 

First to his mother, and all the reg^ie aboute. 

And sayd, his wif was comen out of doute, 

And praide hem for te riden again the quene. 

The honour of his regne to sustene. 

Giet was the presse, and riche was th^ array 
Of Surriens and Romanes met in fere. 

The mother of the soudan riche and gay 
Received hire with all so glad a cherc, 

As any mother might hire doughtcr derc : 

And to the nextc citee ther beside 
A softe pas solempnely they ride. 

Nought trow I, the triumph of Julius, 

Of which that Lucan maketh swiche a host, 

Was realler, or more cunous, 

Than was th' assemblee of this blisful host t 
Butte this scorpion, this wicked gost, 

I'he soudannesse, for all hire flattering 
! Cast under this ful mortally to sting* 

soudan cometh himself sone after thia 
So really, that wonder is to tell ; 

And wolcometh hire with allejoye and blis. 

And thus in mirth and joye t let hem dwell, 

The fruit of this matere is that I tell. 

Whan time came, men thought it for the best 
Tiiat revel stint, and men go to hir rest 

Tlie time come is, this olde soudahnesse 
Ordemed hath the feste of which 1 tolde, 

And to the feste Cnsten folk hem drease 
In general, ya bothe yonge and olde. 

Ther may men fest and rcaltee beholden 
And deintees mo than I can you devise, 

But all to dere they bought it or they rise. 

O soden wo, that ever art sucoessour 
To worldly blis, spreint is with bittemeftse 
Th’ onde of the joye of our worldly labour x 
Wo occupieth the fyn of pur gladnessew 
Herken this conseil for thy sikeroesse: 

Upon thy glade day have in thy minde 
The unware wo of harm» that oometfi behlndeu. 
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For shortly for to tellen at a yord. 

The Soudan and the Custen everich on 
Ben all to-hewe, and stiked at the bord. 

But it were only dame Custauce alone. 

This olde soudannesse, this cursed crone, 

Hath with hire frendes don this cursed dede, 

For she hireself wold all the oontree iede. 

Ne ther was Surrien non that was converted, 

That of the conseil of the sou dan wot. 

That he n*as all to-hewc, er he asteited : 

And Custance ban they taken anon fote-hot, 

And in a ship all stereles (God wot) 

They ban hire set, and bidden hire lerne sayle 
Out of Surrie agamward to Itaillc. 

A certain tiesor that she thither ladde, 

And soth to sayn, vitaille gret plentee, 

They han hire yeven, and clothes eke she hadde, 
And forth she sayleth in the salte see ; 

O my Custance, ful of benignitee, 

O emperoures yonge doughter dere, 

He that is lord of fortune be thy stere. 

She blesseth hire, and with ful pltous vois 
Unto the crois of Crist thus sayde she. 

“ O clere, o weleful auter, holy crois, 

Red of the lambes blood ful of pitee, 

That wesh the world fro the old imquitee, 

Me fro the fende, and fro his clawes kepe, 

That day that T shal drenchen in the depe. 

Victorious tree protection of trewe, 

That only worthy were for to here 
The king of Hevcn, with his woundes newe, 

The white lamb, that hurt was with a spere j 
Flemer of fendes, out of him and here 
On which thy limmes faithfully extenden, 

Me kepe, and yeve me might my lif to amenden.” 

Yeres and dayes fleet this creature 
Thurghout the see of Greece, unto the straite 
Of Maroc, as it was hire aventure : 

On many a sory mele now may she baite, 

After hire deth ful often may she waite, 

Or that the wilde waves wol hire drive 
Onto the place ther as she shal anve. 

Men mightcn asken, why she was not slain ? 

Bke at the feste who might hire body save ? 

And I answer to that demand again, 

Who saved Hamel in the horrible cave, 

Ther every wight, save ho, master or knave. 

Was with the Icon frette, or he asterte ? 

No Wight but God, that he bare m bis herte. 

God list to shew his wonderful miracle 
In hire, for we shuld seen his mighty werkes: 
Crist, which that is to every harm triacle. 

By certain menes oft, as knoweo clerkes, 

Poth thing for certain ende, that ful derke is 
To mannes wit, that for our ignorance 
Ne can nat know his prudent purveianee. 

Now sith she was not at the feste yslawe, 

Who kepte hire fro the drenching in the see ? 
Who kepte Jonas in the fishes mawe, 

Til he was spouted up at Ninivee ? 

Wei may men know, it was no wight hut be 
That kept the peple Ebraike jfiro drenching, 

•With drye feet thurghout the see passing. * 
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Who bade the foure spirits of tempest. 

That power han to anoyen lond and see, 

Both north and south, and also west and est, 

Anoyen neyther see, ne lond, ne tree ? 

Sothly the commander of that was lie 
'J'hat fro the tempest ay this woman kepte. 

As wel whan she awoke as whan she slepte. 

Wher might this woman mete and drinke have ^ ' 
Three yere and more, how lasteth hire vitaille? 

Who fed the Egyptian Mary m the cave 
Or in desert ^ no wight but Crist sans faille. 

Five thousand folk it was as gret marvaille 
With loves five and fishes two to fede : 

God sent his foyson at hire grete nede. 

She driveth forth into our ocean 
Thurghout our wide see, til at the last 
Under an hold, that nempnen 1 ne can, 

Fer in Northumberlond, the wave hire cast, 

And m the sand hire ship stiked so fast, 

That thennes wolde it not in all a tide : 

Tlie wille of Crist was that she shulde abide. 

I The constable of the castle doun is fare 
I To seen this wrecke, and al the ship he sought. 

And fond this wery woman ful of care ; 

He fond also the tresour that she hi ought; 

Tn hue langage mercy she besought. 

The hf out of hire body for to twinne. 

Hire to deliver of wo that she was inne. 

A maner La^in conupt was hire speche, 

But algate therby was she understonde. 

The constable, whan him list no lenger seche, 

This woful woman brought he to the londe. 

She kneleth doun, and thanketh Goddes sonde ; 

But what she was, she wolde no man seye 
For foule ne faire, though that she shulde dcy< 

She said, she was so mased m the see. 

That she forgate hire minde, by hire troutb. 

The constable hath of hir so gret pitee 
And eke bis wif, that they wepen for routh: 

She was so diligent withouten slouth 
To serve and plesen everich in that place. 

That all hire love, that loken in hire face. 

The constable and dame Hermegild his wif 
Were payenes, and that contree every wher; 

But Hermegild loved Custance as hire hf; 

And Custance hath so long sojoumed. ther 
In orisons, with many a bitter tere, 

Til Jesu hath converted thurgh his grace 
Dame Hermegild, constahlesse of that place. 

In all that lond no Ciisten dorste route j 
All Cristen folk ben fled fro that contree 
Thurgh payenes, that couquereden all aboute 
Tlie plages of the north by lond and see^ 

To Wales fled the Cn&tianitee 
Of olde Bretons, dwelling in this ile ; 

Ther was hir refuge for the mene while 

But yet n^ere Cristen Bretons so exiled* 

That ther u’ere som which in hir priyitee 
Honoured Crist, and hethen folk begiled; 

And neigh the castle swiche ther dwelten thre> 
That on of hem was blind, and might not see, 

Butitwerewiththillceeyenofhisminde, 

With which men mowep see whan they henblinde 
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Bright was the* Sonne, as in that sommers day, 

For which the constable and his wif also 
And Custance, han ytake the righte way 
Toward the see, a furlong way or two, 

To plaieti, and to romen to and fro; 

And in hir walk this blinde man they mette, 

Croked and olde, with eyen fast yshette. 

In the name of Crist,** cried this blinde Breton, 
Dame Hermegild, yeve me my sight again.** 
This lady wexe afraied of that soun, 

Lest that hire husboiid, shortly for to sain. 

Wold hire for Jesn Cristes love have slain. 

Til Custance made hire bold, and bad hire werche 
The wiU^of Crist, as donghter of holy cherche. 

The constable wexe abashed of that sight, 

And sayde; “ What amonnteth all this fare 
Citstauce answerd, “ Sire, it is Ciistcs might, 

That helpeth folk out of the fendes snare:” 

And so ferforth she gan our lay declare, 

That she the constable, er that it were eve. 
Converted, and on Crist made him belcve. 

This constable was not lord of the place 
Of which I spekfi, ther as he Custance fond, 

But kept it strongly many a winter space. 

Under Alla, king of Northumberlond, 

Tliat was ful wise, and worthy of his bond 
Againe the Scottes, as men may wel here; 

But tourue I wol againe to my mateie 

Sathan, that ever us waiteth to begilc, 

Saw of Custance all hire perfectioun, 

And east anon how he might quite hire while, 

And made a yonge knight, that dwelt m tliat toun, 
Love hire so bote of foule affectioun, 

That veraily him thought that he shuld spillc. 

But he of hire might ones han his wille. 

He woeth hire, but it availetli nought, 

She wolde do no sinne by no wey : 

And for despit, he compassed his thought 
To maken hue on shameful detli to <lcy. 

He waiteth whan the constable is away. 

And prively upon a night he crepte 
In Bermegildes chambre while she slepte. 

Wory, forwaked in hire orisons, 

Slepeth Custance, and Hermegildc also. 

This knight, thurgh Sathanas temptations, 

All softely is to the bed ygo, 

And cut the throte of Henaegllde atwo. 

And layd the blody knif by dame Custance, 

And went his way, ther God yeve him mischance. 

Sone after cometh this constable home again. 

And cko Alla, that king was of that lend, 

And saw his wife despitously yslain, 

For which ful oft he wept and wrong his hond ; 

And in the bed the blody knif he fond 
By dame Custance, alas ! what might she say ^ 

For veiay wo hire wit was all away. 

To king AUa was told all this mischance, 

And eke the time, and wher, and in what wise, 

That in a ship was fonden this Custance, 

As here before ye han herd me devise : 

The.kinges hertc of pitee gan agrise. 

Whan he so bcnigno a creature 
Falle iDudisese and m misaventure. 
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For as the lamb toward his deth is brought. 

So stant this innocent hefom the king : 

This false knight, that hath this treson wrought, 
Bercth h're in hond that she hath don this thing : 
Butnatheles ther was gret murmuring 
Among the peple, and sayn they cannot gesse 
That she had don so gret a wickednessc. 

Foi they han seen hiie ever so vevtuous. 

And loving Hermegild right as hire Iif : 

Of this bare witnesse evciich in that hous. 

Save he that Hermegild slow with his knif: 

This gentil king hath caught a gret motif 
Of this witness, and thought he wold enquere 
Deper in this cas, trouthe for to leio. 

Alas 1 Custance, thou hast no champion, 

Ne tighten canst thou not, so wala wa • 

But he that starf for our redemption, 

And bond Sathan, and yet lith ther he lay. 

So be thy stronge champion this day : 

For but if Ciibt on thee miracle kithc, 

Withouten gilt thou shalt be slainc as swithe. 

She set hire doun on knees, and thus she sayde; 

Immortal God, that savedest Susanne 
Fro false blame, and thou merciful mayde, 

Mary I mene, dougbter to seint Anne, 

Befom whos child angels singen Osanne, 

If I be gilteles of this felonie. 

My socour be, or elles shal I die.’* 

Have ye not seen somtime a pale face 
(Among a prees) of him that hath ben lad 
Toward his deth, wher as he geteth no grac(‘, 
And swiche a'colour in his face hath had. 

Men mighten know him thaqwas so bostad, 
Amonges all the faces m that route, 

So stant Custance, and lokeih hire* aboute. 

O quencis living in prosperiter, 

Duchesses, and ye ladies evorich on, 

Haveth som louthc on hire adversitoe ; 

All empfiTOures dougbter stant alone *, 

She hath no wight to whom to make hire moiie ; 
O blood real, that stondcst in this dredo, 

Per ben thy frendes in thy grete nede. 

This Alla king hath swiche compassioun, 

As gentil herte is fulfilled of pitee, 

That fro his eyen ran the water doun. 

** Now hastily do fecche a book,” qucxl he ; 

‘‘ And if this knight wol sweren, how that she 
This woman slow, yet wol we us avsio. 

Whom that we wol that shal ben our justice.” 

A Breton book, written with Bvangilctt, 

Was fei^ and on this book he swore anon 
She giltif was, and in the mene whiles 
An bond liim smote upon the nekke bone. 

That doun he fell at ones a<) a stone s 
Aud both his eyen btost out of his face 
In sight of every body in tliat place. 

A vois was herd, in general audience, 

That sayd; “ Thou hast deaclandred 
The dougbter of holy cbirche in high presence;; 
Thus hast thou don, and yet hold I my pe<'s.” ' 
Of this mervaiile agast was all the prees, 

As mased folk they stondco evcrich on 
For drede of wrecUe, save Cufitance alone. 
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Gret was the drede and eke the repentance 
Of hem that hadden wronge suspection 
Upon this sely innocent Custance ; 

And for this miracle, m conclusion, 

And by Custances meditation. 

The king, and many -another m that place, 
Converted was, thanked be Cristes grace. 

This false knight was slain for his untrouthe 
By jugement of Alla hastily ; 

And yet Custance had of his deth gret routhe ; 

And after this Jesus of his mercy 

Made Alla wedden ful solempnely 

This holy woman, that is so bright and shene. 

And thus hath Crist ymade Custance a quene. 

But who was woful (if I shal not lie) 

Of this wedding but Donegild and no mo, 

The kinges mother, ful of tyrannic > 

Hire thoughte hire cursed herte brast atwo ; 

She wolde not that hire sone had do so 5 
Hire thoughte a dcspit, that he shulde take 
So stiange a cicalure unto his make. 

Me list not of the chaf ne of the stre 
Maken so long a tale, as of the corn. 

What shulde I tellen of the realtee 

Of this mariage, or which cours goth bcfom, 

Who bloweth in a trompe or m an horn ? 

The fruit of every tale is for to say ; 

They cte anddnnke, and dance, and sing, and play 

They gon to bed, as it was skill and right. 

For though that wives ben ful holy thinges. 

They mosten take in patience a night 
Swiche maner necessaries, as ben plesinges 
To folk that han ywedded hem with riuges, 

And lay a hte hir holinssse aside 
As for the time, it may no bet betide. 

On hire he gat a knave childe anon. 

And to a bishop, and his constable eke 
He tooke his wif to kepe, whan he is gon 
To Scotland ward, his fomen for to seke. 

Now faire Custance, that is so humble and meke, 
So long is gon with ehildc til that still 
She halt hire chambre, abiding Cristes will. 

The time is come, a knave child she here ; 
Mauricius at the fontstone they him calle. 

This constable doth forth come a messager. 

And wrote unto his king that cleped was Alle, 

How that this blisful tiding is bAfalle, 

And ether tidings spedeful for to say. 

He hath the lettre, and foifth he goth his way. 

This messager, to don his avantage, 

Unto the kinges mother rideth swithe. 

And saluteth hire ful faire in his langage. 

« Madame,’’ quod he, ** ye may be glad and blithe, 
And thanken Qod an hundred thousand sithej 
My lady quene hath child, withouten doute, . 

To Joye and blisse of all this regne aboute. 

“ Lo here the lettre seled of this thing, 

That 1 most here in all the hast I may : 
tf ye wol ought unto your sone the king, 

I am your servant bothe night and day.” 
Donegilde answerd, As now at this time nay; 
But here 1 wol all night thou take thy rest, 
To..morwe wol I say thee what me lest.” 
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This messager drank sadly ale and wine. 

And stolen were his lettres pnvely 
Out of his box, while he slept as a swine ; 

And contrefeted was ful subtilly 
Another lettie, wrought ful sinfully. 

Unto the king directe of this matere 
Fro his constable, as ye shal after here. 

Tins lettre spake, the quene delivered was 
Of so horrible a fendliche creature, 

That in the castle non so hardy was ' 

That any while dorste therein endure : 

The mother was on elfe by aventure 
Ycome, by charmes or by sorcene. 

And everich man hateth hire compagnie. 

Wo was this king whan be this lettre had sein, 

But to no wight he told his sorwes sore, 

But of his owen band he wiote again ; 

Welcome the sonde of Crist for evermore 
To me, that am now lemed m this lore: 

Lord, welcome be thy lust and thy plesance. 

My lust I put all m thyn ordinance. 

“ Kepeth this child, or be it foule or faire. 

And eke my wif, unto min home coming : 

, Cl 1 st whan him list may senden me an heire. 

More agreable than this to my liking.** 

This lettre he seled, prively weping. 

Which to the messager was taken sone. 

And forth he goth, ther is no more to done. 

O messager, fulfilled of dronkenesse. 

Strong IS thy breth, thy liinmes faltren ay, 

And thou bewreiest alie secrenesse ; 

Thy mind is lome, thou janglest as a jay; 

Thy face is toumed in a new array • 

Ther dronkenesse regneth in any route, 

Ther is no conseil hid withouten doute, 

O Donegild, I ne have non English digne 
Unto thy malice, and thy tirannie: 

And therfore to the fende I thee resigne. 

Let him enditen of thy traitorie. 

Fy mannish, fy ; o nay by God I lie; 

Fy fcndliche spirit, for I dare wel telle, 

Though thou here walke, thy spirit is in Helle. 

Tliis messager cometh fro the king again, 

And at the kinges modies court he light, 
i And she was of this messager ful fayn, 

And plesed him in all that ever she might. 

He dranke, and wel his girdel underpight; 

He slepeth, and he snoreth in his gise 
All night, until the Sonne gan arise. 

Eft were bis lettres stolen everich on, 

And conterfeted lettres in this wise. 

The king commanded his constable anou 
Up peine of hanging and of high jewise, 

That he ne shulde sofihen in no wise 
Custauce within his regne for to abide 
Three daies, ahd a quaiter of a tide ; 

But in the same ship as he hire fond, 

Hire and hire yonge sone, and all hire gere 
He shulde put, and croude hire fro the j(md» 

And charge hire, that she never eft oome theri 
O my Custance, wel may thy have fere> 

And sleping in thy dreme ben ia penahee, 

Whan 'Donegild cast allthis (wdinance. 
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This messager on monre whan he awoke, 

Unto the castel halt the nexte way; 

And to the constable he the lettre toke, 

And whan that he this pitous lettre sey, 

Ful oft he sayd ** Alas, and wala wa; [dure ^ 

Lord Cnst,’* quod he, “ how may this world en- 
So ful of sinne is many a creature. 

O mighty God, if that it be thy will, 

Sin thou art rightful juge, how may it be 
That thou wolt soffren innocence to spill. 

And wicked folk regne in Prospentee ? 

A 1 good Cubtance, alas ' so wo is me. 

That I mote be thy turmentour, or dey 
On shames deth, ther is non other wey.'* 

Wepen both yong and old in al that place, 

Whan that the king this cursed lettie sent: 
AndCustance with a dedly pale face 
The fourthe day toward the ship she went; 

But natheles she taketh in good entent 
The will of Cnst, and knelmg on the strond 
She sayde, Lord, ay welcome be thy send. 

** He that me kepte fro the false blame, 

While I was in the loud amonges you. 

He can me kepe fro hartne and eke fro shame 
In the salt see, although I se not how ; 

As strong as ever he was, he is yet now. 

In him trust I, and m his mother dere, 

That is to me my sail and eke my stere.” 

Hire litel child lay weping in hire arm. 

And knelmg pitously to h,m she said, 

“ Fees, litel sone, I wol do thee no harm 
With that hire couverchief of hire hed she braid, 
And over his litel cyen she it laid, 

And in hire arme she lulleth it ful fast. 

And into the Heven hire eyen up she cast 

Mother,*^ quod she, ‘‘ and mayden bright Marie, 
Soth is, that thurgh womannes eggement 
Mankind was lorne, and damned ay to die, 

For which thy child was on a crois yrent . 

Thy blisful eyen saw all his turment, 

Than is tber no comparison betwene 
Thy wo, and any wo man may sustene, 

** Thou saw thy child yslain before tliiu eyen, 

And yet now liveth my litel child parfay : 

Now, lady bright, to whom all wofnlcrien, 

Thou glory of womanhed, thou faire May, 

Thou haven of refute, bright sterre of day, 

Few on my child, that of thy gentillesse 
Fewest on every rewful in distresse. 

O litel child, alas ’ what is thy gilt. 

That never wroughtest sinne as yet parde ? 

Why wol thin harde father have thee spilt ? 

O mercy, dere constable,’^ quod she, 

** As let my litel child dwell here with thee : 

And if thou darst not saven him fro blame, 

So kisse him ones m his faders name.*' 

Therwith she loketh backward to the lend. 

And saide; “ Farewel, houshond routheless ’** 

And up she rist, and walketh doun the strond 
Toward the ship, hire fbloweth all the prees : 

And ewer she praieth hire child to hold his pees, 
And taketh hire leve, and with an holy entent 
^he blesseth hire, and into the ship she went. 
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Vitailled was the ship, it is no diede, 
Habundantly for hire a ful long space : 

And other necessaries that shiild nede 
She had ynow, heried be Goddes grace : 

For wind and wether, Almighty God purchaee, 
And bnng hire home, I can no better say, 

But in the see she dnveth forth hire way. 

Alla the king cometh home sone after this 
Unto his castel, of the which I toId> 

And asketh wher his wif and his child is ; 

The constable gan about his hertc cold. 

And plainly all the mateie he him told 
As ye han herd, I can tell it no bettci, 

And shewed the king his scle and his letter ; 

And sayde , “ Lord, as ye commanded me 
Up peine of deth, so have 1 don certain.” 

This messager tnrmented was, til he 
Moste beknowc, and tcllen plat and plain. 

Fro night to night m what place he had lain : 
And thus by wit and subtil enquering 
Imagined was by whom this harm gan spring. 

The hand was knowen that the lettre wrote. 

And all the vemme of this cursed dede ; 

Bat in what wise, certainly I n’ot. 

'I'hc effect is this, that Alla out of drede 
His mother slew, that moun men plainly rede. 
For that she traitour was to hire ligeance : 

Thus endeth this old Donegild with meschancc. 

The sorwe that this Alla night and day 
Maketh for his wif and for his child also, 

Ther is no tonge that it tellcn may. 

But now wol I agen to Custance go, 

That fleteth in the see in peine and wo 
Five yere and more, as liked Cnstes sonde. 

Or that hire ship approebed to the londe. 

Under an hethen castel at the last, 

(Of which the name in my text I iioi find) 
Custance and eke hire child the see up cast. 
Almighty God, that saved all mankind, 

Have on Custance and on hire child som mind. 
That fallen is in hethen bond eftsone 
Tn point to spill, as I shal tell you sone. 

Doun fro the castel cometh ther many a wight 
To gauren on this ship, and On Custance : 

But shortly fro the castel on a night, 

The lordes steward (God yevo him meschancc) 

A tlieef, that had reneyed ou)r creance, 

Came into the ship alone, and said, he wolde 
Hire lemman be, whether she woldc or n'oldc. 

Wo was this wretched woman tlio begon, 

Hire childe cried, and she cried pitously : 

Blit blisful Mary haipe hire right anon, 

For with hire strogling wel and mightily 
The theef fell over herd al sodenly. 

And in the see he drenched for vengeance. 

And thus bath Crist imwemmed kept Custance. 

0 foule lust of luxurie, lo thin ende, 

Nat only that thou faintest mannes mind, 

But veraily thou wolt his body shende. 

Th* ende of thy werk, or of thy lustes blind. 

Is complaining : how many may men find, 

Tliat not for werk somtime, but for th* entent 
To don this sinne, ben other slain or shent. 
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How may this weke woman han the strength 
Hire to defend again this renegate ? 

0 Golias, unmesurable of length, 

How migbte David maken thee so mate ^ 

So yonge, and of armure so desolate, 

How dorst he loke upon thy dredful face ^ 

Wei may men seen it was but Goddes grace. 

Who yaf Judith corage or hardmesse 
To sleen him Holofernes in his tent. 

And to deliver out of wretchednesse 
The peple of God ? I say for this entent, 

That right as God spirit of vigour sent 
To hem, and saved hem out of meschance, 

So sent he might and vigour to Custance. 

Forth goth hire ship thurghout the narwe mouth 
Of Jubaltare and Septe, drmng alway, 

Somtime west, and somtime north and south, 

And somtime est, ful many a wery day : j 

Til Cristes moder (blessed be she ay) 

Hath shapen thurgh hire endeles goodnesse ‘ 

To make an end of all hire hevmesse. 

Kow let us stmt of Custance but a throw, 

And speke we of the Romane emperour, 

That out of Surrie hath by lettres knowe 
The slaughter of Cnsten folk, and dishonour 
Don to his doughter by a false traitour, 

1 mene the cursed wicked soudannesse, 

That at the fest let sleen both more and lesse. 

For which this emperour bath sent anon 
His senatour, with real ordinance. 

And other lordes, God wote, nqiany on, 

On Sumens to taken high vengeance : 

They brennen, sleen, and bnng hem to meschance 
Ful many a day : but shortly this is th’ ende, 
Homward to Rome they sbapen hem to wende. 

This senatour repaireth with victorie 
To Rome ward, sayling ful really, 

And met the ship driving, as saith the storie. 

In which Custance sitteth ful pitously : 

Nothing ne knew he what she was, ne why 
She was in swiche array, ne she wil sey 
Of hire estat, though that she shulde dey. 

He bringeth hire to Rome, and to his wif 
He yaf hire, and hire yonge sone also : 

And with the senatour she lad hire lif. 

Thus can our lady bringen out of wo 
Woful Custance, and many another mo : 

And longe time dwelled she in that place, 

Jn holy werkcs ever, as was hire grace. 

The senatoures wif hire aunte was, 

But for all that she knew hire never the more: 

1 wol no longer tarien in this oas, 

But to king Alla, which 1 spake of yore. 

That for his wif wepeth and siketh sore, 

1 wol retume, and let I wol Custance 
Under the senatoures governance* 

King Alla, which that had his moder slain, 

Upon a day fell in swiche repentance, 

That if 1 shortly tellen shal and plain. 

To Rome he cometh to receive his penance, 

And putte him in the popes ordinance 
In high and low, and Jesu Crist besought, 

Foryeve his wicked werkes that he had wrought. 
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The fame anon thurghout the toun is bom, 

How Alla king shal come on pilgrimage. 

By herbergeours that wenten him befom. 

For which the senatour, as was usage, 

Rode him againe, and many of his linage. 

As wel to diewen his high magnificence. 

As to don any king a reverence. 

Gret chere doth this noble senatour. 

To king Alla, and he to him also ; 

Everich of hem doth other gret honour; 

And so befell, that in a day or two 
This senatour is to king Alla go 
To fest, and shortly, if I shal not lie, 

Custances sone went in his compagnie. 

Som men wold sain at requeste of Custance 
This senatour hath lad this child to feste : 

I may not tellen every circumstance. 

Be as be may, tber was he at the leste : 

But soth is this, that at his mothers heste 
Befom Alla, during the metes space. 

The child stood, lokmg in the kinges face. 

This Alla king hath of this child gret wonder. 

And to the senatour he said anon, 

“ Whos is that faire child that stondetb yonder?^ 
“ I n’oV’ quod he, “by God and by Seint John; 
A moder he hath, but fader hath he non. 

That I of wote but shortly in a stound 
He told Alla how that this child was found. 

“ But God wot,” quod this senatour also, 

“ So vertuous a liver in all my lif 
Ne saw I never, as she, ne herd of mo 
Of worldly woman, maiden, widewe or wif: 

I dare wel sayn hire hadde lever a knif 
Thurghout hue brest, than ben a woman wikke, 
Ther is no man coude bnng hire to that pnkke.” 

Now was this child as like unto Custance 
As possible is a creature to be : 

'Phis Alla hath the face in remembrance 
Of dame Custance, and theron mused he. 

If that the childes moder were aught she 
That is his wif, and prively he sighte. 

And sped him fro the table that he mighte. 

“ Parfay,” thought he, “ fantome is in min hed, 
1 ought to deme of skilful jugement, 

That m the sake see my wif is ded.” 

And afterward he made his argument; 

“ What wot I, if that Crist have hider sent 
My wif by see, as wel as ho hire lent 
To my contree, fro thennes that she went?” 

And after noon home with the senatour 
Goth Alla, for to see this wonder chance. 

This senatour doth Alla gret honour, 

And hastily he sent after Custance : 

But trusteth wel, hire luste not to dance. 

Whan that she wiste whetfore was that sonde, 
Unnetbe upon hire feet she mighte stonde. 

Whan Alla saw his wif, laire he hire grette. 

And ^kat it was routhe for to see, 

For at the firste look- he on hire sette 
He knew wel veraily that it was she: 

And she for sorwe, as domb jstant as a tree: 

So was hire herte shette in ^re distresse, 

Whan she remembered hjs unkindenesse. 
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Twies bhe swounetli in his oweu sight, 

He wepeth and him excusetli pilonsly ; 

Now God,” quod he, “ and all his halwes biighi 
So wisly on my soule as have mercy, 

That of youre barmc as giltelcs am 1, 

As ib Maunce my sone, so like your faciy 
Elies the fend oie fetche out of this place.*' 

Long va the sobbing and the bitter peine, 

Or that hir wohil hertes mighten cesc, 

Gret was th * p>tee foj to here hem pleine, 

Thur^s .^hicheplemie!) gan hir wo encrese. 

I pra>' vou aU mv labour t » relcse, 

I may not teP hir wo until to-mofwe, 

I am so wery for to speke of sorwe. 

But final !v, whan that the soth is wist, 

That Alia glitches \‘^as of hire wo, 

I trow an hundred times ban they kist, 

And swjcho a bhsse is ther betwuv hem two. 

That save the joye that lastelh evermo, 

Ther is non like, that any creature 

Hath seen oi shal, while that the w’orld may dujc. 

Tfao praietl she hire husbond niekely 
In rcleet of lure longe pitous pine, 

Tliat ho wold pray hire fader specially, 

That of his magestee he wold cnclino 
To vouchesauf som day with him to dine: 

She praied him eke, he shulde by no way 
Unto hue fader no woid of hire say. 

Some men wold sayn, how that the child Maurice 
Doth this message until this emperour: 

But as I gesse, Alla was not so nice. 

To him that is so soverainc of honour. 

As he that is of Cnsten folk the floui, 

Send any child, but it is bet to demo 
He went himself, and so it may wel seme. 

This emperour hath granted gentilly 
To come to dinner, as be him besoughte ; 

And wel rede I, he lokcd be&ily 
Upon this child, and on liis donghter thought 
Alla goth to his inne, and as him ought 
Arraied for this feste in every wise. 

As ferfbrth as his conning ma^ suffice. 

The morwe came, and Alla gan him dresse. 

And eke his wif, this emperour to meto : 

And forth they ride m. joye and in gladnesse, 

And whan she saw hire fader in the strctc, 

She light adoun and falletb him to fete. 

Fader,” quod she, your yonge child Custaiice 
Is now ful clone out of your remembrance. 

** I am your doughter, your Custance,” quod she, 
“ That whilom ye han sent into Surrie ; 

It am 1, fader, that in the salte see 
Was put alone, and dampned for to die. 

Now, goode fader, I you mercy cric. 

Send me no more into non hetbcn<‘sse, 

But thanketh my lord here of his kindenes&e.” 

Who can the pitous joye tcllen all 
Betwix hem thre, sin they ben thus ymette ? 

But of my tale make an ende I shal, 

The day goth fast, I wol no longer lette. 

Thise glade folk to dinner ben ysette, 

In joy and blisse at mete I let hem dwell, 

A thousand fold wel more than I can tell. 


I This child Mauiice was bitlieu pniiioioui 
I Made by the pope, and Inod Ciistciily, 

To Cri'stes clmche did he giot honoiu : 

But I let all his stone passen by, 

Of Custance is my talc specially. 

In the olde Roman e gestes men may find 
Mam ices hf, I here it not m mind. 

This king Alla, whan he his time sey. 

With his Custance, his holy wif so swete, 

'Po Eiiglond ben they come the nghte wey, 
Ther as they live in joye and m quiete. 

But litel while it la&teth I you hete, 

Joye of this world for time wol not abide. 

Fro day to night it changeth as the tide. 

Who lived ever in swiche delitc o day, 

That him ne meved othci conscience, 

Or ire, or talent, or som km afiiay, 

Envie, or pride, or passion, or oftence ^ 

I ne say hut for this end tins sentenct^ 

That htel while m joye or in plcsancc 
Lasteth the blisse of Alla with Custance. 

For Deth, that taketh of hic and low his icnte, 
Whan passed was a yere, even as I gesso, 

Out of this world this king lUla he hente, 

For whom Custance hath ful gret hcvinessc. 
Now let us praien God his soulo blcssc : 

And dame Custance, finally to say, 

Toward the toun of Rome goth hire way. 

To Rome is come this holy creatme, 

iUid findeth ther hire frendes hole and sound : 

Now is she scaped all hire aventure : 

And whan that she hire fader bath y found, 
Doun on hire knees falleth she to ground, 
Woping for tenderncsse m herte blithe 
She hcricih God an bundled thousand sithc. 

In vertue and in holy almesse dciU* 

They liven allc, and novel asoiid<T wendo ; 

Till doth departeth hem, this hf th<‘y lode : 
And fareth now wel, my talc is at an eudo. 
Now Jesu Crist, that of his might may sonde 
Joye after wo, govemc us in his grace, 

And kepc us alle that ben m this place, 


TUB 
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** Experience, though non auctorite«» 

Were ill this world, is right ynongh for me 
To Speke of wo that is in inapiago: 

For, lordings, sin I twelf yore was of ago, 
(I’lianked be <3od that is cttimo on Uvo) 
llusbondes at chirche dorc have I ha<l five, 

(It 1 so often might ban w««lded be) 

Vud all were worthy men in hir degree. 

But me was told, not longe time’ agon is, 
That sithon Crist ne went never but onis 
To wedding, in the Cane of Galileis 
That by that like ensample taught he imt, 

'Hiat I m shulde wedded be but ones. 

1 . 0 ,'lierkc eke, which a sharpit word for the tioi] 
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Beside a welle Jesu, GoH and man, 

Spake in reprefe of the Samantan : 

“ Thou hast yhaddelive husbonds, sayde he; 

And thilke man, that now hath wedded thee. 

Is not thyn husbond: ’’thus said he certain; 

What that he ment therby, I can not sain. 

But that I aske, why that the fifthc man 
Was non husbond to the Samaritan ^ 

How many might she have in manage ? 

Yet herd I never tellen m mm ago 
Upon this noutphre diffinitioun ; 

Men may devine, and gloseii up and doun. 

“ But wel I wot, expressc witbouten he 
God bad us for to wex and multiplie ; 

That gcntil text can I wel undeistond. 

Eke wel I wot, he sayd, that mm husbond 
Shuld leve fader and moder, and take to me ; 

But of no noumbre mention made he, 

Of bigamie or of oitogamie ; 

Why shuld men than speke of it vilanie ? 

Lo here the wise king dan Salomon, 

I trow he haddc wives mo than on, 

(As wolde God it leful were to me 
To be refreshed half so oft as he) 

Which a gift of God had he for alle his wives ? 
No man hath swiche, that in this world on live is. 
God wot, this noble king, as to my witte. 

The firste night had many a mery fitte 
With eche of hem, so wel was him on live. 
Blcbsed be God that I have wedded five, 
Welcome the sixthe whan that ever he shall. 

Foi sith I wol not kepe me chaste m all, 

Whan mm husbond is fro the world ygon, 

Som Cnsten man shal wedden me anon. 

Foi than the apostle saith, that I am fre 
To wedde, a’ Goddes half, wher it liketh me. 

He saii.h that to be wedded is no sinne; 

Bettor IS to be wedded than to brinne. 

** What rekketh me though folk say vilanie 
Of sbrewed Lamecb, and his bigamie ? 

I wot wel Abraham was an holy maw, 

And Jacob eke, as fer as ever I can. 

And eche of hem had wives mo than two. 

And many another holy man also. 

Wher can ye seen in any manei age 
That highc God defended manage , 

By expicsse word ? I pray you telleth me, 

<^r wher commanded he virgmitce ? 

** I wot as wel as ye, it is no drede, 

The apostle, whan he spake of maidcnhede, 

Tie said, that precept therof had he non . 

Men may conseille a woman to ben on, 

But consellling is no commaiidoment; 

He put it in our owen ,iugeincnt. 

“ For hadde God commanded maidenhcde. 
Than had he dampned wedding out of drede; 
And certes, if thcr were no sede ysowe, 
Viiginitce than wherof shuld it giwe ? 

Poulu dorste not commanden at the lest 
A thing, of which his maister yaf non best. 

The dart is sette up for virginitce, 

Catch who so may, who renneth best let sec. 
But this word is not take of every wight, 

But ther as God wol yeve it of his might. 

I wot wel that the apostle was a maid, 

But nathcles, though that he wrote and said, 

Tic wol that every wight were swiche as he, 

All n’is but conseil to virgmitee. 

And for to beo a wif he yaf me leve, 

Of indulgence, so n’is it non.repreve 


To wedden me, if that my make die, 

Withoute exception of bigamie ; 

All were it good no woman for to touche, 

(He ment as in- his bed or in his couche) 

For peril is both fire and tow to assemble ; 

Ye know what this ensample may resemble. 

** This IS all and som, he held virginitee 
Moie profit than wedding in freeltee: 

(Freeltee clepe I, but if that he and she 
Wold lede hir lives all in chastitee) 

I graunt it wel, I have of non envie. 

Who maidenhed prefenre to bigamie 5 
It liketh hem to be cleue m body and gost : 

Of mm estat I wol not maken host. 

“ foi wel ye know, a lord in his houshold 
Ne hath nat every vessell all of gold t 
Som ben of tiee; and don hir lord service. 

God clepeth folk to him in sondry wise. 

And evench hath of God a propre gift, 

Som this, som that, as that him liketh shift. 
Virginitee is gret perfection, 

And continence eke with devotion : 

But Crist, that of perfection is welle, 

Ne bade not every wight be shulde go selle 
Ail that he had, and yeve it to the poure, 

And in swiche wise foiow him and his lore : 

He spake to hem that wold live parfitly. 

And, lordings, (by your leve) that am nat I ; 

I wol bestow the floui of all myn age 
In th’ actes and the fruit of manage. 

“ Tell me also, to what conclusion 
Were membres made of generation, 

And of so parfit wise a wight ywi ought ? 

Tiusteth me wel, they were nat made for nouglii 
Glose who so wol, and say bothe up and doun, 
That they were made for piirgatioun 
Of urine, and of other thmges smale. 

And eke to know a female from a male : 

And for non other cause ? sayye no ^ 

The experience wot wel it is not so. 

So that the clerkes be not with me wroth, 

I ‘’ay tins that they mafcen ben for both. 

This is lo sayn, for ofldee, and for ese 
Of engendrure, ther we not God displese. 

Why shuld men elles in hir bookes sette, 

That man shal yelden to his wif hire detto? 

Now wherwith shuld he make his payement. 

If he ne used his sely instrument ? 

Than were they made upon a creatuie 
To purge urine, and eke for engendrure. 

But I say not that every wight is hold, . 
That hath swiche hameis as I to you told, 

1 o gon and usen hem m engendrure j 
Than shuld men take of chastitee no cure. 

Crist was a maide, ^.nd shapen as a man, 

And many a scint, sith that this world began, 
Yet lived they ever in pai-fit chastitee. 

I n’lll envie with no virginitee. 

Let hem with bred of pared whete be fed, 

And let us wives eten barly bred. 

And yet with barly hied, Mark tellen can, 

Our T^oid Jesu refreshed many man. 

In swiche estat as God hath cleped us, 

I wol persever, I n’am not precious, 

Tu wif bode wol I use min instrument 
As frely as my maker hath it sent. 

If I be dangerous God yeve me sorwe, 

Min husbond shal it have both even and morwe 
Whan that him list come forth and pay his dett 
An husbond wol I Ijave^ I wol not lette. 
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Which shal be both my dettour and my thrall. 
And have his tribulation withall 
Upon his flesh, while that I am his wif, 

I have the power during all my lif 
Upon his propre body and nat he; 

Right thus the apostle told it unto me, 

And bad our hushonds for to love us wel ; 

All this sentance me hketh every del.” 

Up stert the pardoner, and that anon ; 

" Now dame,” quod he, ** by God and by Seint John, 
Ye ben a noble prechour in this cas. 

I was about to wed a wif, alas * 

What ? shuld I bie it on my flesh so dere ^ 

Yet had I lever wed no wif to-yere.” 

** Abide,” quod she, ** my tale is not bcgonne. 
Nay, thou shalt drinkcn of another tonne 
Er that I go, shal savour worse than ale. 

And whan that I have told thee forth my tale 
Of tribulation in mariage, ^ 

Of which I am expert m all min age, 
niiis IS to sayn, myself hath ben the whippe) 
Than maiest thou chesen whedei thou wolt sippe 
Of thilke tonne, that T shal abioche. 

Beware' of it, er thou to neigh appioche. 

For I shal tell ensamples mo than ten: 

* Who so that n’lll beware by other men 
By him shal other men corrected be 
Thise same wordes writeth Ptholomee, 

Rede in his Almageste, and take it there.” 

** Dame, I wol pray you, if your will it were,” 
Sayde this pardoner, “ as ye began, 

Tell forth your tale, and spareth for no man, 

And techeth us yonge men of your practike.” 

“ Gladly,” quod she, “ sm that it may you like. 
But that I pray to all this compagnic, 

If that I speke after my fantasie, 

As taketh not a greefe of that I say, 

For mm entente is not but for to play. 

** Now sires; than wol I tell you forth roy tale. 
As ever mote I dnnken win or ale 
I shal say soth, the hosbondes that I had 
As three of them were good, and two weie bad. 
The three were goode men and riche and olde. 
Unethes mighten they the statute holde, 

In which that they were bounden unto me. 

Ye wot wel what 1 mene of this parde, 

As God me helpe, I laugh whan that I thinke, 
How pitously a-night I made hem swinke, 

But by my fay, I tolde of it no store; 

’riiey had me yeven hir lond and hir tresore, 

Me neded not do letiger diligence 
To win hir love, or don hem reverence. 

They loved me so wel by God above, 

That I ne tolde no deintcc of hir love. 

A wise woman wol besie hire ever m on 
To geten hir love, ther as she hath non. 

But sith I had hem holly in min bond, 

And that they hadde yeven me all hir loud, 

What shuld I taken kepe hem for to plese. 

But it were for my profit, or mm cse ? 

I set hem so a-werke by may fay, 

That many a night they songen ** Wala wa.” 

The bacon was not fit for hem, I trow, 

That som mien have m Essex at Bonmow. 

I goveined hem so wel after my lawe, 

That eche of hem ful blisful was and fawe 
To bringen me gay thinges fro the feyre. 

They were fill glade whan I spake hem fayre. 

For God it wot, 1 chidde hem spitously. 

Now herkeneth how I bare me pioprely. 
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“ Ye wise wives, that can undertone]. 

Thus shul ye speke, and here hem wrong on bond. 
For half so boldely can ther no man 
Sweren and lien as a woman can. 

(I say not this by wives that ben vrise, 

But if it be whan they hem misavise.) 

A wise wif if that she can hire good, 

Shal beren hem on bond the cow is wood, 

And taken witnebse of hire owen mayd 
Of hir assent : but herkeneth how I sayd, 

“ ‘ Sire olde kaynard, is this thin aray ? 

Why is my neigheboures wif so gay ^ 

She is honoured over al wber she goth, 

I sit at home, I have no thrifty cloth. 

What dost thou at my neigheboures hous ? 

Ib she so faire ^ art thou so amorous ? 

What rownest thou with oiir maide ^ benedhUCf 
Sire olde lechour, let thy japes be. 

** * And if I have a gossib, or a frond, 
(Withouten gilt) thou chidesi as a fend, 

If that I walke or play unto his hous. 

“ * I'hou comest home as dronkcu as a mous, 
And prechest on thy benche, with evil prefe; 

Thou sayst to me, it is a gret meschiefe 
To wed a poure woman, for costage : 

And if that she be riche of high parage, 

Than sayst thou, that it is a tourmentrie 
To sofire hire pride and hire melancolic. 

And if that she be faire, thou veray knave, 

Thou sayst that every holour wol hire have. 

She may no while in chastitee abide. 

That is assaillcd upon every side. 

Thou sayst som folk desire us for richesse, 

Som for our shape, and som for our faimessc. 

And som, for she can other sing or dance, 

And som for gentiUesse and dalianco, 

Some for hire boiides and hire armes smalc : 

Thus goth all to the devil by thy talc. 

Thou sayst, men may not kepe a castel wal, 

It may so long assailied be over al. 

And if that she be foul, thou sayst, that she 
Goveteth every man that she may sec ; 

For as a spaniel, she wol on him lepe, 

Til she may finden som man hire to chciie* 

Ne non so grey goes goth ther [n the lake, 
f As sayst thou) that wol ben withoute a inaki'. 

And sayat, it is an hard thing fbr to welde 
A thing, that no man wol, his thankes, hi Idt*. 

** ‘ Thus sayat thou, lord, whan thou gost to bed. 
And that no wise man nedetb for to wed, 

Ne no man that entendeth unto Heven. 

With wilde thonder dint and firy leveu 
Mote thy walked nekke be to-hroke. [Mimke, 
“ ‘ Thou sayst, that dropping houbt*s, and eke 
And chiding wives maken men to flee 
Out of hir owen hous ; a, benediciie. 

What aileth swiche an old man for to chitle ? 

“ * Thou sayst, wc wives wol our vices hide, 

Til we be fast, and than we wol hem sbewe. 

Wel may that be a proverbe of a shrewe. 

* Thou sayst, that oxen, asses, 1k»x, and houmU-!, 
Thrf ben assaied at diverse stoundes, 

Baoins, lavourcs, or that men hem bie, 

Spones, stooles, and all swiche hnsbondrie, 

And so ben pottes, clothes, and aray, 

But folk of wives maken non assay, 

Til they ben wedded, olde dotard shrewe ! 

And than, sayst thou, we wol our vices shewe, 

** * Tliou sayst also, that it dwpleseth me, 

But if that thou wolt preisen my beautee, 
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And but thou pore alway upon my face, 

And clepe me faire dame in every place ; 

And bat thou make a feste on thilke day 
That I was borae, and make me fresh and gay j 
And but thou do to my norice honour, 

And to my chamberere within my hour, 

And to my faders folk, and myn allies ; 

Thus sayst thou, olde iDarcl ful of lies. 

“ * And yet also of our prentis Jankm, 

For his cricpe here, shining as gold so fin, 

And for he squiereth me both up and doun. 

Yet hast thou caught a false suspectiou’ 

I wol him nat, though thou weie ded to-morwe. 

“ ‘ But tell me this, why hidest thou with sorwe 
The keies of thy chest away fro me > 

It is my good as wel as thin parde, 

What, wenest thou make an idiot of our dame? 

Now by that lord that eloped is Seint Jame, 

Thou sbalt nat bothc, though that thou were wood, 
Be maister of my body and of my good, 

That on thou shalt forgo inaugre thin eyen. 

What helpeth it of me to euquere and spieu ^ 

I trow thou woldest locke me m thy cheste. 

Thou shuldest say, fayr wif, go wher thee leste , 
Take your disport ; I wol nat leve no tales ; 

I know you for a trewe wif, dame Ales. 

“ ‘ We love no man, that taketh kepe or charge 
Wher that we gon, we wol be at our large. 

Of alle men yblcssed mote he be 
The wise astrdlogien dan Ptholomee, 

That sayth this proverbe in his Alinageste : 

< Of alle men his wisdom is higheste. 

That lekketh not who hath the world in bond * 

“ ‘ By this proverbe thou shalt wel understond. 
Have thou ymough, what thar thee rekke dr care 
How merily that other folkes fare ? 

For certes, olde dotard, by your leve, 

Ye shullcn have queint right ynough at eve. 

He is to gret a nigard that wol weme 
A man to light a candel at his lanteme; 

He shall have never the lesse light parde. 

Have thou ynough, thee thar not plamen thee. 

“ * Thou say also, if that we make us gay 
With clothing and with precious array. 

That it is peril of our chastitee. 

And yet, with sorwe, thou enforcest thee, 

And sayst thise wordes m the apostles name : 

* Tn habit made with chastitee and shame 
Ye women shul appareile you,’ (quod he) 

* And nat in trussed here, and gay peme, 

As perles, ne with gold, ne clothes nche.’ 

“ ‘ After thy text, ne after thy rubriche 
I wol not work as mochel as a gnat. 

« ‘ Thou sayst also, I walke out like a cat j 
For who so wolde senge the catles skin, 

Than wol the cat wel dwellen in hire in ; 

And if the cattes skin be sleke and gay, 

She wol nat dwellen in hous half a day, 

But forth she wol, or any day be dawed, 

'I’o shew hire skin, and gon a caterwawed. 

This is to say, if I be gay, sire shrewe, 

I wol renne out, my borel for to shewe. 

Sire olde fool, what helpeth thee to spieu ? 

Though thou pray Argus with his hundred eyeu 
To be my wardecorps, as he can best, 

In faith he shal not kepe me but me lest: 

Yet coude I make his herd, so mote 1 the. 

** ‘ Tbon sayest eke, that ther ben thinges three, 
Which thinges gretly troublen all this erthe, 

And that no wight ne may endure the fertbe ; 


0 lefe sire shrewe, Jesu short thy lif. 

“‘Yet prechest thou, and sayst, an hateful wif 
Yerkened is for on of thise meschances. 

Be ther non other maner resemblances 
That ye may liken your parables to. 

But if a sely wif be on of tho ? 

“ ‘ Thou likenest eke womans love to Helle, 

To barrem loud, ther water may not dwelle. 

“ ‘ Thou hkenest it also to wilde fire; 

Tlie more itbrenneth, the more it hath desire 
To consume every thing, that brent wol be. 

“ ‘ 'Fhou sayest, right as wormes shende a tre, 
Right so a wif destroieth hire husbond; 

This knowen they that ben to wives bond.* 

“ ‘ Lordings, right thus, as ye ban understond. 
Bare I stifiy min old husbondes on bond, 

Tnat thus they saiden in hir dronkennesse , 

And all was false, but as I toke witnesse 
On Jankm, and upon my nece also- 

0 Lord, the peine I did hem, and the wo, 

Ful gilteles, by Goddes swete pine; 

For as an hors, T coude bite and whine ; 

1 coude plain, and I was in the gilt, 

Or elles oftentime I had ben spilt. 

Who so first cometh to the mill, first glint ; 

I plained first, so was our werre ystint. 

They were ful glad to excusen hem ful blive 
Of thing, the which they never agilt hir lire. 

Of wenches wold I beren hem on bond, 

Whan that for sike unnethes might they stond, 

Yet tikeled I his herte for that he 
Wend that I had of him so gret chiertee : 

I swore that all my walking out by night 
Was for to espien wenches that he dight: 

Under that colour had I many a mirth; 

For all swiche wit is yeven us m our birth; 

Heceite, weping, spinning, God hath yeven 
To woman kindly, while that they may liven. 

And thus of 0 thing I may avaunten me, 

At th* ende I had the beter in eche degree, 

By sleight or force, or by som maner thing, 

As by continual murmur or grutching. 

Namely a-beil, ther hadden they meschance, 

Ther wold I chide, and don hem no plebance: 

I wold no lenger m the bed abide, 

Tf that I felt his arme over my side. 

Til he had made his raunson unto me. 

Than wold I soffie him to do his nicetee. 

And therfore every man this tale I tell, 

Winne who so may, for all is for to sell 
With empty bond men may no haukes lure. 

For winning wold 1 all his lust endure, 

And maken me a feined appetft. 

And yet in bacon had I never delit : 

Thai raaked me that ever 1 wold hem chiile. 

For though the pope had sitten hem beside, 

1 wold not spare hem at hir owen bord. 

For by my trouthe I quitte hem word for wor< 

As helpe me veray God omnipotent, 

I'lio I right now shuld make my testament, 

I lie owe hem not a word, that it n’is quit, 

I brought it so abouten by my wit, 

That they must yeve it up, as for the best, 

Or elles had we never ben ip rest. 

For though he loked as a wood leon, 

Yet shuld he faille of bis conclusioiu 
“ Than wold I say, ‘ Now, goode lefe, take kepe. 
How mekely loketh Willdn pure shepe ! 

Come ner my spouse, and let me ba thy cheke. 

Ye shulden be al patient and meke, 
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And han a swete spiced conscience, 

Sith. ye so preche of Jobes patience. 

Suffreth alway, sin ye so -wcl can prechc, 

And but ye do, certain we shal you teche 
That it IS faire to ban a wif in pees. 

On of us two moste bowen doutelees : 

And, sith a man is more resonable 
Than woman is, ye mosten ben suffrable. 

What aileth yon to grutchen thus and grone ? 

Is it for ye wold have my quemt alone ? 

Why take it all: lo, have it every del, 

Peter, I shrew you but ye love it wel. 

For if I wolde sell my belle chosCf 
I coude walke as freshe as is a rose, 

But I wol kepc it for your owen toth. 

Ye be to blame, by God, I say you soth.’ 

“ Swiche manor wordes hadden we on bond. 
Now wol I spoken of my fourtho husbond. 

My fourthe busbonde was a revellour, 

Tliis is to sayn, he h<xd a paramour, 

And I was yonge and fnl of rail cue, 

Stibbome and strong, and joly as a pic 
Tho coude I clancen to an harpe smalc, 

And sing ywis as any nightingale, 

Whan I bad dronke a draught of sw^ete wine. 
Metellius, the foule cherle, the swine, 

That with a staf beraft his wif hire lif 
For she drank wine, though 1 had ben his wif, 
No sbuld he not have daunted me fro drinke: 
And after wine of Venus mo&t I thinke. 

For al so siker as cold engendreth hayl, 

A likerous mouth most han a hkerous tayl. 

In woman vinolent is no defence, 

This knowen lechours by experience. 

** But, Lord Crist, whan that it remembretb t 
U pon my youth, and on my jolitee, 

It tikleth me about myn herte-rote. 

Unto this day it doth myn herte bote, 

That I have had my world as in my time. 

But age, alas ’ that all wol envenime, 

Hath me beraft my beautee and my pith : 

Let go, farewel, the devil go theiwith. 

The flour is gon, ther n’is no more to tell, 

The bren, as I best may, now mobte I sell. 

But yet to be right mery wol I fond, 

Now forth to tellen of my fourthe husbond, 

“ I say, I had in herte gret despit, 

That he of any other hstd delit ; 

But he was quit by God and by Seint Joce : 

I made him of the same wood a croce, 

Not of my body in no fonle manere, 

But certainly I made folk swiche chere, 

That in his owen grese I made him fne 
For anger and for veraj^ jalousie. 

By God, m earth I was his purgatone, 

For which I hope his soule be in glorie. 

For, God it wote, he sate ful oft and bongc, 
Whan that his sho ful bitterly bim wronge- 
Ther was no wight, save God and he, that wistc 
In many a wise how sore that I him twiste. 

He died whan I came fro Jeruualetn, 

And lith ygrave under the lode-becm : 

All is his fombe not so curious 
As was the sepulcre of him Darius, 

Which that Appelles wrought so sotelly. 

It is but wast to bury bem preciously. 

Let him farewel, God give bis soule rest, 

He is now in his grave and in his chest. 

Now of my fifthe husbonde wol I telle : 

God let his, soule never come in Helle. 
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^nd yet was he to me the moste shiew, 

That fele 1 ou my ubbes all by lew, 

\nd ever slial, unto mni ending day. 

But 111 our bed ho was so fresh and gay, 

And thenvilhall he coude so wel me glose, 

Whan that he wolde han my belle choic. 

That, though He had me bet on every bon. 

He coude win agen my love anon. 

I trow, I love him the bet, for he 
Was of hifa love so dangerous to me. 

VVe wimmen hau, if that 1 shal not lie, 

In this matere a qneinte fantasie. 

Waite, what thing we may nat lightly hau\ 
'f'herafter wol we cry all day and crave. 

Foibede us thing, and that dcsiren we ; 

Pi esc on us fast, and thanne wol wo flee. 

With danger uttren we all our chafFaro j 
Gret prccs at market maketh derc ware. 

And to gretchepe is holdcn at litel piisi;; 

This kuoweth every woman that is wise. 

“ My fifthe hiLsbonde, God his soule blosse. 
Which that I toke for love and no richcssv, 

He somtimc was a clerk of Oxenforde, 

And had left scole, and went at homo at horde 
With my gossib, dwelling in our toun : 

God have hiic soule, hire name was Ahsoun. 

She knew my herte and all my privatco, 

Bet than our parish preesfc, so mote I the. 

To hire bcwried I my conseil all j 
For had my husbond pissed on a wall, 

Or don a thing that shuld have cost his lif^ 

To hire, and to another V'orthy wif, 

And to my nece, which that I loved wel, 

I wold have told his conseil every del. 

And so I did ful often, God it wotc, 

That made his face ful often red and hote 
For veray shame, and blamed himaelf, for he 
Had told to roc so gret o piivetee. 

“ And so befell that oiuis in a Umt, 

(So often times I to my gossib went, 

For ever yet I loved to be gay, 

And for to walke in March, April, and May 
Fiom hous to boua, to heicn sondry talc.s) 

That Jankin clerk, and my gossib dame Ales, 

And I myself, into the feldes went. 

Myn husbond was at London all that Lent i 
1 had the better leiscr for to pleie, 

And for to see, and ekefor to be seie 
Of lusty folk ; What wist I whor my grace 
Was shapen for to be, or in what place ? 

Theifore made I my visitations 
To vigilies, and to processions, 

'I'o prechings eke, and to thise pilgrimages, 

To playos of miracles, and maringerft, 

And wered upon my gay skarlet gites. 

Thise woimes, ne thiho mothes, no thisc mitts 
Upon my paiailie frett hem n'^ver a del, 

And west tlioii why ? for they were used wel. 

Now wol J tellen forth what happed me : 

I say, that m the fcldos walked we, 

7'ill trewely we had swicho daliance 
This clerk and I, that of my puryeanoc 
T spake to him, aud said him how that he, 

Tf I were widewe, shulde wedden me. 

For certainly, I say for no bobance, 

Yet was I never witbout ptirveance 
Of mariage, ne of other thinges ekei 
1 hold a mouses wit not worth a Icke, 

That hath but on hole for to storten to> 

And if that faille, than is all ydo. 
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“ I bare him on bond, be hath enchanted me > 
(My dame tau^hte me that subfiltee) 

And eke I sayd, I mette of him all night, 

He wold hau slain me, as I lay upright, 

And all my bed was full of veray blood ; 

But yet I hope that ye shuln do me good: 

For blood betokene<-h gold, as me was taught. 

And al was fa’se, I dreraed of him right naught, 
But as I folwcd ay my dames lore, 

As wel of that as of other thmges more. 

“ But now, sire, let m,e see, what shall I sain? 

A ha, by Go<l I have my tale again. 

Whan tha. my fourthe hu&bonde was on here, 

I wept algate and made a sory chere. 

As wives moten, for it is the usage ; 

And with my coverchefc covered my visage 5 
But, for that I was purveyed of a make,* 

I wept but sraal, and that I undertake. 

To chiiche was myn busbond born a-morwe 
With neigheboures that for him maden sowi*e, 

And Jankin cure clerk was on of tho : 

As help(‘ me God, whan that I saw him go 
After the here, me thought he had a paire 
Of legges and of feet, so dene and faire. 

That all my herte I yave unto his hold. 

He was, I trow, a twenty winter old. 

And I w'as fourty, if I shal say sOth, 

But yet I had alway a coltes toth. 

Gat-totbed I was, and that became me wele, 

I had the print of semte Venus sele. 

As helpf me God, I was a lusty on, 

And faire, and nche, and yonge, and wel begon : 
.^nd trewely, as min husbondes tolden me, 

1 had the beste qucinl that ntighte be. 

For certos I am all venerian 
In feling, and my herte is marcian : 

Venus me yave my lust and Ukerqusnesse, 

And Mars yav« me my sturdy bardmesse. 

Hin ascendent was Tautei and Mars thennne: 
Alas, alas, that ever love was sinne 1 
I fdwed ay min inclination ^ 

By vertue of my constellation: 

That made me that I coude nat withdraw 
My chambre of Venus from a good felaw. 

Yet have I Martes merke upon my face, 

And also in another privee place. 

For God so wisly be my salvation, 

I loved never by no discretion, 

But ever folwed mm appetit, 

All were he shorte, longe, blake, or white, 

I toke no kepe, so that be liked me, 

How poiire he was, ne eke of what degree. 

What shuld T saye ? but at the monthes ende 
Tills joly clerk Jankin, that was so hende, 

Hath wodded me with grot solempnitee, 

And to him yave I all the lond and fee. 

That ever was me yeven therbefore: 

But afterward rtipented me ful sore. 

He n’olde saffre nothing of my list 
By God he smote me ones with his fist. 

For that I rent out of bis book a lefe, 

That of the stroke myn ere wex al defe. 

Stibborn I was, as is a leonesse, 

And of my tonge a veray jangloresse. 

And walk 1 wold, as T had don beforn, 

Fro hous to boas, although be bad it sworni 
For which he oftentimes wolde preebe, 

And me of olde Riimaine gestes teebe. 

**. How he Sulpitius Oallus left his wif, 

And hire fbrsoke for terme of all his lif, 
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Not but for open-heded he hire say 
Loking out at bis dore upon a day. 

“ Anothei Romaine told he me by name, 

That for his wif was at a somraer game 
Without his wetiDg, he forsoke hire eke. 

“ And than wold he upon h:s Bible seke 
That ilke proverbe of Ecclesiaste, < 

Wlier he commandeth, and forbedeth fastc, 

Man shal not suffer his wif go roule aboute. 

" Than wold he say right thus witbotiten doute: 
< Who so that bddeth his hous all of salwes, 

And pneketh his blind hors over the falwes, 

And suffereth his wif to go seken halwes. 

Is worthy to be honged on the galwes.* , 

“ But all for nought, I sette not an haw® 

Of his proveibcs, ne of his olde sawe 5 
Ne I wold not of him corrected be. 

I bate hem that my vices tellen me, 

And so do mo of ns (God wote) than I. 

This made him wood with me all utterly; 

I n’olde not forbere him in no cas. ' 

“ Now wol T say you soth by Seint Thomas, 
Why that 1 rent of his book a lefe, 

For which he smote me, so that I was defe. 

“ He had a book, that gladly night and day 
For his disport he wolde it rede alway. 

He cleped it Valerie, and Theophrast, 

And with that book he lough alway fill fast. 

And eke ther was a clerk sorntme at Rome, 

A cardinal, that highte Semt Jerome, 

That made a book against Jovmian, 

Which book was ther, and ckc Tertullian, 
Crisippus, Tortula, and Helowis, 

That was abbesse not fef fro Paris ^ 

And eke the paraboles of Salomon, 

Ovides art, and bourdes many on ; 

And alle thise ^ere bonden inp volume. 

And every night and day was his custume ^ 
(Whan he had leiser and vacation 
From other worldly occupation) 

To reden in this book of wikkfed wives. 

He knew of hem mo legendes and mp lives, 

Than ben of goodfe wives in the Bible, 

“ For trusteth wel, it is an impossible. 

That any clerk wol spoken good of wives, 

(But if it be of holy semtes lives) 

Ne of non other woman never the mo. 

Who pointed the leon, telleth me, who } 

, By God, if wimmen haddeh written stories, 

As clerkes han, within bir oratories, 

They wold have writ of men mpre wikkednesste. 
Than ail the merke of Adam may redresses. 

The children of Mercury and of Venus 
Ben m hir weiking ful contranous. 

Mercury loveth wisdom and science, 

Ai\d Venus loveth not and dispence. 

And for hir divers disposition, 

Eche falleth in others exaltation'. 

• As thus, God wote, Mercury is ^esolat 
In Pibcfes, wber Venus is exaltat. 

And Venus falleth wher Mercury is reiised. 
Tberfbre no woman pf no clerk is preMU 
The clerk whan be is old, and may nought d< 

Of Venus werkes not worth his old she,. 

Than slteth he doun, and writetb in luis dotag 
That wimmen cai^notkepe hir maringe. 

But now to purpos, why I tolda thee, 

That I was beten for a parde. , 

Upon a nigh^ Jankin, thM was our sipe, 

Red on his book, as he sete by the fire, 
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Of Eva first, that for lure wikkednesse | 

Was all mankind brought to wretchedness, 

Por which that Jesu Crist himself was slain. 

That bought us with his herte-blood again. 

lo here expresse of wimmen may ye find. 

That woman was the losse of all mankind. 

Tho redde he me how Sampson lost his heres 
Sleping, his lemman kitte hem with hire shores, 
Teurgh whiche treson lost he both his eyen. 

“ Tho redde he me, if that I shal not hen. 

Of Hercules, and of bis Deianire, 

That caused him to set himself a-fire. 

“ Nothing forgat he the care and the wo, 

That Socrates had with his wives two ; 

How Xantippa cast pisse upon his hed. 

This sely man sat still, as he were ded, 

He wiped his hed, no more dorst he sain. 

But, er the thonder stint ther cometh rain. 

*• Of Pasiphae, that was the quene of Crete, 

For shrewednesse him thought the tale swete. 

Fic, speke no more (it is a grisely thing) 

Of hire horrible Inst and hire liking. 

“ Of Clitemnestra for hire lecherie 
That falsely made hire husbond for to die. 

He redde it with ful good devotion. 

" He told me eke, for what occasion 
Amphiorax at Thebes lost his lif : 

My husbond bad a legend of his ^if 
Eriphile, that for an ouchc of gold 
Hath pnv^ly unto the Qrekes told, 

Wher that hire husbond hidde him in a place. 

For which he had at Thebes sory grace. 

** Of Lima told he me, and of Lucie : 

They hotiie made hir husbondes for to die. 

That on for love, that other was for hate. 

JUma hire husbond on an even late 
Enpoysoned hath, fbr that she was his fo : 

Lucia likerous loved hir husbond so, 

That for he shuld alway upon hire thinke. 

She yave him swiche a manor love-dnnke, 

That he was ded er it was by the morwe: 

And thus algates husbondes hadden sorwe. 

** Than told he me, how on Ijatumcus 
Complained to his fislaw Arius, 

That m his garden growed swiche a tree, 

On which he said how that his wives three 
Honged hemself fov hertes despitons. 

* O leva brother,^ quod this Arius, 

* Xeve me a plant of thilke blessed tree. 

And in my gardin planted shal it be.’ 

** Of later date of wives hath he redde, 

That som ban slain hir husbonds in hir bedde, 

And let hir leohour dight hem all the night, 

While that the corps lay in the flore upright; 

And som ban driven nailes in hir brain, 

While that they slepe, and thus they ban hem slain: 
SdSn ban hennf yeven poyson in hir drink : 

He spake more harm than herte may bethinke. 

“ And therwithall he knew of mo proverbes, 
Than in this world their growen gras or herbes. 

‘Bet is’ (quod he) ‘thin habitation 
Be with a Icon, or a foule dragori, 

Than with a woman using tor to chide. 

“ ‘ Bet is’ (quod he) ‘ high in the roof abide, 
Than with an angry woman doun m the hous, 
They ben so wikked and contrarious : 

They baten, that hir husbonds loven ay.' 

“ He sayd, a woman cast hire shame away, 
Whan she cast of hire smock; and tbrthermo, 

A fairs woman, but she be ahast aisp, 
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Is like a gold ring in a sowes nose. 

“ Who coude wene, or who coude suppose 
The wo that in min herte was, and the pine ? 

And whan I saw he n’olde never fine 
To reden on this cursed book all night, 

A1 sodenly three leves have I plight 
Out of his book, right as he r^de, and eke 
I with my fiist so loke him on the oheke, 

That in oure fire he fell bakward adoun. 

And he up sterte, as doth a wood leoun. 

And with his fist he smote me on the hed, 

That in the flore T lay as I were ded. 
i And whan he saw how stille that I lay, 

He was agast, and wold have fled away. 

Til at the last out of my swough I brayde, 

‘ O, hast thou slain me, false theef I sayde, 

‘ And for my lond thus hast thou mordred me ? 

Er I be (led, yet wol I kissen thee.’ 

And nere he came, and kneled faire adoun, 

And sayde ; * T)ere snster Alisoun, 

As helpe me God I shall thee never smite : 

That I have don it is thyself to wite, 

I Foryeve it me, and that T thee beseke.’ 

And yet eftsones I hittc him on the cheke, 

And sayde; ‘ Theef, thus much am T aw^eke. 

Now wol I die, I may no longer speke.’ 

“ But at the last, with mochel care and wo 
We fell accorded by ourselven two: 

He yaf me all the bridel m min bond 
To han the governance of hous and lend, 

And of his tonge, and of his bond also. 

And made him brenne his book anon right th^' 

“ And whan that I had getten unto me 
I By maistne all the soverainetee, 

I And that he sayd, * Mm owen trewe wif, 

Do as thee list, the teime of all thy lif, 

Kepe thin honour, and kepe eke min estat;* 

After that day we never had debat. 

God helpe me so, I was to him as kinde, 

Ab any wif fro Denmark unto Inde, 

And al so trewe, and so was be, to me: 

I pray to God that sit in majestee 
So bhsse his soule; for bis mercy dere. 

Now wol I say my tale if ye wol here.” 

The Frere lough whan he herd all this ; 

“ Now dame,” quod he, “ so have I joye and blia, 
This is a long preamble of a tale.” 

And whdu the Sompnour herd the Frere gale, 

“ Lo” (quod this Sompnour) “ Ooddes armes twt^, 
A frere wol entermit him evermo; 

Lo, goode men, a flie and eko a frere 
Wol fall in every dish and eke matcre. 

What spekest thou of preambnlatioun ? 

What > amble or trot; or pees, or go sit doun: 
Thou lettest our disport in this materc.” [Frere, 
“Ye, wolt thou so, sire Sompnour?” quod tbi 
“ Now by my faith I shal, er that I go, 

Tell of a sompnour swiche a tale or two, 

That all th'c folk shal laiighcn in this place,*^ 

“ Now elles, Frere, I wol b(^ihrewe thy fkce,” 
(Quod this Sompnour) “ and I besbrewe me, 

But if I telle tales two or three 
Of freres, or I come to Sidenbome, 

That I shal make thin herto for to mome; 

For wel I wot thy patience is goo.” 

Our Hoste cried ; “ Pecs, and that anon 
And sayde; “ Let the woman tell biro tale. 

Ye fare as folk that drnnkon ben of ale. 

Do, dame, tell forth your tale, and that is best” 

“ Alredy, sire,” qutod she, “ right as yon tei^ 
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If I have licence of this ivorthy frere.” ^[here.*' 
“ Yes, dame/* quod he, ** tell forth, and I wol 


THE WIF OF BATHES TALE, 

In olde dayes of the king Artour, 

Of which that Bretons speke gret honour. 

All was this lend fill filled of faerie j 
The elf-qiierie, with her joly compagnie, 

JDanced ful oft in many a grene mede. 

This was the old opinion as I rede ; 

I speke of many hundred yeres ago ; 

But now can no man see non elves mo, 

For now the grete charitee and prayeres 
Of lim’toures and oth6r holy frercs, 

That serchen every land and every streme, 

As thikke as motes in the sonne-beme, 

Blissing halles, ebambres, kichenes, and houres, 
Citees and burgbes, castles highe and toures, 
Thropes and hemes, shepenes and dairies, 

This maketh that ther ben no faeries : 

For ther as wont to walken as an elf, 

Ther walketh now the limitour himself. 

In undermeles and m morweninges, 

And sayth his matincs and his holy thinges, 

As he goth m his limitatioun. 

Women may now go safely up and doun. 

In every bush, and under every tree, 

Jhei;* is non other incubus but he, 

And he ne will don hem no dishonour. 

J,And so befell it, that this king Artour 
•Hs^d in his hous a lusty hacjhcler, 

That on a day came riding fro river, 
happed, that, alone as she was home, 
a maiden walking him hefome, 

OTVbich maid he anon, maugre hire hed. 

By veray ibree beraffc hire maidenhed: 

For which oppression was swidie clamour, 

And swiche pursuite unto the king Artour, 

That damned was this knight for to be ded 
By course of lawc, and shuld have lost his hed, 
(Paraventure swiche was the statute tho,) 

But that the quene and other ladies mo 
So longe praieden the king of grace, 

Til he his lif him granted in the place, 

And yaf him to the quene, all at hire will 
To chese whether she wold'him save or spill. 

Tlic queue thanked tho king With al hire mighty 
And after this thus spake she to the knight. 

Whan that she saw hire time upon a day. 

“ Thou standest yet** (quod she) ‘<in swiche array, 
That of thy Uf yet hast thou no seuretce ; 

I grant the lif, if thou canst tellen me, 

Yi^at thing is it that women most desiren : 

Beware, and kepe thy nekke-bohe from yren- 
And if thou* canst not tell it me anon. 

Yet wol I yeve thee leve for to gon 
A twelvemonth and a day, to seke and Icrg 
An answer suffisant m this matere^ 

And seuretee wol I have, or that thou pace, 

Thy body for to yolden in this place.*’ 

Wo was the knight, and sotwefully he sikeih ; 
But what ? he may not don all as him llketh. 

And at the last he chese him for to wendc, . 

And come ageo right at the yeros ende 
With swiche answer, as God wold him purvey : 
And taketh his love, emd wende^b forth Ms way* 


He seketh every hous and every place, 
Wher as he hopeth for to finden grace, 

To lernen what thing women loveu moste ; 

But he ne coude ariven in no coste, 

Where as he mighte find in this matere 
Two creatures accoiding in fere, 

Som saiden, women loven best richesse, 

Som saiden honour, som saiden jolinesse, 

Som riche array, som saiden lust a-bedde, 

And oft time to be widewe and to be wedde. 

Some saiden, that we ben m herte most esed 
Whan that we ben yflatered and ypreised. 

He goth ful nigh the sothe, I Wol not lie; 

A man shal winne us best with flaterie; 

And with attendance, and with besinesse 
Ben we ylimed bothe more and lesse. 

And som men saiden, that we loven best 
For to be free, and do right as us lest, 

And that no man repreve us of our vice. 

But say that we ben wise and nothing nice. 

For trewely ther n’ls non of ns all, 

If apy wight wol claw us on .the gall, 

That we n’lU kike, for that he saith us soth t 
Assay, and he shal find it, that so doth. 

For be we never so vicious withinne, 

We wol be holdeu wise and dene of sinue. 

And som saiden, that gret deht ban we 
For to be holden stable and eke secre, 

And in o puipos stedfestly to dwell, 

And not bewreyen thing that men us tell. 

But that tale is not worth a rake-stele. 

Parde we women connen nothing hele, 
Witnesse on Mida ; wol ye here the tale ? 

Ovide, amonges other thinges smale, 

Said, Mida had under bis longe heres 
Growing upon his hed two assels eres ; 

The whiche vice he hid, as he best might, 

Ful subtilly from every manpes sig^t. 

That, save his wif, ther wik of it no mo ; 

He loved hire most, knd trusted ifirealso;' 

He prated hire, that to no creature 
She n’olde tellen of his disfigure^ 

She swore him, nay, for all the world to wii 
She n’olde do that vilanie, ne sinne, ^ 

To make hire husbond han so foule a name : 
She n’olde not tell it for hire owen shame. 

But natheles hire thoughte that she dide, 

That she so longe shuld a conseil Mde ; 

Hire thought it swal so sore abonte hire herte, 
That nedely som word hire must astertfe j 
And sith she dorst nat telle it to man, 

Doun to a mareis fiiste by she ran. 

Til she came ther, hire herte was a-fire : 

And as a bitore bumbleth in the mire. 

She laid hire mouth unto the water doun. 

“ Bewrey me not, thou water, with thy soun,* 
Quod she, “ to thee I tell it, and no mo, 

Min husbond hath long asses eres two- 
Now is min herte all hole, now is it out, 

I might no lenger kepe it out of dout** 

Here may ye see, though we a time abides 
Yet out it moste, wc jcan no conseil bkh^ 

The f emenant of the tale, if ye wol ' 
Redeth Qvide, and ther ye may it 
This knight, of which my tale! is spedafiy^ 
Whan that be saw be might not opme therhy, 
(This IS to sayn, what tmipeb most) 
Within Ms brest fill sofwcM was his gost 
But home he goth, he not sojoume, 

The day was cotpe, homwwd rnuat he tu 
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And in his wdy, it happed him to ride 
In all his care, under a forest side, 

Wheras he saw upon a dance §o 
Of ladies fonre and twenty, and yet mo. 

Toward this ilke dance he drow fal yeme, 

In hope that he som wisdom shulde lerne ; 

Bat certainly, er he came fully there, 

Yvanished was this dance, he n'iste not wher ; 

No creature saw he that bare lif. 

Save on the grene he saw sitting a wif, 

A fouler wight ther may no man devise. 

Againe this knight this olde wif gan arise, 

And said j “ Sire knight, here forth ne lith no way. 
Tell me what that ye sdcen by your fay. 
Paraventure it may the better be . 

Thise olde folk con mochel thing,’’ quod she. 

** My leve mother,” quod this knight, “ certain, 
I n’am but ded, but if that I can sam, 

What thing it is that women most desire : 

Coude ye me wisse, I wold quite wel your hiie.” 

** Plight me thy trouthe heie in myn hond,” quod 
** The ncxte thing that I requere of thee [she, 

Thou *hdlt it do, if it be in tliy might, 

And I wol tell it you or it be night.” [graunte.” 
“ Have here my trouthe,” quod the knight, “ I 
Thanne,” quod she, ** I dare me wel avaunte. 
Thy lif is sauf, for I wol stoud therby, 

Upon my hf the quene wol say as I : 

Let see, which is proudest of hem alle, 

That wereth on, a kerchef or a calle, 

That dare sayn nay of that I shal you teche. 

T-et us go forth withouten lenger apeche.” 

Tho rowned she a pistol in his ere, 

And bad him to be glad, and have no fere. 

Whan they ben comen to the court, this knight 
Said, he had hold his^day, as be had hight, 

And rcdy was his answere, as he saide. 

Ful many a noble wif, and many a maide, 

And ipany a widewe, for that they ben wise, 

(The queue hireself sitting as a justice) 

^sembled ben his answer for to here, 

And afterward this knight was bode apperc. 

Q’o every wight commanded was silence. 

And that the knight shuld tell in audience, 

What thing that worldly Women loven best. 

This knight ne stood not still, as doth a best, 

But to this question anon auswerd 
With manly vois, that all the court it herd, 

« My liege lady, generally,” quod he, 

Women desiren to han soverainetee, 

As well over hir husbond as hir love, 

And for to ben in maistrie him above. 

This is your most ^esiie, though ye me kille, 

Doth as you list, I am here at your w'dle.” 

In all the court ne was ther wif ne maide, 

Ne widewe, that contraried that he saide, 

But said, he was worthy to han his Uf. 

And with that word up stert this olde wif. 
Which that the knight saw sitting on the grene. 

“ Mercy,” quod she, my soveraine lady quene, 
Er that yonr court depart, as doth roe right ' 

T taughtethns answere unto this knight, 

For which he plighte me his trouthe there, 

The firste thing I wold of him requere, 

He wold it do, if It lay in his might. 

Befbrjs this court than pray 1 thee, sire knight,” 
Quod shi, ** that thou me take unto thy wtf, 

For wel thou west, that I have kept tby lif ; 

If I say false, say nay upon thy fey.” 

This knight answered, ** Alas and wala wa I 
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I wot right wel that swiche was my behest. 

For Goddes love as chese a new request : 

Take all my good, and let my body go.” 

“ Nay then,” quod she, “ I shrewe usbothetwo. 
For though that I be o de, foule, and pore, 

I n’olde for all the metal ne the ore, 

That under erthe is grave, or lith above, 

But if thy wif I were and eke thy love.” 

“ My love ?” quixl he, ** nay my dampnation. 
Alas ’ that any of my nation 
Shuld ever so foule disparage be,” 

But all for nought , the end is this, that be 
Constrained was, he nedes must hire wed, 

Aud taketh this olde wif, and goth to bed. 

Now wolden som men sayn paraventure, 

That for my negligence I do no cure 
To tellen you the joye and all the army, 

That at the feste was that ilke day. 

1*0 which thing shortly answerm I shal : 

I say ther was no joy no foste at al, 

Ther n’as but hevinesseand mochel sorwe, 

For prively he wedded hire on the morwe, 

And all day after hid him as an oule, 

So wo was him, his wif Inked so foule. 

Grot was the wo the knight had in his thought 
Whan he was with his wif a-bed ybrovigbt. 

He walweth, and he turneth to and fro. 

This olde wif lay smiling evermo, 

I And said : “ 0 derc husbond, Unedlatef 
j Faietb every knight thus with his wif as yc ? 

Is this the law of king Artoures hous ? 

Is every knight of his thus dangerous ? 

I am your owen love, and eke your wif, 

I am she, which that saved hath your Hf, 

And certes yet did I you never imright. 

Why fare ye thus with me this firste night ? 

Ye faren like a man had lost his wit. 

What is my gilt? for Goddes love tell it, , 
And it shal ben amended, if X may.” 

** Amended ?” quod this knight, ** alas! nay, nay^ 
It wol not ben amended never mo j 
Thou art so lothly, and so olde also, 

And therto comen of so low a kind, 

That htel wonder is though I walwe and wind ^ 

So wolde God, min lierte woldo brest.” 

“ Is this” quod she, “ the cause of yonr unrest 
“ Ye certainly,” quod he, *♦ no wonder is.” 

“ Now sire,” quod she, “ I coikIc amend all this^ 
If that me list, ere it were dayes three, 

So wel ye mighten bare you unto me. 

“ But for yc speken of swichc gentillesse^ 

As is descended out of old richesse, 

That therfore sbulleu ye be gcntilmen ; 

Swiche arrogance n’is not worth an hen. 

“ Loke who that is moat vertuoug alway, 

Pnve and apert, and most cntemleth ay 
To do the gentil dedes that h<* can, 

And take him for the gretest gwjt|lmai>* 

Crist wol we claime of him our gcntHlcsw^ 

Not of our elders for bir old ricbesse. 

For though they yevo us all bir betitage, 

For which wr claim to ben of high parage 
Yet may they not bequothen, fer no thing. 

To non of us, hir verttious living, 

That made hem gentilmon called to be, 

And bade us fblwen hem in swiche degree* 

“ Wel can the wise poet of Florenoe^ 

That hightft Uant, spoken of this sentences 
lo, in swiche manor rime is Dantes tale. 

** FulseldeuprkethbyhfebTanchetsamk' 
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Prowesse of man, for God of his goodnesse 
Wol that we claime of him our gentUlesse ; 

For of our elders may we nothing claime 

But temporel thing, that man may hurt and maime. 

** Eke every wight wot this as wel as I, 

If gentillesse were planted naturelly 
Unto a certain linage doun the line, 

Prive and apert, than wol they never fine 
To don of gentillesse the faire office, 

They mighten do no vilanie or vice. 

“ Take fire and here it into the derkest hous 
Betwix this and the mount of Caucasus, 

And let men shette the dores, and go th«ane, 

Vet wol the fire as faire lie and brenne 
As twenty thousand men might it behold ; 

His office naturel ay wol it hold, 

Up peril of my lif, til that it die. 

“ Here may ye see wel, how that genterie 
Is not annexed to possession, 

Sith folk ne don hir operation 
Alway, as doth the fire, lo, in his kind. 

For God it wot, men moan ful often find 
A lordes sone do shame and vilanie. 

And he that wot ban pris of tiis genterie, 

For he was boren of a gentil hons, 

And had his elders noble and vertuous. 

And n*ill liimselven do no gentil dedes, 

Ne folwe h's gentil auncestne, that ded is, 

He n’is not gentil, be he duk or erl 5 
Foi VI lams smfnl dedes make a cherL 
Foi gentillesse n^is but the renomee 
Of thin aiiucestres, Cor hir hign bountee, 

Wliich is a strange tbmg to thy persone : 

Thy gentillesse cometh fro God alone. 

Than cometh onr veray gentillesse of grace. 

It was no thing bequethed us with our place. 

“ Thmketh how noble, as saith Valerius, 

Was thilke Tullius Hdstil.ns, 

That out of poverte rose tx> high noblesse; 

Eedeth Sen^k, and redetb eke Boece, 

Ther shall •seen expresse, that it no 
That be is gentil that doth gentil dedis. ' 

And therfore, leve husbond, F thus conclude, 

A1 be it that my aiinoestres weren rude, 

Yet may the highe God, and so hope 1, 

Granten me grace to liven veituously: 

Than am 1 gentil, whan that T beginne 
To liven vertnously, and weiven slnne. 

** And ther as ye of poverte me tepreve, 

The highe God, on whom that we beleve, 

In wilful poverte chese to lede his lif : 

And certes, every man, maiden, or wif 
May understand that Jesus Heven king 
Ne wold not obese a vicious living. 

“ Glad poverte is an honest thing certain. 

This wol Senek and other clerkes sain. 

Who so that halt him paid of his poverte, 

1 hold him rich, al bad be not a sherte. 

He that coveiteth is a poure wight, 

For be wold ban that is not in bis might. 

But be that nought bath, ne coveiteth to have, 

Is riube, although ye hold him but a knave, 
Veray poverte is sinne proprely. 

Juvenal saith of poverte merily s 
The poure man whan he goth by the way, 
Befom tbe theves he may sing and play. 

Poverte is hateful good ; an^ as 1 gesse, 

A ful gret bringer out of besinesse; 

A gret amender eke of sapience 
To him, tha^ taltethit ini^tieaoe* 


Poverte is this, although it seme elenge, 

Possession that no wight wol challenge. 

Poverte ful often, whan a man is low, 

Maketh his God and eke himself to know: 

Poverte a spectakel is, as thinketh me, 

Thurgh which he may his very frendes see. 

And therfore, she, sin that I you not greve. 

Of my poverte no more me repreve. 

** Now, sire, of elde, that ye repreven me: 

And certes, sire, though non auctontee 
Were m no book, ye gentiles of honpur 
Sain, that men shuld an olde wight honopr. 

And clepe him fader, for your gentillesse j 
And auctours sbal I finden, as I gesse. 

“ Now ther ye sam that I am foule and old> 
Than drede ye not to ben a cokewold. 

For filthe, and elde also, so mote I the, 

Ben grete wardeins upon chastitee. 

But natheles, sip I know you delit, 

I shal fulfill your worldly appetit. 

Chese now** (qno4 she) “ on of thege' thinges 
twey. 

To ban me foule and old til that I dey, 

And be to you a trewe humble wif, 

And never you displese in all my lif: 

Or elles wol ye ban me yoiige and feire, 

And take your ^venture of the r^paire, 

'fhat shal be to year hous because of me, 

Or in som other place it may wel be > 

Now chese yourselven whether that you hk,eth.” 

This knight aviseth him, and sore biketh. 

But at the last hp said in this manere ; 

My lady and my love, and wif so dere, 

I put me ip your wise governance, 

Cheseth yomself which may be most plesance 
And most honour to you and me also, 

1 do no forpe fhe whether of the two : 

Foi as you liketh, il siifficeth me.*’ 

, I'han have J got the maisterie,** quod shiS 
Sin t may ch^e and goveme as me lest.*’ 

“ Ye certes^ wif/* quod^hei, “I hold it best.*’ 

** Kisse me,’’ qtiod She, ** we be no lengej: 

WTOthe, 

For by my trouth F wol be to you bothe, 

This iB to sayn, ye bothe fsure and good. 

1 pray to God that I mote sterven wood, 

But 1 to you be al so good and trewe. 

As ever was wif, sm that the world was newe ; 

And but I be to-morwe as faire to seen. 

As any lady, empence, or queue, 

Tliat is betwix the est and eke the wesf^ 

Doth with my Ilf and deth right as you lest 
Cast up the curtein, loke how that it is.** 

And whan the knight saw veraily all this, 

That she so faire was, and so yonge therto, 

For joye he hent hire in his artnes two: ' 

His herte bathed in a bath of blisse, 

' A thousand time a^row he gan hire kissp: 

And she obeyed him m every thing, 

That mighte don him plesance or liking. 

And thus they live unto hir liyea ende 
In parfit joye, and Jesu Crist iu sende 
Husbondes meke and yonge, and firessh a-be^ 

And grace to overlive bem that we wed. 

And eke I pray Jesus to short hir lives. 

That wol not be governed ^rwivns. 

And old and angry nigards of dispence^ 

God send hem itoae a veraf pesdieiice* 


THE WIF OF BATHES TALE. 
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THE ERERES PROLOGUE. 

This worthy limitonr, this noble Frere, 

He made alway a manere louring chere 
Upon the Sompnour, but for honestee 
No vilams word as yet to him spake he : 

"But at the lost he said unto the wif j 

** Dame,** (quod he) “ God yeveyou right good lif, 

Yc have here touched, all so mote I the. 

In scole matere a ful gret difficuUce. 

Ye haa said mochel thing right wel, X say : 

But, dame, here as we riden by the way, 

Us nedeth not to speken but of game. 

And let auctoritees in Goddes name 
To preching, and to scole eke of clergic. 

“ But if It like unto this compagnic, 

I wol you of a sompnour tell a game; 

Parde ye may wel knowen by the name. 

That of sompnour may no good be said ; 

I pray that non of yon be evil apaid ; 

A sompnour is a renner up and doun 
With mandements for fomicatioim, 

Aud IS ybete at every tounes ende,** 

Tho spake our Hoste; “A, sire, yeshuldbenhendc 
And curteis, as a nfiau of your estat. 

In com^iagnie we wiln ha^e n6' debat t 
Telletn your tale, and let the sompnour be.** 
Nay,*’ quod the Sompnour, let him say by me 
What so him list ; whan it cometh to my lot, 

By God I bhal him quiten every grot. 

I shal him tellen which a gret honour 
It IS to be a datering Hmitour, 

And eke of many another maner crime. 

Which nedeth not rehersen at this time, 

And his office I shal him tell ywis.’* 

Our Hoste an^wered ; ** Pees, no more of this.” 
And afterward he said unto the Frere, 

Tell forth your tale, min owen maister derc. 


THE mRRES TALE. 

Whilom ther wajj dw.eHHig in my contree 
An archedeken, a man of high degroe, 

That boldely did exeoqtion 
In punishing ot fornicarion. 

Of witchecrafk, and eke'of bauderie. 

Of defamation, and avquterie, 

Of chircbe-reves, and of test^ents, 

Of contract^.and of lack of sacraments, 

Of usure, a^id of simonie also ; 

But ceriii^ leohomes did he gretestwo; 

They shulden singen, if that they were hent; 

And smale titheres weren foule yshent, 

0 any ^rsane wold upon hem plainc, * 

Ther might astert hem no pecunial peine. 

For smale tithes, and ismaie odering, 

He made the peple'pitQUsly to sing; 

For er the bishop 1^ hem with his crooh 
They weren in thfe’archedekens book ; 

Than had he thurgh his. jurisdiction 
Power to den on hem cotrectiom 
He had a sompnour redy to his bond, 

A sher hoy was non m Bngliriond ; 

For subtilly he bad his espiaiil^ 

That taught him wel wher it might ought availle. 
He coude spare of lecboui*s oh or two, 

Te tcchen him to foure and twenty me. 


For though this sompnour wood be as an hare. 

To tell his harlotrie I wol not spare, 

For we ben out of hir correction, 

They ban of us no jurisdiction, 

Ne never shul have, terme of all hir lives. 

“ Peter, so ben the women of the stives,’* 

Quod this Sompnour, yput out of our cure.** 

“ Pees, with mischance and with misaventure,** 
Our Hoste said, ‘‘ and let him tell his tale. 

Now tel ieth forth, and let the Sompnour gale, 

Ne spareth not, mm owen maister dere.” 

This false theef, this sompnour, quod the Frere, 
Had alwav baudes redy to his bond, 

As any hauke to lure in Englelond, 

That told him all the secree that they knewe. 

For hii acquaintance was not come of newe ; 

They weren his approvers prively. 

He tooke himself a gret profit therby : 

His maister knew not alway what he wan. 
Withouten maudement, a lewed man 
He coude sompne, up peine of Cristes curse, 

And they were inly glad to fille Ins pui-se. 

And maicen him giet fortes at the qalo. 

And right as Judas h^lddc purses smale 
And was a theef, right swiche a theof was he, 

His master hadde but half his duetee. 
lie was (if I shal yCven him his laild) 

A theef, and eke a sompnour, and a baud. 

He had eke wenches at his retenue, 

That whether that sire Robert or sire Hue, 

Or Jakke, or Rauf, or who so that it were 
That lay by hem, they told it in his ©re. 

Thus was the wench© and he of on assent. 

And he wold fecche a feined mandement. 

And sompne horn to the chapitre bothe two, 

And pill the man, and iei th© wenche go. 

Than wold he say ; “ Frend, I shal for thy sake 
Do strike thee out of our© lettres blakc ; 

Thee thar no more as in this cas travaillo ; 

I am thy freud ther X may thee availle.** 

Certain he knew of bn^oures many mp, 

Than possible is to tell in yores two : 

For in this world n’ls dqgge for the bowe, 

1’hat can an hurt dere from an hole yknoire, 

Bet than this sompnour knew a slie leohour. 

Or an avoutrer, or a paramour ; 

And for that was the fruit of all his rent, 

Therfore on it he set all his enlent. 

And so befell, that ones on a day 
This sompnour, waiting ever on his pray. 

Rode forth to sompne a widow© an olde ribibe, 
Feining a cause, for he wold ban a bribe. 

And happed that he saw befom him ride 
A gay yeman undw a forest side: 

A bow he bare, and arwes bright and keno, 

He had upon a conrttepy of greno, 

An bat upon his bed with frengos blake. [atake/* 
“ Sire,” quod this sompnour, ** batle and wcl 
“ Welcome,*’ quod he, ** and every good folaw; 
Whider ridest thou under this grene sbaw 
(Saide this yeman) wdt thou for icnlay ?’* 

This sompnour him answard, and ** Nay. 
Here fast by” (quod he) min etttent 
To riden, for to rdsen up a ren^ 

That longeth to my lordee duetee-’* 

** A, art thou than a baillif ?” ** quod he, 
(He dorste not for veray filtih and shaiotia 
Say that he was a aomj^ur, for the name.) 

** Ee jHtr this yeman, lerehrotheif 

Thou art a baillifr and I am another, ^ 
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T. 6979— 7118. 

1 am unknoTven, as in this contree. 

Of thin acquaintance I wol praycn thee. 

And eke of brotherhed, if that thee list. 

I have gold and silver lying m my chist ; 

If that thee hap to come into our shire, 

A1 shal be thin, n^ht as thou wolt desire.** [faith.” 

Gland mercy quod this sompnour, “ by my 
Everich in otheis bond his trouthe laith. 

For to be sworne brethren til they dey. 

In daliaunce they riden forth and pley. 

This sompnour, which that was as ful of jangles. 
As ful of venime ben thise war<angles, 

And ever enquering upon every thing, 

** Brother,” quod he, ** wher is now your dwelling, 
Another day if that I shuld you seche ?*» 

This yeman him answerd m softe speche; 

** Brother,** quod he, “ fer in the north contree, 
Wberas I, hope somtime T shal thee see. 

Or we depart I shal thee so wi-l wisse. 

That of min hous ne shalt thou never misse.’* 

“ Now brother,** quod this sompnour, “ T you pray, 
Teche me, while that we riden by the way, 

(Sith that ye ben a baillif as am I) 

Som subtil tee, and tell me faithfully 
In min ofdce how 1 may moste winne. 

And spareth not for conscience or for sinne. 

But, as my brother, tell me how do ye,’* 

Now by my trouthe, brother min,” said he, 

“ As I shal tellen thee a faithful tale. 

My wages ben ful streit and eke ful smalej 
My lord is hard to me and dangerous, 

And min oflSlce is ful laborious j 
And therfbre by extortion 1 leve, 

Forsoth I take all that men wol me yeve. 

Algates by sleighte or by violence 
Fro yere to yere I win all my dispence j 
I can no better tellen faithfully.” 

Now certes,” (quod this sompnour) “ so fare 
I spare npt to taken, Qod it wote, 

But if it be to bevy or to hote. 

What I may gete m conseil prively, 

No maner conscience of that have I. 

N’ere min extortion, I might not liven, 

Ne of swiche japes wol I not be shnven. 

Stomak ne conscience know I non; 

1 shrew thise shnfte-faders everich on. 

Wei be we met by Qod and by Seint Jame. 

But leve brother, tell me than thy name," 

Quod this sompnour. Right in this mene while 
This yeman gan a litel for to smile. I 

Brother,” quod he, ** wolt thou that I thee telle? 

1 am a fend, my dwelling is in Helle, 

And here I ride about my pourohasing. 

To wote wher men wol give me any thing. 

My pourchas is th* effect of all my rente. 

Loke how thou ridest for the same entente 
To winnen good, thou rekkest never how. 

Bight so fare 1, far riden wol I now ‘ 

Unto the worides ende fer a praye.” [ye ? 

A,” quod this sompnour, irjjdficiVe, what say 
I wend ye were a yeman trewely. 

Ye have a mannes shape as wel as I. 

Have ye than a figure determinat 
In Helle, ther ye ben in yqur estat?” 

« Nay certainly,” quod he, ther have we non. 
But whan us Jiketh we can take us on. 

Or elles make you wane that we ben sbapq 
Spmtime like a man^ 6t like an ape; 

0^ lik;e ah angel can X ride or go ; 

It b BO wonder thing though it be se, 


A lousy jogelour can deceiven thee, 

And parde yet can I more craft than he/* [gon 
“ Why,*' quod the sompnour, “ ride ye than or 
In soudry shape, and not alway in on ?” 

“ For we,** quod he, “ wol us swiche forme make^ 
As most IS able our preye for to take." 

What maketh you to ban all this labour ?” 

“ Ful many a cause, leve sire sompnour,** 

Saide this fend. “ But alle thing hath time; 

The day is short, and it is passed pnme, 

And yet ne wan I nothing in this day; 

I wol entend to winning, if I may, 

And not entend our thinges to declare : 

For, brother min, thy wit is alto bare 
To understand, although I told hem thee. 

But for thou axest, why labourcn we : 

For somtime we be Goddes instruments, 

And menes to don his comman'dements. 

Whan that him list, upon his creatures. 

In divers actes and m divers figuies, 

Withouten him we have no might certain. 

If that him list to stonden theragain. 

And somtime at our praiere ban we leve. 

Only the body, and not the soule to grevei 
Witnesse on Job, whom that we diden wo. 

And somtime han we might on bothe two, 

This is to sain, on soule and body eke. 

And somiime be we suffered for to sekc 
Upon a man, and don his soule unreste 
And not his body, and all is for the beste. , 

Whan he withstandeth our temptation. 

It is a cause of his salvation, 

Al be it that it was not our entente 

He shuld be sauf, but that we wold him hente. 

And somtime be we servant unto man. 

As to the arcbebisbc^ Seint Dunstan, 

And to the apostle servant eke was 
I Yet tell me,** quod this sompnour, faithfully, 

I Make ye you newe bodies thus alway 
Of elements The fend answered, Nay; • 
Somtime we feine, and somtnne we Bwe 
With de(|^ bodies in fill sond^ wise. 

And speke as renably, and fe.ire. and wel. 

As to the phitonesse (fid Sjamuel : 

And yet wol som men say it was not he. 

I do no force of your divinitee. 

But 0 thing warne I thee, I wol not jape. 

Thou wolt algates wete how we he shape : 

Thou shalt hereafterward, my brother dei;«, 

Come, wher thee nedeth not of me to Imre, 

For thou shalt by thin owen experience 
Conne in a chaiere rede of this sentence. 

Bet than Virgile, while he wa^ on live, 

Or Dant also. Now let ridep blive, 

Fer I wol holden compagnie with thqe, 

'Hlit be so that thou forsake me-” • [betide. 

** Hay,** quod this sompnour, “ that sh^ nev^j: 
1 am a yeman knowen is ful wide ; 

My trouthe wol I hold, as in this case. 

For though thou were the devil Sathan^, 

My trouthe wol I hold to thee, my bfother. 

As I have swome, and eche of u? to 
For to be trewe brethren in this cas, 

And bothe we gon ^outen our p^jwag. 

Take thou thy part, what that n^ wol thee yj^Cj 
And I shal min, thus nciay we bomfe feye. 

And if that any of ns have more than other, 

I^t him be trewe, and paift it With bis brother. ‘ 

I graunte/’ qno4 the devil, « by my fay.*' 
And with that yroU th^ riden forth hiy yay# 
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Aud i%bt at entring of the touncs ende, 

To wliich this sompnour shope him for to wende, 
They saw .a cart, that charged was with hay. 
Which that a caiter drove forth on his way. 

Dt*pe was the way, for which the carte stood : 

The carter smote, and cried as he were wood, 

“ Hejt scot, heit brok, what, spare ye for the stones? 
The tend,” qnod he, you fecohe body and bones, 
As fcdorthly as ever ye were foled, 

So mochel wo as I have with you tholed. 

The devil have al, bothe hors, and cart, and hay,” 
Thesompnoursayde, ^Heresbal we have a pray,” 
And nere the fend he drew, as nought ne were, 

Ful puvely, and rouued in his ere : 

“ Herken my brother, herken, by thy faith, 

Herest thou not, how that the carter saith ? 

Heut It anon, for he hath yeve it thee. 

Both hay and cart, and eke his caples three,” 

** Nay,” quod the devil, “ God wot, never a del, 
It IS not his entente, tiust thou me weJ, 

Axe him thyself, if thou nottrowest me, 

Or elles stint a while and thou shalt see.” 

This carter tbakketh his hors upon the croupe, 
And they begoniic to drawen and to stoupe. 

** Heit now,” quod he, ther Jesu Crist you blesse, 
And all bis hordes werk, both more and lesse: 
That was wel twight, min Owen liard boy, 

I pray God save thy body and Semt Eloy, 

Now IS my cart out of the slough parde.” 

* .** Lo, brother,^’ quod'the fend, * ' what told I thee ? 
Here may ve seen, min owen dere brother, 

The cherl spake 0 thing, hut he thought another, 
lifit us go forth abouten our viage; 

H^re win I nothing upon this cariage.” 

Whan that they cfomen somwhat out of toun. 
This sompnour to his brother gan to roune , 

“ Brother,” quod he, ** here wonelh an old rebekke, 
That had almost as lefe to lese hire nekke. 

As for to yeve a peny of hire good. 

J wol have twelf pens though that she be wood, 

Or I wol somone hire to our office ; 

And yet, God wot, of hire know I no vice. 

But for thod canst not^ as in this contree, 

Winnen thy cost, take here ensample of me.” 

This sompnour clappeth at the widewes gate ; 

** Coipne he sayd, “ thou oldd very tratej 
I trow thou hast som frere oir preest With thee.” 

Who clappeth ?” said this wife, BenedmU, 
** God save you, sire, what is your swete will ?” 

“ I have,” quod he, “ of somons here a bill. 

Up peine of cursing, loke that thdu be 
To-morwe before the archedekenes knee, 

To answere to flie court, of certain thinges.” 

‘‘ Now, lord,” quod she, “ Crist Jesu, king of 
So wisly helpe me, as I ne may. [kmges, 

1 have ben sike, and that ful many a day. ' 

I may not go so for,” quod she, ** ne ride, 

But I be ded, so priketh it m my side. 

May I not axe a libel, sire sompnour, 

And answere* ther by my proouratqur 
To swicUe thing as men wold a]f>potea mo?” 

" Yes,” qdod this sompnour, pay anon, let sec, 
Twelf pens to me, and I wol the^ acqulte. 

I sbal no profit ban thorby but lite : \ 

My maister bath the profit and not L 
Come of, and let me riden hastily 5 
Yeve me twelf pens, I may no lenger taric.” 

** Ta^lf pens,” quod she, *‘now lady Seinte Marie 
So wisly helpe mo out of edre and sinnd, 

This wide world though that I shuld it wirniCj • 


Ne have T not twelf pens within my hold. 

Ye knowen wel that I am poure and old ; 

Kithe your almessc upon me poure wretche ” 

** Nay than,” quod he, thofoule fend me fetche. 
If I thee excuse, though thou shuldest be spilt.” 

** Alas quod she, **God wot, I have no gilt.” 
Pay me,” quod be, “ or by the swete Seiute Anne 
As I wol here away thy newe panne 
For dette, which thou owest mo of old, 

Whan that thou marlcst thyn husbund cokewold, 

I paied at homo for thy correction.” 

“ Thou best,” quod she, by my salvation, 

Ne was I never or now, widew ne wif, 

Sompned unto your court m all my lifj 
Ne nevei I n’as but of my body trewe. 

Unto the devil rough and blake of hewe 
Yeve I thy body and my panne also.” 

And whan the devil herd hire cursen so 
Upon hiie knees, he sayd in this manore 5 
“ Now, Mabily, mm owen modcr di're, 

Is this your will m cmest that ye sey 
“ The devil,” quod she, *‘so fotche him or hedey. 
And panne and all, but he wol him repent,” 

“ Nay, olde stot, that is not .m’m entent,” 

Quod this sompnour, ** for to rcipenten me 
For any thing that X have had of thee 5 
I wold I had thy smok and every clothe'* 

Now brother,” quod the devil, be not wroth 5 
Thy body and this panne ben min by rifeht. 

Thou shalt with me to Hclle yet to-night, 

Wher thou shalt knowen of our privetee 
More than a maister of divinitee.” 

And with that word the foule fond him hent. 
Body and soule, he with the devil went, 

Wher as thibC sompnours hau hir heritage 5 
And God that maked after his image 
Mankinde, save and gide us all and some, 

And lenc this sompnour good mau to become. 

** Lordings, I coude have told you,” quod this 
Had I had leiser for this Sompnour here, [Fren^ 
After the text of Cnst, and Poule, aud John, 

Aud of cure other doctours many on, 

Swiche peines, that your hertes might agrise, 

Al be It so, that no tonge may devise, 

Though that I might a thousand winter telle, 

'I’he peines of thilke cursed hous of HcHc, 

But for to kepe us fro that cursed place, , 
Waketh, and prayctb Jesu of his 
So kepe us fro the temptour Sathanaa 
Hcrkneth this word, beware as in this cas. 

’ The Icon sit in his awaite alway 
To sle the innocent, if that be may. 

Difeposeth ay your hertes to withstond 

The fond, that you wold waken thral and bond j 

He may not tempten yon over your rtllght, 

For Crist wol be your champion and your knight j 
And prayeth, that this Sompnour him rejient 
Of bis misdedes, or that tlie fond him hent” 


THS 

SOMPmURES PROLOGUE. 

This Sompnour in bis stirops high ha stood. 
Upon this Prere his herto was so wood. 

That like an aspen leef he quoko for ire s 
** Lordings,” quod be, but 0 thing I duiir«f 
I you beseebe, that of your ourtesie, 

Sin ye han this folso Frere tie, 
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As suffereth me I may my tale telle. 

“ This frere bosteth that he knoweth Helle, 
And, God it wot, that is but litel wonder, 

Freres and fendes ben but litel asonder. 

** For parde, ye ban often tune herd telle. 

How that a frere ravished was to Helie 
In spirit ones by a visioun, 

And as an an&^el lad him up and doun, 

To shewen bun the peines that ther were. 

In all the place saw he not a frere, 

Of other folk he saw ynow in wo. 

“ Unto tins an^el spake the frere tho ; 

* Now, sire,' quod he, ‘ han freres swichc a grace, 
That non of hem shal comen m this place 

‘ Yes,' quoth this angel, ‘ many a miUioun 
And unto Sathanas he lad him dotin. 

* And now hath Sathanas,' saith he, ‘ a tayl 
Broder than of a carrike is the sayl > 

Hold up thy tayl, thou Sathanas’ quod he, 

* Shew forth thin ers, and let the frere see 
Wher is the nest of freres in this place.' 

And er than half a furlong way of space, 

Kight so as bees out swarmen of an hive. 

Out of the devils ers ther gonnen drive 

A, twenty thousand freres on a route. 

And thurghout Hell they swarmed al aboute. 

And com agen, as fast as they may gon, 

And in his ers they crepen eveiich on : 

He clapt his tayl agen, and lay ful stilL 
** This frere, whan he loked had his fill 
Upon the turments of this sory place, 

His ^plrlt God restored of his grace 
Into his body agen, and he awoke ; . 

But natheles for fere yet he quoke. 

So was the devils ers ay in his mind, 

That is bjs heritage of veray kind. 

** God save you alle, save this cursed Frere ; ' 
My prologue wol X end in this mahere.'^ 


THE 

SOMPNOUJiJSS TALE. 

Loanwcs, ther is m Yorkshire, as T gesse, 

A mersh contree ycalled Holdemesse, 

In which ther went a limitour aboute 
To prcche, and eke to beg, it is no donte. 

And so befell that pn a day this frere 
Had preched at a chirche in bis manere. 

And specially aboven every thing 
Excited he the peple in bis preobing 
To trentals, and to yeve for Goddea sake, 
Whci with men migbten holy houses make, 
Ther as divine service is honoured, 

Not ther as it is wasted and devoured, 

Ne ther it nedoth not for to be yeven, 

As to possossioners, that mowen leven 
(Thanked be God) in wele and abundance. 

“ Trentals/’ sayd he, ** dcliveren fro penance 
Hir frendes soalcs, as wel olde as yonge. 

Ye, whan that they ben hastily ysonge, 

Not for to hold a preest jolif and gay, 

He singeth not but o masse on a day. 
Delivercth out,” quod ho, “ anon the soules. 
Ful hard it is, with fleshhook or with oules 
To ben yclawed, or to bren or bake ; 

Now spede you hastily for Cristes sake.” 

And whan this frCre had said all bis entente 
With ^ cvm fi)rth his w^y he went 


Whan folk in chirche had yeve him what hem lest. 
He went his way, no lenger wold he rest, 

With scrippe and tipped staf, y tucked hie: - 
In every hous he gan to pore and prie. 

And begged mele aivd chese, or elles corn. 

His felaw had a stat tipped with horn, 

A pair of tables all of ivory. 

And a pomtel ypoiished fetisly. 

And wrote alway the names, as he stood. 

Of alle folk that yave hem any good, 

Askannee that he wolde for hem preye. 

“ Yeve us a bushel whete, or malt or reye, 

A Goddes kichel, or a tnppe of chese, 

Or elles what you list, we may not chese; 

A Goddes halfpeny, or a masse peny , 

Or yeve us of your braun, if ye have any, 

A dagon of your blanket, leve dame. 

Our suster dere, (lo here I write your name) . 
Bacon or beef, or swiche thing as ye find.” 

A sturdy harlot went hem ay behind. 

That was hir hostes man, and bare a sakke. 

And what men yave hem, laid tt on his bakke* 

And whan that he was out at dore, anon 
He planed away the names evench on. 

That he before had written in bis tables: 

He served hem with nifles and with fables. [Frere# 

“ Nay, ther thou best thou Sompnour,” quod the 
“ Pees,” quod our Hoste, “ for Cristes moder dere. 
Tell forth thy tale, and spare it not at all” 

So thrive I,” quod this Sompnour, so I shall.” 

So long he went fro hous to hous, lil he 
Came to an hous, ther he Was wont to be 
Befreshed more than in a huudred places, 

Sike lay the husbond man, who$ that the place it, 
Bedred upon a couche low he lay ; 

** Dew Afc,'* quod he/' O Thonoas, frend, good day,” 
Sayde this frere all curtisly and soft 
" Thomas,” quod he, “ God yelde it you, ful oft 
Have I upon this benche feren ful welc^ 

Here have I eten many a roery mele.” 

And fro the benche be drove away jOie cat. 

And laied adoun bis potent and his hat. 

And eke his scrip, aud set himself adoun: 

His felaw was ywalked into toun 
Forth with his knave, into that hostelrie, 

Wher as he shope him thilke night to lie. 

« 0 dere maister,'” ^uod this si ke man, 

** How have ye faren sin that March began J 
I saw you not this fourtene night and more.” 

“ God wot/' quod he, laboured have I ful sore. 
And specially for thy salvation 
Have I sayd m^ny a precious orison, 

And for our other frendes, God hem blesse. 

1 have this day ben at your chirche at messe, 

And said a sermon to my simple wit, 

Not all after the text of holy writ. 

For it is bard to you, as 1 suppose, 

And therefore wol I teebe you ay the glos^ 
Closing is a ful glorious thing certain. 

For letter sleth, so as we clerkes sam. 

Ther have I taught hem to be charitable. 

And spend hir good ther it is resonable. 

And ther I saw our dame, a, wher jg she ?” 

Yonder I trow that in the yard she be,” 
Sayde this man, ** and she wol come anon.” 

" Ey maistcr, welcome be ye by Seint John,” 
Sayde this wif, “ how fere ye hertily 

This frere ariseth up ful cuiUsly, 

And hire embraoefri m his narwe, 

I And kisseth hire swete^, and' chifketh as a spa^ 
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With his lippes: Dame,” quod he, “right wel, 
As he that is your servant every del. 

Thauked he God, that you yaf soule and lif, 

Yet saw I not this day so faire a wif 
In all the chirche, God so save me.” 

“ Ye, God amende defautes, sire,” quod she, 

« Algates welcome be ye, by my fay.” 

“ Grand mercy , dame, that have I found alway. 
But of your grete goodnesse, by your leve, 

I wolde pray you that ye not you greve, 

I wol with Thomas speke a litel throw : 

Thise curates ben so negligent and slow 
To gropen tendrely a conscienoe. 

In shrift, in preching is my diligence 
And study, in Peters wordes and in Ponies, 

I walke aid fishe Cristen mennes souks, 

To yeld our L(^d Jesn his propre rentj 
To sprede his word is sette all min entent.” 

“ Now by your faith, o dere sire," quod she, 

** Chideth him wel for Seinte Charitee- 
He is ay angry as is a ])issemire. 

Though ihat he have all that he can desire, 
Though I him wrie a-night, and make him waim. 
And over him lay my leg and eke min arm. 

He groneth as our bore, lith in our atie : 

Other disport of him right non havn I, 

1 mhy not plese him m no maner cias. 

“ O Thomas, jeo ims die, Thomas, Thomas, 
Tliis maketh the fend, this muste ben amended. 
Ire is a thing that high God hath defended, ' 

And therof wol L sphke a word or two.” 

“ Now, maister,^' quod the wif, “ er that I go, ' 
What wol ye dine ? I wol go tberaboute.” 

“ Now, dame,” quod he, *^jeoxmsdtesanzd<mte, 
Have I nat of a capon but the livei, 

, And of your white bred nat but a shiver, 

And after that a rosted pigges bed, 

(But I ne wolde for me no beest were ded) 

Than had I with you homly suffisance. 

I am a man of litel sustenance. 

My spint hath his festrmg in the Bible. 

My body is ay so redy and so penible 
To waken that my stomak is dest^oied. 

I pray you, dame^ that ye be nought annoied, 
Though I so finendly you my ooiis^ fhewe; 

By God l.n^old have told it but afewe«” 

‘^iNow, sire,” quod' she, “ but O word er I go. 
My child is d^ within thise wekes two, 

Sone after that ye went out of this touo. 

“ His deth saw I by revelatioun,” 

Sayde this frere, “ at home m our dortour. 

1 dare wel sam, that er than half an hour 
After his detb, I saw him borne to blisse 
In min avisiou, so God me wisse. 

So did our sextein, and our fermereve. 

That ban ben trewe freres fifty yere ; 

They may now, God be thanked of his lone, 
Maken hir jubilee, and walke alone. 

And up 1 arose, and all our covent eke. 

With many a tere trilling on our cbeke, 
Withouten noise ot clatenpg of belles, 

Te deum was our song, and nothing elles, 

Save that to Crist I bade an orisoti, 

.Thanking him of my revelation. 

Tor, sire and dame^ trusteth mb Wght wel, 
pur orisons ben more efiectuel, 

more seen of Cristes secree thinges, 

Tjan borei folk, although that they be kinges. 

W^e hve in pov€^, and in abstinence, 

And Iporel f^k in richesse and di^nce 
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Of mete and drinke, and m hir foule debt. 

We ban this worldes lust all in despit. 

Lazar and Dives lived en diversely, 

And divers guerdon hadden they therby. 

Who so wol pray, he must fast and be dene, 

And fat his soule, and make his body lone. 

We fare, as sayth the apostle j cloth and food 
Sufficeth ns, though they be not ful good. 

The clenenesse and the fasting of us freres, 
Maketh that Crist accepteth our praieres. 

“ LOf Moises forty daies and forty night 
Fasted, er that the high God fuL of might 
Spake with him in the mountagne of Sinay : 
With empty wombe of fasting many a day, 
Received he the lawe, that was writen 
With Goddes finger ^ and Eli, wel ye witen. 

In mount Oreb, er he had any speche 
With highe God, that is our lives leche, 

He fasted long, and was in contemplance. 

“ Aaron, that had the temple in governance. 
And eke the other preestes everich on, 

Into the temple whan they shulden gon 
To praien for the peple, and do servise, 

They n’olden drinken m no maner wise 
No dnnke, which that might hem dronken make. 
But ther in abstinence pray and wake, 

Lest that they deiden : take heed what I say— 
But they be sobre that for the peple paray — 
Ware that I say — ^no more; fer it sufiBceth. 

Oar Lord Jesu, as holy wnt deviseth, - 
Yave us ensamplc of fasting and praieres : 
Tberfore we mendiants, we sely freres, 

Ben V •dded to poverte and continence, 

To chantee, humblesse, and abstinence, 

To persecution for nghtwisnessc, 

To weping, misencordc, and to clenenesse* 

And therfore may ye see that our praieres 
(I speke of us, we mendiants, we freres) 

Ben to the bighe God mure acceptable 
Than youres, with your festes at your table* 

“ Fro Paradis first, if I shal not lie. 

Was man out chased for bis gloionie. 

And ebast was man in Paradis certain. 

But herken now, Thomas, what X shal sain, 

I have no text of ^ as 1 suppose. 

But I shal find it in a maner glose } 

That specially our swete Lord Jesus 
Spake this by freres, whan he sayde thus. 

Blessed be they that poure in spirit ben. 

And so forth all the gospel may ye sen. 

Whether it be liker our profession, 

Or hirs that swimmen in possession, 

Fie on hir pompe, and on hir glotonie, 

And on hir leweduesse : Ihemdefie* 

Me thinketh they ben like Jovlnian, 

Fat as a whale, and walken as a swan ; 

A1 vinolent as hotel in the Spence ; 

Hir praier is of ful gret reverence; 

Whan they for soules say the Psalm of Davit, 

Lo, buf they say» Cor meuiti en/ciamt, 

“ Who folowcth Cristes guepel and his lore 
But we, that humble ben, and chast, and pore. 
Workers of Goddos word, not auditonrs i 
Therfore right as an bauke upon a sDum 
Up spnngetb Into the alr6» right so pnierei 
Of charitable and chast bei^ freres 
Maken hir sours to Goddes eres two* 

Thomas, Thomas, so mote I ride Or go, 

And by tbkt lord that cleped is Saint Ive, 

XPere then onr breder, sbuldett tjum not ibriTa* 
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THE SOMPNOURES TALE. 
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In our chapitre pray we day aud night 
To Crist, that be thee sende hele and might 
Thy body for to welden hastily.” 

“ God wot,” quod he, “ nothing therof fele I, 
As help me Crist, as I m fewe yeres 
Have spended upon divers maner freres 
Pul many a pound, yet fare 1 never the bet ; 
Certain my good have 1 almost beset: 

Farewel my good, for it is al ago,” 

The frere answered, “ 0 Thomas, dost thou so ? 
What nedeth you diverse freres to seche ? 

What nedeth him that bath a parfit leche, 

To sechen other leches in the toun ? 

Your inconstauce is your confusion. 

Hold ye than me, or elles our coveut, 

To pray for you ben insufficient ? 

Thomas, tliat jape nMs not worth a mite ; 

Your maladie is for we ban to lite. 

A, yeve that covent half a quarter otes ; 

And yeve that covent four and twenty grotes ; 
And yeve that frere a peny, and let him go : 

Nay, nay, Thomas, it may no thing be so. 

What is a ferthing worth parted on twelve? 
liO, eche thing that is oned in himselve 
Is more strong than whan it is yscatered. 

Thomas, of me. thou shalt not ben yflatered. 

Thou woldest ban our labour al for nought. 

The highe God, that all this world hath wrought, 
Saitb, that the workman worthy is his hire. 
Thomas, nought of your tresor I desire 
As for myself, but that all our covent 
To pray for you is ay so diligent: 

And for to bdtlen Cristes owen chirche. 

Thomas, if ye’wol lemen for to wirehe, 

Of bildmg, up of chirches may ye finde 
If it be g^, m Thomas lif of fade. 

“ Ye liggen here ful of anger and of ire. 

With which the Deyil set your hei:te on fore. 

And chideu here thkr holy umooeat 
Your wif, that is so good andpatil^t.* 

And therforetmw me, Thomas, if thee lest, 

Ne stiive not with thy wif, as for the best. 

And here this word away now by thy faith, 
Touching swiche thing, lo, what the wise saith : 

“ Within thy hous ne be thou no Icon ; 

To thy suggcts do non oppression j 
Ne make thou not thin acquaintance to 'flee. 

And yet, Thomas, cftsones charge I thee. 
Beware from ire that in thy bosom slepetb, 

Ware fro the serpent, that so slUy crepeth 
Under the gras, and stingeth subtilly. 

Beware, my Sone, and herken patiently. 

That twenty thousand men hah lost hir lives 
For striving iiith hir lemmans and hir wives. 

Now sith ye han $0 holy and meek a wif, 

What nedeth you, Thdmas, td maken strif ? 

Ther n'is y wis no serpent so cruel, 

Whan man tredeth on his tail, ne half so fel, 

As woman is, whan she hath cadght aii ire; 

Yeray vengeance ia than all bine dessire. 

Ire is a slnn^, on of the grete seven, 
Abhominable unto the God of fieven, 

And to kimse}f it is destruction. 

This every lowed vicar and parson 
Can say, how ire engendreth homicide ; 

Ire is in soth exebntoar of pride. 

' 1 could of ire say so mocbel sorwe, 

My tale shulde lasten tit totmorwe. 

And tberfore pray X CM both day and night, 

An frous man <iend him htel 


It is gret harm, and certes gret pitec 
To sette an irous man in high degree. 

“ Whilom ther was an irous potestat. 

As saith Senek, that during his estat 
Upon a day out riden knightes two. 

Aud, as fortune wold that it were so, 

That on of hem came home, that other nought. 
Anon the knight before the juge is brought, 

That saide thus ; ‘ Thou hast thy felaw slam. 

For which I deme thee to the deth certain.* 

And to another knight commanded he ; 

* Go, lede him to the deth, I charge thee.’ . 

And happed, as they wenten by the wey 
Toward the place ther as be shulde dey, 

The knight came, which men wenden had he dede. 
Than thoughten they it was the beste rede 
To lede hem bothe to.the juge again. 

They saiden, ‘ Lord, the knight ne hath not slam’ 
His felaw, here he stondeth hoi alive.’ 

‘ Ye shuU be ded,* quod he, * so mot I thrive^ 
That is to say, both on, and two, and three.’ 

! And to the fliste knight nght thus spake he. 

« * 1 damned thee, thou, must algate be ded : 
And thou also must ned^ lese thyn bed. 

For thou art cause ^hy thy felaw deyetiu* 

And to the thndde knight right thus he seyeth, 

* Thou hast not don that 1 commanded thee/ 

And thus he did do slen hem alle three. 

Irous Cambises was eke dronkelew. 

And ay delighted him to bed a shrew. 

And so befell, a lord of his meinie. 

That loved vertuous moraHtee, 

Sayd on a day betwix hem two right thus : 

< A lord is lost, if hd be vicious ; 

And dronkennesseis eke d fotde record 
Of any man, and namely of a lord. 

Ther is ful many an eye and many aa ere 
Awaiting on a lord, and he n’ot wher. 

For Goddes love drinkemore attemprely: 

Win maketfi man to lesen wretchedly 
His mind, and eke bis limmes everieh on.’ . 

* The revers ^alt thou see,’ quod he, * anon, 

And prove it by thyn owen ei^erience. 

That wm ne doth to folk no swiche offence. 

Ther is no win bereveth me my might 

Of bond, ne foot, ne of min eyen sight.’ 

And for despit he drahke mochsl more 
An hundred part than he bad don before. 

And right anon, this cursed irous wretche 
This knightes sone let before him fetcbe, 
Commanding him he shuld before him stond : 

And sodenly he took his bow in bond. 

And up the streng he palled to his ere, 

And with an arwe h^slow the child right ther. 

N6w whether have 1 a siker hbnd or non?’ 
Ouod he, * Is all my might and mtnde agon ? 

Hath win bereved me min eyen sight V 
** What shuld 1 tell the answer of the knight? 
His son was slain, ther is no more to say 
Beth ware therfore with lordes for to play, 

Singeth Placebo, and I shal if I can, 

But if it be unto a poure man : 

To a poure man men sliiald his vices tciUi^ 

But not to a lord, though ho shuld go to Belle. 

1 ‘‘ Lo, irous Cirus, thilke Persieo, 

I How he destroyed the river ef GiSM^ 

I For that an hors of his was dreiijt thierin, 

[ Whan that he wente Babilom to wine 
[ He mude that the tlver to smal, 

I That wimmen ofer aU 
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Xjo, what” said he, that so wel techen can ^ 

Ne be no felaw to non irons man, 

Ne with no wood man walke by the way, 

Lest thee repent, I wol no forther say. 

“ Now, Thomas, leve brother, leve thin ire. 
Thou shalt me find as just, as is a squire ; 

Hold not the devils knif ay to thin berte, 

Thine anger doth thee all to sore smerte, 

But shew to me all thy confession.” 

“ Nay,’' quod the sike man, ** by Seint Simon 
I have ben shriven this day of my curat j 
I have him told al holly min estat” 

Nedeth no mo to speke of it, sayth he. 

But if me list of min humilitee. 

" Yeve me than of thy gold to make our cloistre,” 
Quod he, “ for many a muscle and many an oistre, 
Whan other men ban ben ful wel at ese, 

Hath been our food, our cloistre for to rese : 

And yet, God wot, uneth the fundament 
Parfourmed is, ne of our pavement 
N’ls not a tile yet within our wones: 

By God we owen fourty pound for stones. 

Now help, Thomas, for him that harwed Ilelle, 

For eiles mote we onre bokes selle, 

And if ye lacke oure predication, 

Than goth this world all to destruction. 

For who so fro this world wold us bereve, 

So God me save, Thomas, by your leve, 

He wold bereve out of this world the Sonne. 

For who can teche and worken as we conne ? 

And that is not of litel time,” (quod he) 

“ But sithen Elie was, and Elisee, 

Han freres ben, that find I of record. 

In charitee, ythonked be our Lord. 

Now, Thomas, help for Seinle Charitee.” 

And doun anon he sette him on his knee. 

This sike man woxe wel neigh wood for ire, 

He wolde that the frere had ben a-fire 
With his false dissimulation. ' 

“ Swiche thing as is in my possession,” 

Quod he, that may I yeve you and non other: 
Ye sam me thus, how that I am your brother ” 

Ye certes,” quod this frere, ye, trustcth wel ; 

I took our dame the letter of our sele.” 

“ Now wel,” quod he, ** and somwhat shal I yeve 
Unto your holy covent while I live j 
And in thin bond thou shalt it havd'anon. 

On this condition, and other non, 

That thou depart it so, my dere brother, 

That every frere have as moche as other: 

This shalt thou swere on thy profession 
Withouten fraud or oavilation.’- 
** I swere it,” quod the frelre, “ upon my foitb.” 
And therwithall his bond in his he laylh; 

“ Lo here my faith, in me sbal be no lak.” 

“ Than put thin bond adoun right by my bak, 
Saide this man, “ and grope wel behind, 

Bdiietbe my buttok, ther tbon sbalte find 
Ajthing, that I have hid in privetee.” 

A, thoiiight this frere, that shal go with me. 

And doun his bond he launcheth to the clifte, 

In hope for to fipden ther a gifte. 

And whan Uus sike man felte this frere 
About his towel gropen ther and here, 

Amid bis bond he let the frere a fart; 

Ther n’is no’capel drawing in a cart. 

That might han let a fart of swiche a soun. 

The frere up sterte, as doth a wood Icoun s 
** A, false oherl,” quod he, “ for Goddes bones^ 
This hast tbo^ in despit don for the nones; 
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Thou shalt abie this fart, if that I may,” 

His memie, which that herden this affray, 

Came Icping in, and chased out the frere, 

And forth be goth with a ful angry chere. 

And set his felaw, ther as lay his store : 

He Joked as it were a wilde bore, 

And grinte with his teeth, so was he wroth. 

A sturdy pas doun to the court he goth, 

Wher as ther woned a man of gret honour, 

To whom that he was alway confessour : 

This worthy man was lord of that village. 

This frere came, as he were m a rage, 

Wher as this lord sat eting at his bord : 

Unnethes might the frere speke o word, 

Til atte last he saide, God you see.” 

This lordgan loke, and saide, “ BenedicHe! 
What ? frere John, what maner world is this ? 

I see wel tliat som thing tber is amis ; 

Ye loken as the wood were ful of theves. 

Sit doun anon, and tell me what your grieve is, 
And It shal ben amended, if I may. 

“ I have,” quod he, “ had a despit to day, 

God yelde you, adoun in your village, 

That in this world ther n'ls so poure a page. 

That he n’olde have abhominatioun 
Of that I have received in youre toun: 

And yet ne greveth roe nothing so sore. 

As that the olde cherl, with lokkes hore, 

I Blasphemed hath onre holy covent eke.*^ 

I " Now, maister,”quod this lord, “ I you beseke.” 

** No maister, sire,” quod be, ** but servitour, 
Though T have had in scole that honour. 

God hketh not, that men us Rabi call, 

Neither in market, ne m your large hall.” 

“No force,” quod he, “ but tell me all yourgrefe.” 
“ Sire,” quod this frere, “ an odious meschefe 
This day betid is to min ordre, and me. 

And so per conse^Juens to cche degree 
Of holy chirche, God amende it sone.” 

“ Sire,” quod the lord, “ ye wot what is to don s 
Distempre you not, ye ben my confessour. 

Ye ben the salt of the erthe, and the savour; 

For Goddes love your patience now hold ; 

Telle me your grefe.” And he anon him told 
As ye han herd before, ye wot wel what. 

The lady of the hous ay stllle sat, 

Til she had herde what the ficrc said. 

" Ey, goddes moder,” quod she, “ blisful msdd. 
Is ther ought elles? tell me faitlifuUy.** 

“ Madame,” quod he, “ howthinketh you therby V* 
“ How that me thinketh? ” quod she ; “ lo God me 
I say, a cherle hath don a chorles dede. [spede. 
What shuld I say ? God let him never the; 

His sike bed is ful of vanitee^ 

I hold him in a maner frencsie.” 

“ Madame,” quod he, “ by God I shal not lie^ 
But I in other wise may ben awreke, , 

I shal difiame him over all, ther 1 speke; 

This false blasphemour, that chargA me 
To parten that wol not departed be. 

To every man ylike, with mescHance/' 

The lord sat stiUc, as he were in a trance. 

And in bis berte he rolled up and doun, 

“ How had this cherl imaginatioon 
To shewcD swiche a probleme to the frere. 

Never erst or now ne herd 1 awicbe matere ^ 

I trow the Devil put it in bis mind. 

In all Arsmetrike shal ther no man find 
Beforq this day of swiche a questkm. 

Who ^ulde nme a demonstrafioo, , 
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That every man shuld ban ylike his part 
As of a soun or savour of a fart ? 

0 nice proude cherl, I shrewe his face. 

“ Lo, sires,” quod the lord, with harde grace. 
Who ever herd of swiche a thing or now ? 

To every man ylike ? tell me how. 

It IS an impossible, it may not be. 

Ey, nice cherl, God let him never the. 

The rombling of a fart, and every soun, 

N’lsbut of aire reverberatioun, 

And ever it wasteth lite and lite away; 

Ther n’is no man can demen, by my fay, 

If that It were depaited equally. 

What ^ lo my cherl, lo yet how shrewedly 
Unto my confessour to-day he spake ; 

1 hold him certain a demoniake. 

Now ete your mete, and let the cherl go play. 

Let him go honge himself a devil way.'* 

Now stood the lordes squier atte bord. 

That carf his mete, and herde word by word 
Of all this thing, of which I have you sayd. 

“ My lord,” quod he, be ye not ev 1 apaid, 

I coude telle for a goune-cloth 

To you, sire frere, so that ye be not wroth, 

How that this fart shuld even ydeled be 
Amonge your covent, if it liked thee.” 

Tell,” quod the lord, “and thou shalt have anon 
A goune-cloth, by God and by Seint John.” [faire, 
“ My lord,” quod he, “ whan that the weder is 
Withouten winde, or pertourbing of aire. 

Let bring a cart-whele here into this hall. 

But loke that it have his spokes all ; 

Twelf spokes hath a cart-whele communly^ 

And bring me than twelf freres, wete ye why ? 

For threttene is a covent as I gesse: 

Your confessour here for his worthinesse 
Sbal parfourme up the noumbre of his covei^t. 

Thau Shull they kuele adoun by on assent, 

And to every spokes end m this manere 
Ful sadly lay his nose shal a frere ; 

Your noble confessour, ther God him save, 

Shal hold his nose upright under the nave. 

Than shal this cherl, with bely stif and tought 
As any tabour, hider ben ybrought ; 

And set him on the whele right of this cart 
Upon the nave, and make him let a fart, 

And ye shull seen, up peril of my lif, 

By veray preef that is demonstratif, 

That equally the scan of it wol wende, - 
And eke the stinke, unto the spokes ende, 

Save that this worthy man, your confessour, 
(Because he is ^ mau of gret honour) 

Shal ban the dcste fruit, as resou is. 

The noble usage of freres yet it is. 

The worthy men of hem sbul first be served. 

And certainly he hath it wel deserved ; 

He hath to-day taught us so mochel good. 

With preching in the pulpit ther ‘he stood. 

That I may vouchesauf, I say for me, 

He hadde the firstc smel of fartcs three. 

And so wold all his brethren hatdely. 

He bereth him sofaite and holyly.” 

The lord, the lady, s^nd eche man, save the frere, 
Sayden, that Jaukiti spake in this matere 
As wel as EucUde, or elles Ptholomee. 

Touching the cherl, they sayden, subtiltee 
And highe wit made him speken as he spake; 

He n’is no fool, ne no demoniake. 

And Jfankm hath ywonne a newe goune; 

Ky tale is dma, we hen almost at toune. 


THE CLMRKES PROLOGUE. 

“ Sire Clerk of Oxenforde,” onr Hoste said, 

“ Ye ride as stille and coy, as doth a maid. 
Were newe spoused, sitting at the bord : 

This day ne herd I of your tonge a word. 

I trow ye studie abouten som sophime: 

But Salomon saith, that every thing hath time. 
For Goddes sake as beth of better chere, 

It is no time for to studieii here. 

Tell us som mery tale by your fey; 

For wliat man that is enlred in a play. 

He nedes most unto tlie play assent 
But precheth not, as freres don in Lent, 

To make us for our olde sinnes wepe* 

Ne that thy tale make ns not to slepe. 

“ Tell us som mery thing of aventures. 
Your termes, your coloures, and your figures, 
Kepe hem in stoie, til so be ye endite 
I Hie stile, as whan that men to kinges write. 

I Speketh so plain at this time, I you pray. 

That we may understonden what ye say.’' 

This worthy Cleik benignely answerde; 

“ Hoste,” quod he, “ I am under your yerde^ 
Ye have of us as now the governance. 

And therfore wolde I do you oheysance. 

As fer as leson asketh hardely 
I wol you tell a tale, which that I 
Lerned at Padowe of a worthy clerk. 

As proved by his wordes and his werk.- 
He is now ded, and nailed in his cheste, 

I pray to God so yeve his soule reste. 

“ Fraunceis Petrark, the laureat poetCi, 
Highte this clerk, whos rethorike swete 
Enlumined all Itaille of poetcie, 

As L 5 rnyan did of philosophic. 

Or law, or other art particulere : 

But Detb, that wol not sufire us dwellen here. 
But as it were a twinkling of an eye, 

Hem both hath slame, ai^ alle we sbul dye. 

“ But forth to tellen of this worthy man, 
That taughte me this tale, as 1 began, 

I say that first he with hie stile enditeth 
(Or he the body of his tale writeth) 

A proheme, m the which descnveth he 
Piemont, and of Saluces the contree. 

And speketh of Apennin the hiUes hie, 

That ben the boundes of west Lumbardie: 
And of mount Vesulus in special, 

Wher as the Poo out of a welle smal 
Taketh his firste springing and his souls. 

That estward ay encreseth in his cours 
To Emelie ward, to Feraxe, and Yenise, 

The which a longe thing were to devise* 

And trewely, as to my jugement, 

Me thinketh it a thing impertinent, 

Save that he wol conveyen his matere* 

But this is the tale which that ye mow here.” 


TBM CLERKES TALE. 

Ther is right at the west side of ItaiUe 
Doun at the rote of Vesulus the coM, ^ 

A lusty plain, habundant of vitaille, 

Ther many a toun and tour thou maist behold 
I That founded Were in time ef fethers old. 

And many another dditahte sighte, , 

And Saluces this ooWe cotttree highte. 
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A markis whilom lord was of that lond, 

As were his worthy elders him before, 

And oheysant, ay redy to his hond, 

Were all his lieges, bothe lesse and more: 

Thus in debt he liveth, and' hath don yore, 
Beloved and drad, thurgh favour of fortune, 
Both of his lordes, and of his commune, 

Therwith he was, to speken of linage, 

The gentilest yborne of Lumbardie, 

A faire person, and strong, and yong of age. 
And ful of honour and of curtesie : 
Discretynough, his contree for to gie, 

Sauf in som thinges that he was to blame, 

And Walter was this yonge lordes name 

I blame him thus, that he considered nought 
In time coming what might him betide, 

But on his lust present was all his thought. 
And for to hauke and hunt on every side : 

Wei neigh all other euros let he slide, 

And eke he n’old (and that was worst of all) 
Wedden no wif for ought that might befall. 

Only that point his peple have so sore, 
Thatflockmel on a day to him they went, 

And on of hem, that wisest was oflore, 

(Or ellcs that the lord wold best assent 
That he shuld tell him what the peple ment, 
Or elles ooud he wel shew swiche matere) 

He to the markis said as ye shull here. 

O noble markis, your humanitee 
Assureth us and yeveth us hardinesse, 

As oft as time is of necessitee. 

That we to you mow tell our hevinesse : 
Accepteth, lord, than of your gentillesse, 

That we with pitous herte unto you plaine. 

And let your eres nat my vois disdaine. 

** A1 have 1 not to don in this matere 
More than another man hath in this place, 

Yet for as moch as ye, my lord so dere, 

Hau alway shewed me favour and grace, 

1 dare the better aske of you a space 
Of audience, te shewen our request, 

And ye, my lord, to don right as you lest. 

For certes, lord, so wel us liketh you 
And all your werke, and ever have don, that we 
Ne couden not oujrfelf devisen how 
We mighten live in more felkntee : 

Save 0 thing, lard, if it your wille be, 

That for to be a wedded man you lest. 

Than were your peple in soverain hertes rest. 

Boweth your nekke under the blisful yok 
Of soveraintee, and not of servise, 

Which that men clepen spousaile or wedlok: 
And thinketh, lord, among your thoughtes wise. 
How that our dayes passe in sondry wise j 
For though we slepe, or wake, or rome, or ride. 
Ay fleth the time. It wol no man abide. 

And though your grene youthe floure as yet, 

In crepeth ago alway as still a? ston, 

And deth raanaseth every age, and smit 
In eche estat, for ther escapeth non : 

And al so certain, as we knowe ochc on 
That we shul die^ as uncertain wc all 
Ben of that day whan deth shal on us fall. 
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“ Accepteth than of us the trewe entent, 

That never yet refuseden your host. 

And we wol, lord, if that ye wol assent, 

Chese you a wife in short time at the mest, 

Borne of the gentillest and of the best 
Of all this lond, so that it oughtc seme 
Honour to God and you, as we can deme. 

“ Deliver us out of all this besy drede, 

And take a wif, for highe Goddes sake: 

For if it so befell, as God forbede, 

That thurgh your deth your linage shulde slake^ 
And that a strange successour shuld take 
Your heritage, o ' wo were us on live : 

Wherfbre we pray you hastily to wive.** 

Hir meke praiere and hit pitous chere 
Made the markis for to han pitee. 

“ Ye wol,’* quod he, “ min oweu peple dere. 

To that I ne\er er thought constrainen me. 

I me rejoyced of my libertee, 

That seldr^n time is found in mariagej 
Ther I was free, 1 moste ben in sorvage* 

But natheles I see your trewe entent, 

And trust upon ydur wit, and have don ay; 
Wherfore of my ft-ee will I wol assent 
To wedden me, as sone as ever T may. 

B»it ther as ye han profred me to-day 

To chesen me a wif, I you rclcse 

That Chois, and pray you of that profer cese* 

“ For God it wot, that children often ben 
Unlike hir worthy eldres hem before, 

Bountee cometh al of God, not of the stren 
Of which they ben ygendred and ybore: 

I trust m Goddes bountee, and therfore 
My mariage, and min estat, and rest 
I him betake, he may don os him lest. 

" Let me alone in chesing of my wif, 

Tliat charge upon my bak I wol endure: 

But I you pray, and charge upon your hf, 

That what wifthat I take, ye me a/Miurc 
To worship hire while that hire lif may dure. 

In word and werk both here and elles where. 

As she an emperoures doughter were. 

And forthermore this shuln ye swere, that ye 
Again my chois shul never grutch ne strive. 

For sith I shul forgo my libertee 
At your request, as ever mote I thrive, 

Ther as mm herte is set, ther wol t wive: 

And but ye wol assent in swiche manere, 

I pray you apeke no more of this matero.*' 

With hertly wijl they sworen and assenten 
To all this thing, ther saide note wight nay ^ 
Beseebing him of grace, or that they wenteuy 
That he wold granten hem a certain day 
Of his spousaile, as sone as ever he may, 

For yet alway the tom what 4red, 

Lest that this markis wolde no wif wod. 

He granted hem a day, swiche tst him lest^ 

On which he wold be wedded sikerly, 

And said be did all this at hir reqdeet^ 

And they with humble herte #Ul btwtumly 
Kneling upon hir knees M reverently 
Him thonken all, and thus they han an end 
Of hir entente, and homh agen they wand* 
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And hereupon he to his officeres 
Commandeth for the feste to purvay. 

And to his privee knightes and squieres 
Swiche charge he yave, as him list on hem lay : 
And they to his commandement obey. 

And eche of hem doth al his diligence 
To do unto the feste al reverence. 


PAHS SECUNDA. 

Kouoht fer fro tbilke paleis honourable, 

Wher as this markis shope his manage, 

Ther stood a thorpe, of sighte dehtable. 

In which that poure folk of that village 
Hadden hir bestes and hir herbergage. 

And of hir labour toke hir sustenance. 

After that the erthe yave hem habundance. 

Among this poure folk ther dwelt a man, 
Which that was holden pourest of hem all : 
But highe Gkid somtime senden can 
His grace unto a litel oxes stall : 

Janicola men of that thorpe him 'call. 

A doughter had he, faire ynough to sight. 

And Giisildis this yonge maiden hight. 

But for to Speke of rertuous beautee. 

Than was she on the fairest under Sonne : 

Ful pourely 3rfostred up was she: 

No likerous lust was in hire herte yronne; 

Wei ofter of the well than of the tonne 
She dranke, and for she wolde vertue plese, 
She knew wel labour, but non idel ese. 

But though this mayden teadre were of age^ 
Yet in the brest of hire virginitee 
Ther was enclosed sad and ripe corage : 

And m gret reverence and chantee 
Hire olde poure fader fostred she : 

A few sheep spinning on the feld she kept, 

She wolde not ben idel til she slept. 

And whan she homward came she wolde bring 
Wortes and other herbes times oft, 

The which she ^hred and sethe for hire living, 
And made hire bed ful hard, and nothing soft: 
And ay she kept hire fedres lif on loft 
With every obeisance and diligence. 

That child may don to fadres reverence* 

Upon Grisildc, this poure creature, 

Ful often sithe this markis sette his eye, 

As he on hunting rode paraventure : 

And whan it fell that he might hire espie, 

He not with wanton loking of folie 
His eyen cast on hire, but in sad wise 
Upon hire chere he wold him oft avise, 

Commending in his herte hire womanhede, 
And eke hire vertue, passing any wight 
Of so yong age, as wm in chere as dede. 

For though the people have no gret insight 
In vertue, he considfered ful right 
Hire bountee, andl disposed that he wold 
Wedde hire only, if ever he weddeu shold* 


The day of wedding came, but no wight can 
Tellen what woman that it shulde be. 

For which mervaille wondred many a man, 

And saiden, whan they were in privetee, 

“ Wol not our loid yet leve his vanitee? 

Wol he not wedde ? alas, alas the wnile ! 

Why wol he thus himself and us begile 

I But natheles this mark's hath do make 
Of gemmes, sette in gold and in asure, 

Broches and ringes, for Gnsildes sake, 

And of hire clothing toke he the mesure 
Of a maiden like unto hire stature, 

And eke of other ornamentes all. 

That unto swiche a wedding shulde fall. 

The time of undeme of the same day 
Approebeth, that this wedding shulde be. 

And all the paleis put was in array, 

Both halle and chambres, eche in his degree^ 
Houses of office stuffed with plentee 
Ther mayst thou see of demteous vitaille, 

That may be found, as fer as lasteth Itaille. 

This real markis richely arraide, 

Lordes and ladies m his ootnpagnie. 

The which unto the feste weren praide. 

And of his reteuue the bachelerie, 

With many a soun of sondry melodie, 

Unto the village, of the which I told. 

In this array the righte way they hold. 

Grisilde of thisf (God wot) ful innocent. 

That for hire shapen was all this array, 

To fetchen water at a welle is went, 

And cometb home as sone as ever she may. 

For wel she had herd say, that thilke day 
The markis shulde wedde, and, if she might. 
She wolde ftiyn ban seen som of that sight. 

She thought, ^ I wol with other .maidens stond, . 
That ben m^ felawes, in our dore, and see 
The markisesse, and therto wol I fond 
To don at home, as sone as it may he, 

The labour which that longeth unto me. 

And than I may at laser hire behold, 

If she this way unto the castel hold.” 

And as she wolde over the tbreswold gon, 

The markis came and gan hire for to call. 

And she set doun hire water-pot anon 
Beside the threswold in an oxes stall. 

And douu upon hire knees she gan to fall. 

And with sad countenance kneleth still, 

Till she had herd what was the lordes will. 

This thoughtful markis spake unto this maid 
Ful soberly, and said in this manere : 

“ Wher is your fador, Grisildis he said. 

And she with reverence m humble chere 
Answered, ** Lord, he is al redy here.^' 

And in she goth withouten lenger lette, 

And to the markis she hire fader fette. 

He by the houd than toke this poure mai^, 

And saide thus, whan he him had aside: 

“ Janicola, I neither may ne caU 
Ledger the plesance of min herte, 
if that thou vouchesauf, what so bdtide. 

Thy doughterr wol I take op that I wend 
Ajs for my wifo, unto Ihim fifes end. 
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“ Thou lovest me, that wot I wel certain. 

And ait my faithful liegeman ybore. 

And all that liketh me, I dare wel sain 
ft liketh thee, and specially therfore 
Tell me that point, that I have said before, 

If that thou wolt unto this purpos drawe. 

To taken me as for thy son in lawe.” 

This soden cas this man astoned so, 

That red he wex, abaist, and al quaking 
He stood, unnethes said he wordes mo. 

But only thus ; “ Lord,*' quod he, “ my willing 
Is as ye wol, ne ageins your liking 
I wol no thing, mm owen lord so dere, 

Right as you list, govemeth this matere.*' 

Than wol I,” quod this markis softely, 

** That in thy chambre, I, and thou, and she. 
Have a collation, and west thou why ^ 

For I wol ask hire, if it hire wille be 
To be my wif, and reule hire after me: 

And all this shal be don in thy presence, 

I wol not speke out of thin audience/’ 

And in the chambre, while they were aboute 
The tretee, which as ye shul after here. 

The peple came into the hous withoute. 

And wondrcd hem, in how honest manere 
Ententifly she kept hire fader dere : 

But utterly Grisildis wonder might. 

For never erst ne saw she swiche a sight. 

No wonder « though that she be astoned, 

To see so gret a gest come in that place, 

She never was to non swiche gestes woned, 

For which she loked with ful pale face. 

But shortly forth this matere for to chace, 

’Thise arn the wordes that the markis said 
To this benigne, veray, ftiithful maid. 

Grisilde,’’ he said, “ ye shuhi wel understond, 
It liketh to your fader and to me, 

That I you wedde, and eke it may so stond 
As I suppose, ye wol that it so be ; 

But thise demaundes aske I first,” ^uod he) 
That sm it shal be don in hasty mse, 

Wol ye assent, or elles you avise ? 

“ I say this, be ye redy with good herte 
To all my lust, and that I freely may 
As me best thinketh do you laugh or smerte. 

And never ye to grutchen, night ne day, 

And eke whan 1 say ya, ye say not nay, 

Neither by word, ne frouning countenance? 

Swere this, and here I swere our alliaace.” 

Wondring upon this thing, quaking for drede. 

She saide ; ‘ * lord, indigne and unworthy 
Am I, to thilke honour, that ye me bede. 

But as ye wol yourself, right so wol I : 

And here I swere, that never willingly 
In werk, ne thought, I ni’ll you dlsobeie 
For to be ded, though me were loth to deie.” 

** This is ynough, Grisilde min,’? quod he. 

And forth he goth with a ful sobre chere, 

Out at the dore, and after than came she, 

And to the peple he said in this manere : 

** This is my wif,” qu<Kl he, “ that stondeth here. 
Honouretb her, and loveth hire, I pray, 

Who so me lovetb, ther a’ is no more to say.” 


And for that nothing of lure olde gere 
She shulde bnng into his hous, he bad 
That women shuld despoilen hire right there. 
Of which thise ladies weren nothing glad 
To handle hire clothes wherin she was clad; 
But natheles this maiden bright of hew 
Fro foot to hed they clothed han all new.i 

Hire heres han they kempt, that lay untressed 
Ful rudely, and with hir fiugres smal 
A coroune on hire hed they han ydressed. 

And sette hire ful of nouches gret and smal : 

Of hire array what shuld I make a tale ? 
Unneth the peple hire knew for hire faimesse. 
Whan she transmewed was in swiche riche&se. 

This markis hath hire spoused with a ring 
Brought for the same cause, and than hire sclte 
Upon an hors snow-white, and wel ambling, 

And to his paleis, or he longer letle, 

'(With joyful peple, that hue lad and mette) 
Conveyed hire, and thus the day they spendc 
In revel, till the Sonne gan descende. 

And shortly forth this tale for to chace, 

I say, that to this newe markisesse 
God hath swiche favour sent hire of his grace^ 
That it ne semeth not by likelinesse 
That she was borne and fed in rndenesse. 

As in a cote, or In an oxes stall, 

But nourished in an emperoures hall. 

To every wight she waxen is so dere, 

And worshipful, that folk thcr she was borc^ 
And fro hire birthe knew hire ycre by yerc, 
Unnethes trowed they, but dorst han swoie. 
That to Jahicle, of which I spake before, 

She doiighter n'as, for as by conjecture 
Hem thoughte she was another creature. 

For though that ever vertuous was she, 

She was eiicresed in swiche excellence 
Of tUewes good, ysot in high bountoe, 

And so discrete, and faire of eloquence. 

So benigne, and so digne of reverence. 

And coude bO the pcpies herte embrace, 

That eche hire loveth that loketh on hire face. 

Not only of Saluccs in the toim 
Published was the bountcc of hire name. 

But eke beside in many a regioun, 

If on saith wel, another saith the same: 

So spredeth of hire bio bountoe the fames 
That men and women, yong as wel as uhl* 

Gon to Saluces upon hire to behoUl. 

Thus Walter lowly, nay but really, 

Wedded with fortunat honestetec, 

In Goddes pees livcth ful esily 
At home, and grace ynough outward had h 
And for he saw that undw low degree 
Was honest vertue hid, the peple him held 
A prudent man, and that i$ seen fut sold. 

Not only this Grisildis thurgh hire wit 
Coude all the fete of wifiy homlinegso. 

But eke whan that the cas required it, 

The comune profit coude she redresse ; 

Ther n’as discord, rancour, ne hcvinoswe 
In all the lood, tliat she ne coude appesc, 

And wisely bring Ucm all in hertes esc. 
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Though that hire husbond absent were or non, 
If gentilmen, or other of that contree 
Were wroth, she wolde bnngen hem at on. 

So wise and ripe wordeshadde she. 

And jugement of so gret equitee. 

That she from Heven sent was, as men wend, 
Peple to save, and every wrong to amend. 

Not longe time after that this Grisilde 
Was wedded, she a doughter hath ybore. 

All had hire lever ban home a knave child: 
Glad was the markis hnd his folk therfore, 
Tot though a maiden childe come all before, 
She may unto a knave child atteine. 

By likelyhed, sin she nhs not barreine. 


PARS TERTIA. 

Ther fell, as it befalleth times mo. 

Whan that this childe had souked but a throwe, 
This markis in his herte longed so 
To tempt his wif, hire sddnesse for to knowe, 

That he ne might out of his herte throwe 
This marveillous desir his wif to assay;, 

Needles, God wot, he thought hire to atfray. 

lie had assaied hire 3 rnough befoi*e, 

And found hire ever good, what nedeth it 
IJire for to tempt, and alway more and more ? 
Though som men praise it for a subtil wit, 

But as for me, I say that evil it sit 
To assay' a wif whan that it is no nede, 

And putten hire in anguish and in drede. 

Tor which this raarkis wrought in this manere; 

He came a-night alone ther as she lay 
With Sterne face, and with ful trouble chore. 

And sayde thus j Gnsilde,”(quod he) “ that day 

That I you toke out of your poure array. 

And put you in cstat of high noblesse, 

Ye ban it not forgotten, as I gesse. 

** I say, Grisilde, this present dignitee. 

In which that I have put you, as I trow, 

Makcth you not forgetful for to be 
That I you toke in poure ostat ful loW, 

Tor ony welc ye mote yourselven know. 

'fake hede of every wOrd that J you say, 
llier IS no wight tbathoreth it hut we tway. 

Ye wote yourself wel how that ye came here 
Into this hous, it is not long ago, 

And though to me ye ho right Jefe and derc, 

XTnto my gcntils yc be nothing so : 

They say, to hem it is gret shame and wo 
For to be suggetes, and ben in servage 
To thee, that borne art of a smal linage. 

“ And namtfly sin thy doughter was ybore, 

Thise wordes ban they flpfifcon doutoles, 

But I desire, as I have don before, 

To live mjr lif with hem In rest and pees : 

1 may not in this eas be reccbeles; 

1 mote do with thy doughter for the best^ 

Not as I wo)4« but as my gonrila lest 
VOL L 


“ And yet, God wote, this is ful loth to me: 
But natheles withouten youre weting 
I wol nought do, but thus wol (quod he) , 

“ That ye to me assenten in this thing. 

Shew now youre patience in youre werkidg. 
That ye me hight and swore in youre village 
The day that maked was out mariage.’* 

^han she had herd all this, she not amoved 
Neyther in word, in chere, ne countenance, 

(For as it semed, she was not agreved) 

She sayde; “ Lord, all lith m your plesance, 
My child and I, with hertely obeisance 
Ben youres all, and ye may save or spill, 

Your Owen thing: werketh after your will, 

Ther may no thing, so God my soule save, 

Like unto you, that may displesen me : 

Ne I desire nothing for to have, 

Ne drede for to lese!, sauf only ye: 

This will is in myn herte, and ay sbal be, 

No length of time, or deth may this deface, 

Ne change my corage to an other place. 

Glad was this matkis for bite answering, 

But yet he feined as he were not so, 

Al drery was his chere and his loking. 

Whan that he shuld out of the chambre go. 

Sone after this, a furlong way or two, 
i He prively hath told all Kis entent 
Unto a man, and to his wif him sent. 

A maner sergeant was this prive man, 

The which he faithful often founden bad 
In thinges gret, and eke swiche folk wel can 
Don execution on thinges bad : 

The lord knew wel, that he hun loved and drad. 
And whan this sergeant wist his I’ordes will. 

Into the chambre he stalked him ful stilL < * 

« Madame," he sayd, “ ye mote Ibryeve it me, 
Though I do thing, to which I am coostreined : 
Ye ben so wisei that right wel knowen ye. 

That lordes hestes may not ben yfeined, 

They may wel be bewailed and complained, 

But men mote nedes to hir lust obey. 

And so wol I, tlier nhs no more to say. 

“ This child I am commanded for to take." 

And spake no more, but out the child he bent 
Despitously, and gan a chere to mike. 

As though he wold have slain it, or he went. 
Grisildis most al suftci and al consent : 

And as a lambe, she sitteth ineke and still, 

And let this cruel Sergeant do his will. 

SaspeciouB ^as the diffatne of this man, 

Suspect his face, suspect his wot d also, 

Suspect .the time in t^hich he this began; 

Alas 1 hire doughter, that she loved so. 

She wende he wold ban siaien it right thos. 

But natholes she neither wept ne siked, 
Conforming hire to that the markis liked. 

But at the last to speken stre began, 

And mekely she to the sergeant praiil 
(So as he was a worthy genUl man) 

That she might kissc hire child, or that it dqi 
And in hire barme this litel child febfi Ickl, 

With ful sad face, and the child tc blisse^ 
And lulled it, ai*d ^ gaa it kisse. 

T 
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And thus she sayd in Wie bcnigne vois: 

“ "Farewel, my child, I shal thee never see, 

But sui I have thee maiked with the ciois. 

Of thilke fader yblessed mote thou be, 

That for us died upon a crois of tiee : 

Thy soulo, htel child, I him betake, 

Tor this night shalt thou dien for my sake.” 

I trow that to a nonce in this cas 
It had ben hard this louthc for to see : 

Wei might a moder than ban cried “ Alas,” 

But natheles so sad stedfast was she, 

That she endured all advoisitee. 

And to the sergeant mekely she sayde, 

Have here agen your htel yonge mayde. 

Goth now” (quod she) “ and doth my lordeshest: 
And 0 thing wold I pray you of your grace, 

But if my lord forbade you at the lest, 

Buneth this htel body m som place. 

That bestes ne no bnddes it to-racc.” 

But he no word to that purpos wold say. 

But toke the child and went upon his way. 

This sergeant came unto his loi d again, 

And of Grisildes wordes and hire chere 
He told him point for point, in short and plain, 
And him presented with his doughter dere. 
Somwhat tlij& lord bath routhe m his manere, 

But natheles his purposTield he still, 

As lordes don, whan they wol have hir will. 

And bad this sergeant that he prively 
Shulde this child ful softe wind and wrappe, 

With alle circumstances tendiely, 

And carry it in a cofre, or in a lappe j 
But upon peine his hed of for to swappe 
That no man shulde know of his entent, 

Ne whens he came, ne whidcr that he went j 

But at Boloigne, unto his s aster dere. 

That thilke time of Pavie was countessc. 

He shuld it take, and shew hiie this matcre. 
Beseching hue to don hire besinesse 
This child to fostren in all gentillessc. 

And whos child that it was he bade hire hide 
Trom every wight, for ought that may betide. 

This sergeant goth, and hath fulfilde this thing. 

' But to this marquis now retorne we ; 

Tor now goth he ful fast imagining, 

If by his ivives chere he mighte see, 

Or by hire wordes apperceive, that she 
Were changed, but be never coud hire finde, 

But ever in on yhke sad and kinde. 

As glad, as humble, as besy in service 
And eke m love, as she was wont to be, 

Was she to him, in every maner wise ; 

Ne of hire doughter not a word spake she; 

Non accident for non adversitce 

Was seen m hire, ne never hire doughters name 

Ne nevened she, for eincst ne for game. 


’ PARS QUARTA. 

In this estat thrr passed ben foil re ycrc 
Er she with chi Ide was, but, as God wold, 
A knave chi Ide she Iiare by this Waltcro 
Till gracious, and fair for to behold : 

And whan that folk it to his fader told, 
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Not only he, but all his contree mery 

Was for this childe, and God they thonke and hery. 

Whan it was two yere old, and from the brest 
Departed of his nonce, on a day 
This markis caughte yet another lest 
To tempte his wif yet ofter, if he may. 

O ! nedeles was she tempted m assay. 

Blit wedded men ne connen no mesure, 

Whan that they finde a patient creature. 

" Wif,'’ quod this markis, ‘‘ ye han herd or this 
My peple sikely beren our manage, 

And namely sm my sonc yboren is, 

Now is it worse than ever in all our age : 

The murmur sleth myn herte and my coiage, 

For to myn eies coineth the vois so smerte, 

That it wel me destroyed hath myn hertc. 

“ Now say they thus, * Whan Walter is agon. 
Than shal the blood of Jauicle succede, 

And ben our lord, for other ban wc non ;* 

Swiche wordes sayn my peple, it is no drede. 

Wel ought I of swiche mui nuir taken liede, 

For ceitamly t died al swiche sentence, 

Though they not plainen m myn audience. 

“ I wolde live in pecs, if that I might: 

Wheifore I am disposed utterly, 

As T his suster served cr by n>ght, 

Right so thinko I to serve him pnvcly. 

This warne I you, that ye not sodcnly 
Out of yourself for no wo shuld outraie, 

Beth patient, and therof J you praie.” 

I have,’’ quod she, sayd thus and ever shal, 

I wol no thing, no uhll no thing cortam, 

Hut OLb you list: no! greveth mo at al, 

Though that my doughter and my sone he slain 
At youi commandoment : that is to sain, 

I have not had no part of children twain. 

But first sikencBBo, and after wo and peine. 

Yc ben my loid, doth with yonr owen thing 
Right as you list, asketh no rede of im, ; 

For as I loft at home al my clothing 

Whan I came first to you, i ight so” (quod Hhe) 

“ Left I my will and al my hbertee, 

And toke youi clothing; wherforc I you prey, 
Doth yonr plesanee, I wol yonre lust obey. 

“ And ccrt(‘s, if I hadih* jin.si'icncc 
Your will to know, cr yo yonr lust me told, 

I wold it do wifhouten negligence : 

But now 1 wote yonr lust, and what ye wold, 

All yonr plcsimco fenm* awl stable 1 hold, 

For wist I that my doth might do you ese. 

Right gladly wold I dicn, you to plose. 

“ Di‘tl) may not maken no comparisoun 
Unto your love,” And whan this markis wy 
The Constance of his wif, he cast admm 
ills cycn two, and wondreth how Mie may 
In patience snlTer al this array: 

Aud foilU he goth with ilrery eontcnanct, 

But to his hertc it was ful grot plesanca. 
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This ugly sergeant m the same wise 
That lie hue doughtcr caughte, right so he 
(Or werse, if men can any weise dev.se) 

Hkh bent hire sonc, that fal was of beautee: 

And ever lo on so pai .ent was she, 

That she no chere made of hevinesse, 

But kist hire son and after gan it blesse. 

Save Ibis slie praied him, if that he might. 

Hire litel sone he wold in eithc grave. 

His t< idle li names, clehcat to sight, 

Tro foules and fro bestes for to save. 

But she non answer of him mighte have, 

He went his way, as him no thing ne rought, 

But to Bolojgne he tendrely it brought 

This markis wondieth ever lenger the more 
Upon hire patenre, and if that he 
He haddo sot hi y knowen therhefoie, 

That pai fitly hue children loved she, 

He woid ban wend that of som subtiltee 
And of malice, oi for cruel corage. 

That she had sUffred this with sad visage. 

But wel he knew, that next himself, certain 
She loved hire children best in every wise. 

But now of women wold I asken fayn, 

If thise assaies mighten not suffise; 

What coud a stiudy husbond more devise 
To prevc hire wifhood, and hire stedfastnesse. 
And he continuing ever in sturdinesse ? 

But ther ben folk of swiche condition, 

That, whan they han a ceitaiii purpos take, 

They can not stmt of hir mtenlion, 

But, right as they were hounden to a stake, 

They wol not of hir flrste purpos slake: 

Eight so this markis fully hath purposed 
To tempt his wif, as he was first disposed. 

He waiteth, if by woid or contenance 
That she to him was chani.‘cd of corage : 

But never coud he finden vai lance, 

She was a5’' on in herte and in visage, 

And ay the further that she was in age. 

The more trewc (if that it were possible) 

She was to him m loVc, and moie peniblc. 

For which it semed thus, that of hem two 
Thcr was but o will 5 for as Walter lest. 

The same hist was hire plesance alsoj 
And God be thanked, all fell for the best 
She shewed wol, for no worldly unrest 
A wif, as of hi reself, no thing ne sholde 
Wille in effect, but as hire husbond wolde. 

The sclandre of Walter wonder wide spradde, 
That of a cruel herie he wikkedly, 

For lie a pome woman wedded hadde, 

Hath iimrdr(*d botli hi*! children prively: 

Swich murmur was among hem comunly. 

No wonder is : for to the peples ere 

Thcr came no word, but that they murdred were. 

For which ther as his peple therbefore 
Had loved him wel, the sclandrc of his diffame 
Made horn that they him hatcdeii therforci 
To ben a murdnmr is an hateful name. 

But natholcs, for oniesi ne for game, 

He of bis cruel purpos n’olde stentc, 

To tempt his wif sette all his entente. 


Whan that his doughter twelf yere was of age, 

; He to the court of Rome, in subtil W4se 
Enformed of h’S will, sent his message. 
Commanding him, swiche billes to devise. 

As to his cruel purpos may sufiise, 

How that the pope, as for his peples rest, 

Bade him to wed another, if him lest. 

I say he bade, they shulden contrefete 
The popes bulles, making mention 
That he hath leve his firhte wif to lete. 

As by the popes dispensation, 

To stmten rancour and dissension 

Betwix his peple and him : thus spake the bffll, 

The which they han published at the full. 

The rude peple, as no wonder is, 

Wenden ful wel, that it had ben light so : 

But whan thise tidings came to Gnsildis, 

I deme that hue herte was ful of wo ; 

But she' yiike sad for evermo 
Disposed was, this humble creature, 

The adversitee of fortune al to endure ; 

Abiding ever his lust and his plesance, 

To whom that she was yeven, herte and al. 

As to hire veray worldly sufiisance. 

But shortly if this stone till I shal. 

This markis wnten hath in special 
A lettre, m which he sheweth his entente. 

And secretly he to Boloigne it sente. 

To the erl of Favie, which that hadde tho 
Wedded his suster, prayed he specially 
To bnngen home agem his children two 
In honourable estat al openly: 

But o thing he him prayed utterly, 

That he to no wight, thodgh men wold enque 
Shulde not tell whos children that they were, 

But say, the maiden shuld ywedded be 
Unto the markis of Saluces anon. 

And as this erl was prayed, so did he, 

For at day scLte he on his way is gon 
Toward Saluces, and loi des many on, 

In rich arraie, this maiden for to gide. 

Hire yonge brother riding hire beside. 

Arraied was toward hire manage 
This fieshe maiden, ful of gemmes clerc, 

Hire bi other, which that seven yere was of a; 
Arraied eke ful fresh in his manere : 

And thus in gret noblesse and with glad cherfi 
Toward Saluces shaping hir jonmay 
F'ro day to day they nden in hir way. 


PARS QUINTA. 

Among al this, after his wicked usage, 

'This markis ycihis wif to tempton mor^ 

To the uttcrestc prefe of hire cprage. 

Fully lo have experience and lore, 

If that she were as stedefast ae before, 

He on a day m open audience 

Ful boistously hath<aid hire tWs sentence ; 
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Cevtes, Grisild’e, I fiad ynough’plesance 
To han you to my wif, for your goodnesse, 

And for your trouthe, and foi your obeysance, 
Not for your linage, ne foi your richcsse, 

J^ut now know I in veiy sothfastnebse, 

That in gret lordship, if I me wel avise, 

Ther is gret servitude m sondry 

** I may not don, as every ploughman may: 

My peple me constremeth for to take 
Another ivif, and cuen day by day; 

And eke the pope rancoiu foi to slake 
Consenteth it, that dare I undertake: 

And trewely, thus moche I wol you say. 

My newe wif is coming by the way. 

Be strong of hertc, and voide anon hire place. 
And tUiIke dower that yo broughten me 
Take it ageu, I aiant it of my giace. 

B-eturneth to vom fadres bous,''’ (quod he) 

No man may alway have prospentee. 

With even heitc I lede you to enduie 
'Hie stiokc of fortune, or of aventure.” 

And she agen answerd in patience : 

** My lord,” quod she, ** I wote, and wist alway. 
How that betwixen your magnificence 
And my povcrte no wight ne can ne may 
Maken comparison, it is no nay ; 

I ne held me never digne in no manere 
To be your wif, ne yet your cbambereie. 

“ And in this hons, ther ye me lady made, 

(The highe God take I for my witnesse. 

And all so wisly he my soule glad) 

I never held me lady ne inaistresse, 

But humble seivant to your woithinesse, 

And ever shal, while that my lif may duie, 
Ahoven every worldly creature. 

‘‘ That ye so longe of youi benignitee 
Han holden me in honom and nobley, ^ 
Wheras I was nbt' worthy for to be, 

That thanke I God and you, to whom I prey 
Foryelde it you, ther is no more to sey : 

Unto my fader gladly wol I'wende, 

And with him dwell unto my lives ende; 

“ Ther 1 was fostred of a childe ful smal, 

Til I be ded my lif ther wol I ledo, 

A widew clone m body, hate and al. 

For bith I yave to you my maidenhede, 

And am your trewe wif, it is no dredc, 

God shilde swiche a lordes wif to lake 
Another man to husbond or to maka 

And of your newe wif, God of his grace 
So grauntc you wcle and pruspeiitc. 

For I wohgladly yeldcnhiic my place. 

In which that I was blisful wont to be. 

For sith it hketh you, my lord,” (quod she) 

That whilom weren all myn hertes rest, 

That I shal gon, I wol go whan you lebt. 

“ But ther as yc me profre swiche dowaire 
As I first brought, it is wel m my mind, 

It were my wretched clothes, nothing faiie. 

The which to me were hard now for to find. 

O goode Ood • how gciitil and how kind 
Ye seinod by your speche and your visage, 

The day that maked was, cure marriage ' 
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“ But soth is said, algate I find it trewe, 

For in effect it preved is on mo, 

Ix)ve is not old, as whan that it is newe. 

But ceries, lord, for non adversitce 
To dien in this cas, it shal not be 
That ever in word or weike I shal repent, 

That I you yave mm herte m hole entent. 

“ My lord, ye wote, that lu my fadies place 
Yc dide me stripe out of iny pouic wede, 

And richely ye clad me of vouy grace ; 

To you brought I nought elies out of drede. 

But faith, and nakednesse, and maidenhede; 

And here agon your clothing I restore, 

And eke your wedding ring for evermore.’ 

“ The remenant of your jewelos redj’’ be 
Within your chambre, I dare it satly sain: 

Naked out of my fadres hous*’ (quod she) 

“ I came, aud nailed I mote turne again. 

All your plesanoe wolde I folwc fain : 

But yet I hope it be not your entent, 

That I smokies out of your paleis went. 

“ Ye coude not do so dishonest a thing, 

That thilke wombe, in which your chiidi'cn lay, 
Bhulde before the peple, in my walking, 

Be seen al baie: wherforc I yon pray 
Let me not like a worme go by the way: 
Remembie you, mm oweii lord so derc, 

1 was your wif, though I unworthy were. 

“ Wherfore in guerdon of my maidenhodcy 
Which that I brought and not ageu 1 here, 

As vouchesauf to yeve me to my medc 
But swichc a smok ab I was w'ont to were, 

That I therwith may wne the wombe of hire 
That was your wif and here I take my love 
Of you, mm owon lord, lest I you grove,” 

"lliesmokj^’quod he, that thou hast on thy bake, 
tiCt it be still, and here it forth with thee.” 

But wel unnethes thilko word he spake, 

But went his way fox routhc and for intco. 

Before the folk hireselven stripeth she, 

And in hire smok, with foot nnd hod al bare. 
Toward hire fadres hous forth is she fare. 

The folk hire folwen weping in bir woy. 

And fortune ay they cursen as tlicjy gon : 

But bhe fro weping kept hiu' cyen drey, 

Ne in this time word no spake she non. 

Hire fader, that this tiding herd unun, 

Cnrsuth t he day and time, that nature 
bhope him to ben a livub crcutuie. 

For out of donte this oldc poure man 
Was over in suspect of hire manage: 

For ever he domed, bhi it first liegan, 

That whan the lord fulfiU(*d had his coragev 
Him wolde thirikc it were a disparage 
'i'o his ostat, so lowo for to alight, 

And voiden hir<‘ as soonc as ever ho might* 

Agcin Ins (loughter hastily goth he, 

(b'or h(* by noise of folk knew hire coming) 

Aud with hire ojde cote, as it might be, 

He cover tall hir e ful soiwcftilly weping s 
But on bin* ho<ly might ht* it not bring* 

For Hide was tbti cloth, and more of 
By daicb fcle than at hire manage. 
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y. 8794r— 8912. THE 

Thus with hire fader for a certaia space 
Dwelleth this flour of wifly patience. 

That nother by hire wordes ne hire face, 
Befom the folk, ne eke in hir absence, 

Ne shewed she that hire was don offence, 

Ne of hire high estat no remembrance 
Ne hadde she, as by hue contenance. 

No wonder is, for in hiie cfret estat 
Hire gost was ever m pleine humilitee j 
No tendre month, no herte delicat, 

No pompe, no scmbiant of lealtee ; 

But ful of patient ben-gnitee, 

Discrete, and prideles, ay honourable, 

And to blie husbond ever meke and stable. 

Men speke of Job, and most for his humblesse. 
As clcrkes, whan hem list, can wel endite, 
Namely of men, but as m sothfastnesse, 
Though clerkes preisen women but a lite, 

Ther can no man in humblesse him acquite 
As woman can, ne can be half so trewe 
As women ben, but it be falle of newe. 


PAHS SEXTA. 

Fro Poloigne is this erl of Pavie come, 

Of which the fame up sprang to more and Icssc ; 
And to the peples eres all and some 
'Was couth eke, that a newc markisesse 
He with him brought, m swiche pomp and nchesse, 
That never was ther seen with mannes eye 
So noble array ip pi West Lumbardie. 

The markis, which that $hope and knew all this, 
Br that this erl was come, sent his mes,sage 
For thilke poure sely Grisildisj 
And she ivith humble heite and glad visage, 

Not with no swollen thought in hiie corage, 

Came at his best, and on hire knees hire sette, 

And reverently and wisely she him grette. 

“ Orisilde/’ (quod he) “ my will is utterly, 

This maiden, that shal wedded be to me. 

Received be to-morwc as really 
As it possible is in rayn hons to be: 

And eke that every wight in his degree 
Have his estat in sitting and service, 

And high plcsance, as I cap best devisCf 

** I have no woman sufl[isaat certalp 
The chambres for to array in ordinance 
After my lust, and therfore wolde I fain, 

That thin were all swiche manere governance ; 
Thou knowest eke of old all my plesance j 
Though thin array be bad, and evil besey, 

Do thou thy devoir at the leste wey."” 

** Not only, lord, that T am glad*^ (quod she) 

** To don your lust, but I desire also 
You for to serve and plcse m my degree, 
Withoutcn fainting, and shal evermo : 

Ne never for no wele, ne for no wo, 

Ne shal the gost within myn herte stente 
To loyc you best v^ith all my trewe entente, 
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And with that word she gan the hous to dight, 

And tables for to sette, and beddes make. 

And peined hire to don all that she might. 

Praying the chambererers for Goddes sake 
To hasten hem, and faste swepe and shake. 

And she the moste serviceable of all 
Hath every chambre airaied, and his hall. 

Abouten undem gan this erl alight, 

That with him brought thise noble children twey, 
For which the peple ran to see the eight 
Of hir array, so richely besey : 

And than at erst amonges hem they sey, 

That Walter was no fool, though that him lest 
To change his wifj for it was for the best. 

For she is fairer, as they demen all, 

Than is Gnsilde, and more tendre of age. 

And fairer fruit betweue hem shuld fall. 

And more plesant for hire high Image : 

Hire brother eke so faire was of visage 

That hem to seen the peple hath caught plesance, 

Commending now the maikis governance. 

“ O stormy peple, unsad and ever iintrewe. 

And undiscrete, and changing as a fane, 
Delighting evei m rombel that is newe, 

For like the Mone waxen ye and wane : 

Ay ful of clapping, dcre ynough a jane, 

Your dome is fals, your Constance evil preveth, 

A ful gret fool is he that on you leveth'.’* 

Thus saiden sade folk in that citee, 

Whan that the peple gased up and doun : 

For they were glad, right for the noveltee, 

To have a newe lady of hir toun. 

No more of this make I now mentioun. 

But to Gnsilde agen I wol m<i^ dresse, 

I And telle, hire Constance and hire besioesse. 

Ful besy was Grisildc in every thing. 

That to the feste was appertinentj 

Right naught was she abaist of hire clothing, 

Though it were rude, and somdel eke to-rent, 

But with glad (‘heie to the yate is went 
With other folk, to grete the maik'sesse, 

And after that doth foith hire besiuesse. 

With 60 glad chcre his gestes she leceiveth, 

And connmgly everich in his degree, 

That no defaute no man apperceiveth, 

But ay they wondren what she might be, 

That in so poure array was for to see. 

And coude swiche honour and reverence, 

And worthily they pceisen hire prudence. 

Tn oil this mcne while she nc stent 

This maide and eke hire brother to commend 

With all hire herte in ful benigne entent, 

So wel, that no man coud hire preise amend : 

But at the last whan that thise loides wend 
7'o sitten doun to mete, he gan to call 
Gnsilde, as she was besy in the hall. 

Gnsilde,” (quod he, as it were in his play) 

“ How liketh thee my wif, and hire beautee?* 

« Right wel, my lord,” quod she, ** for in good 
A fairer saw I never , non she : 

I pray to God yeve you prosperitee^ 

And so I hope, that he wol to 3 ou send 
Plesance ynough unto your lives end. 
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“ O thing beseche I yoa and warne also, 

That ye ne prihke with no turmenting 
This tendre maiden, as ye han do mo : 

For she is fostred in hire norishing 
Moie iendrely, and to my supposing 
She mighte not adversitce endure, 

As coude a poure fostred creature.** 

And whan this Walter saw hire patience, 

Hire glade chere, and no malice at all. 

And he so often hadde hire don offence. 

And she ay sade and constant as a wall, 
Continuing ever hire innocence over all. 

This sturdy maikis gan hiS herte diesse, 

To rewe upon hire wifly stedefestnesse. 

‘‘ Tins is ynough, Grisilde min,” quod he, 

** 13e now no more agasl, ne evil apaid, 

I have thy faith and thy benignitee. 

As wel as ever woman was, assaicl 
I gret estat, and pouielich arraied; 

Now know 1, dere wif, thy stedefastnesse,” 

And hire in armes toke, and gan to kesse. 

And she for wonder tooke of it no kepe ; 

She herde not what thing he to hire said s 
She ferde as she had stert out of a slepe, 

Til she out of hire masednesse abraid. 

“ Gnsildc,” quod he, “ by God that for us deid, 
Thou art my wif, non other I ne have, 

Ne never had, as God my soule save.** 

This IS thy doughter, which thou hast supposed 
To be my wif; that other faithfully 
Shal be min heir, as I have ay disposed ; 

Thou bare hera of thy body trewely : 

At Boloigne have I kept hem pnvely ; 

Take hem agen, for now maist thou not say. 

That thou hast lorn non of thy children tway. 

And folk, that*otherwise han said of me, 

1 warne hem wel, that I have don this dedc 
For no malice, ne for no crueltee, 

But for to assay in thee thy womanhedc : 

And not to slee my children (God forbede) 

But for to kepe hem pnvely and still. 

Til I thy ijurpos know, and all thy will.” 

Whan she this heid aswouiie doun she falleth 
For pitous .loyc, and after hire swouning 
She both hiie yonge childten to hire calleth, 

And in hire armes pitously wt*ping 
Jilmbraceth hem, aud tend rely kissing 
Ful like a moder with hire salte teres 
She bathed both hir visage and hir hercs. 

O, which a pitous thing it was to see 
Hire swoumng, and hiic Iiiunble vois to here ’ 

** Grand mercy ^ loid, God thank it you” (quod she) 
That ye han saved me my’thildron dere : 

Now lekke I never to be ded right here, 

Sm I stood in your love, and in your grace 
No force of deth, ne whan my spirit pace. 

** O tendre, o dere, o yonge children mine. 

Your wofnl mother wened stedfastly, 

That cruel houndes, or som foul vermine 
Had cten you ; but Go.l of his mercy, 

And your benigue fader tcndioly 

Hath don you krpe:” and in that same stound 

A1 sodcniy she swapt adoun to giound. 
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And m hire swough so sadly holdeth she 
Hire childien two, whan she gan hem embiace, 
That with gret sleight and gret difficultee 
fhe children fiotn hiie aim they gan arrace. 

O ’ many a tere on many a pitous face 
Doun lan cf hem that stodeu hire bes do, 
Unnethe abouten hire might they abide. 

Walter hire gladeth, and hue sorwe slaketh, 

She iiseth up abashed from hire tiance, 

And every wight hire loye and feste maketh. 

Til she hath caught agen hire contonance. 

Walter hire doth so faithfully picsance, 

Tliat it was deintee foi 1o seen the cheic 
Bctwjx hem two, sin they ben met m fere^ 

Thise ladies, whan that they hii time sey, 

Han taken hire, and into chambie gon, 

And btnpen hire out of hire rude aircy, 

And in a cloth of gold that biighte shone, 

With a coiounc of rnanj'^ a nolio stone 
Upon hire hed, they into hall hire broughte: 

And ther she was honomed as hire ought* 

Thus hath this pitous day a blisful cud ; 

For every man, and woman, doth his might 
This day in mirth and revel to di spend, 

Til on the welkin shone the sterres bright; 

Foi more so empne in every mannes sight 
This feste was, and greter of costage, 

Than was the revel of hire manage. 

Ful many a ycre in high prosperitee 
Liven thise two in concord and m rest, 

And iichcly his doughter maned he 
Unto a lord, on of the worthiest 
Of all Itaillc, and than in pees and icst 
His wives fader in his court he kepeth, 

Til that the soule out of his body crepetli. 

TIis faone succedeth in his heritage, 

In rest and pees, after his fad res day : 
i And fortiinat was eke in manage, 

AI put he not his wif m gret assay; 

I This world IS not so strong, it is no nay. 

As it hath ben in oldc times yiire, 

; And herknetb, what this auctour saitli th<;rfore. 

This story is said, not for that wives Uiuld 
Folwe Grisilde, as in humilitee. 

For it were importable, tho they wold ; 

But foi that every wight m his degree 
Shuldc be constant in adversitce. 

As was Grisilde, therfore Tetiark writetli 
This storie, which with high stile he endileth. 

Foi sitb a woman was so patient 
Unto 0 mortal man, wel move we ought 
Rcceiven all in gice that God us bcnt. 

For gret skill is he ])revo that he wrought : 

But be ne tempteth no man that he bought, 

As sailh seint Jame, if yc his pistell rede ; 

Ho preveth folk al day, it is no drede; 

And suffreth us, as for our exercise, 

With Sharpe scourges of adversiteo 
Ful often to be bete in soadry wise; 

Not for to know our will, for certes he, 

Or we were borne, knew all our frcoictee ; 

And for our best is all his govenianco ; 

Let us than live in vertuuus suffVance* 
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But 0 word, lordings, herkenetb, or I go : 

It were ful hard to finden now adayes 
In all a toun Grisildes three or two : 

For if that they were put to swiche assayes, 

The gold of hem hath now so bad alavcs 
With bras, that though the come be fane at eye. 

It wolde rather brast atwo than plie. 

For which here, for the wives love of Bathe, 

Whos Ilf and al hire secte God mamtene 
In high maistrie, and elles were it scathe, 

1 wol with lusty herte freshe and giene, 

Say you a song to gladen you, I wene : 

And let us stint of ernestful matere. 

Herkneth my song, that saith in this manere. 

Gnsilde is ded, and eke hire patience, 

And both at ones buried m Itaille: 

For which I crie in open audience, 

No wedded man so hardy be to assaille 
His Wives patience, m trust to find 
Grisildes, for in certain he shal faille. 

O noble wives, ful of high prudence. 

Let non humihtee your touges naile ; 

Ne let no clerk have cause or diligence 
To write of you a stone of swiche mervaille. 

As of Gnsildis patient and kiude, 

Lest Chichevache yon swalwe m hire cntraillc. 

Folweth Ecco, that holdeth no silence. 

But ever answereth at the countretaille : 

Beth not bedaffed for your innocence, 

But sharply taketh on you the goveinaiUe: 
Emprenteth wel this lesson in your minde. 

For comun profit, sith it may avaiUe. 

Ye archewivesi stondeth ay at defence, 

Sin ye be strong, as is ^ gret camaille, 

Ne sufireth not, that men do you ofience. 

And sclendre wives, feble as in bataille, 

Beth egre as is a tigre yond in Tnde; 

Ay clappeih as a mill, I you counsaille. 

Ne drede hem not, doth hem no reverence, 

For though thin husbond armed be in maiUe, 

The arwes of thy crabbed eloquence 
Sbal perce his brest, and eke his avcntaille: 

In jalousie I rede eke thou him binde, 

And thou shalt make him couche as doth a quaille. 

If thou be faire, ther folk ben in presence 
Shew thou thy visage, and thin apparaille: 

If thou be foule, be free of thy dispcnce. 

To get thee fietidcs ay do thy travaille : 

Be ay of chere as light as lefe on linde, 

And let him care, and wepe, and wringe, and faille. 


TBB MAUCHAmES PROLOGUE. 

Weping and wailing, care and other sorwe, 
I have ynough, on even and on morwe,** 

Quod the marchant, “ and so have other mo, 
That wedded ben ; X trowe that it be so : 

Tor wel I wot it fireth so by mo. 

I have a wif, the werste that may be. 


For though the fend to hire ycotipled were. 

She wolde h^m overmatche I dare wel swere. 

What shulde I you reheise in special 
Hire high malice ? she is a shrew at al. 

“ Thcr is a long and a large difference 
Betwix Grisildes grete patience. 

And of my wif the passmg crueltee. 

Were I unbounden, all so mote I the, 

I wolde never eft comen m the snare. 

We wedded men live in sorwe and care. 

Assay it who so wol, and he shal finde 
That I say soth, by semt Thomas of Inde, 

As for the more part, I say not alle ; 

God shilde that it shulde so befalle. 

A, good sire Hoste, I have y wedded be 
Thise monethes two, and more not parde ; 

And yet I trowe that he, that all his lif 
Wifles hath ben, though that men wolde him rife 
Into the herte, ne coude in no manere 
Tellen so much sorwe, as I you here 
Coud tellen of my wives cursednesse.” [blesse, 
“ Now,” quod our hoste, marchant, so God you 
Sin ye so raochel knowen of that art, 

Ful hertely X pray you tell us part.” 

Gladly,” quod he, “ but of min owen sore 
For sory herte I tellen may no more.*' 
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Whilom ther was dwelling in Lumbardie 
A worthy knight, that bom was at Pavic 
In which he lived in gret prosperitee; 

And sixty yere a wifles man was he, 

And folwed ay his bodily debt 
On women, ther as was his appetit, 

As don thise fooles that ben seculere. 

And whan that he was passed sixty yere, ‘ 
Wore it for holinesse or for dotage, 

I cannot sain, but swiche a gret corage 
Hadde this knight to ben a wedded man, 

That day and night he doth all that he can 
To espien, wheir that he might wedded be ; 
Praying our lord to granten him, that he 
Migh'te ones knowen of that blisful lif, 

That IS betwix an husbond and his wif. 

And for to live under that holy bond, 

With which God firste man and woman bond. 
“ Non other lif” (said he) is worth a bene : 
For wedlok is so esy and so dene, 

That in this world it is a paradise ** 

Thus saith this olde knight, that was so wise. 

And certainly, as soth as God is king, 

To take a wif, it is a glorious thing, 

And namely whan a man is old and hore, 
Than is a wif the fruit of his tresore ; 

Than shuld he take a yong wi£ and a faife. 
On which he might engendren him an heirC| 
And ledc his lif in joye and in solas, 

Wheras thise bachelers singen alas, 

Whan that they finde any adversitee 
In love, which n’is but childish vanitee. 

And trewely it sit wel to be so. 

That bachelers have often peine and 
On brotel ground they bilde, apd brotelness^ 
They finden, whau they wenen sikemesse; 
They live but as a bird or a$ a beste. 

In libertee and under non areste, 

Ther as a wedded man in his estat 
Liveth a lif bMol and ordmat, , 
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Under the yoke of manage yhoiind : 

Wei may his herte in joye and blisse abound. 

For who can be so buxom as a wif ? 

Who is so trewe and eke so entciitif 
To kepe him, sike and hole, as is his make ? 

For wcle or wo she n’lU him not forsakes 
She nhs not wery him to love and serve, 

Though that he lie bedrede til that he sterve. 

And yet som clerkes sain, it is not so, 

Of which he Theophrast is on of tno s 
What force though Theophrast list for to lie ? 

** Ne take no wif,’^ quod he, “ for husbondrie. 
As for to spare m houshold thy dispence : 

A trewe servant doth more diligence 
Thy good to kepe, than doth .thin owen wif, 

Tor she wol claimen half part al hire lif. 

And if that thou be sike, so God me save. 

Thy veray frendes or a trewe knave 
Wol kepe thee bet than she, that waiteth ay 
After thy good, and hath don many a day.’* 

This sentence, and an hundred thinges werse 
Writeth this man ther God his bones curse. 

But take no kepe of al swiche vanitee, 

3 [>efieth Theophrast, and herkeueth me. 

A wif is Goddes yefte veraily j 
All other maner yeftes hardely, 

As londes, rentes, pasture, or commune, 

Or mebies, all ben yeftes of fortune, 

That passen ^s a phadow on the wall : 

But drede thou not, if plainly speke I shal, 

A wif wol last and in thm hous endure, 

Wei lengcr than thee list paraventure. 

Manage IS a ful gret sacrament; 

He which that hath no wif I hold him shent; 
Hekveth belples, and all desolat: 

(I speke of folk in seculer estat) 

And herkneth why, I say not this for nought. 
That woman is for mannes helpe y wrought. 

The highe God, whau he had Adam maked. 

And saw him al alone belly naked, 

God of his grete goodnessc saide than, 

“ Let us now make an helpe imto this man 
Like to himself,” apd than he made him Eve. 

Here may ye see, and hereby may ye prove, 
That a wif is mannes helpe and his comfort, 

His paradis terrestre and bis dkport: 

So buxom and so vertuous is she. 

They raosten necles live in unitec : 

O flesh they ben, ^xld o flesb, as I gpssc, 

Hath but on herte m wele apd ip di^^tresse. 

A wif ? a ! semte Marie, benedmte, 

How might a man have any advcrsite 
That hath a wif ^ certes I cannot seye. 

The bh&sc the which that is betwix bom tweyes 
Ther may pq longe telle or herte thinke. 

If he be poure, she holpeth liim to swiuke; 

She kepeth his good, and wasteth never a del ; 
All that hire husbond doth, hire liketh wel; 

She saith not ones nay, whan he saith ye ; 

Ho this,” saitli he ; “ al rpdy, sire,” saitk she. 
O blisful oidre, d wedlok precious, 

Thou art so mery, and eke so vertuous, 

And so commended, apd approved ckc. 

That every man that holt him worth a leke, 
Hpon his bare knees ought all his lif 
Thankcn his Ood, tliat him hath sent a wif, 

Or elles pray to God him for to send 
A wif, to last unto liis lives end. 

Tor than his lif is set m sikemesse, 

He may not he deceived, as I gesse, 
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So that he werche after his wives rede , 

Than may he boldly bereu up his hede, 

They ben so trewe, and thenvithal so wise. 

Foi which, if thou wilt werchen as the wise, 

Do alway so, as women wol tliee rede, 

Lo how that Jacob, as thise cleikes ledc. 

By good conseil of his mother Reliekkc 
Bounde the kiddes skin about his nekke ; 

For which his fadres benison he wan, 

Lo Judith, as the stone eke tell can. 

By good conseil she Goddes peple kept. 

And slow him Holofemes while he slept. 

Lo Abigail, by good conseil how she 
Saved hire husbond Nabal, whan that he 
Shuld ban be slain. And loke, Hester also 
By good conseil delivered out of wo 
The peple of God, and made him Mardochee 
Of Assuere enhaunsed for to be. 

Ther n*is no thing in gree supeilatif 
(As saith Senek) above an humble wif. 

Suffer thy wives tonge, as Caton bit, 

She shal command, and thou shalt suffren it. 

And yet she wol obey of curtesie. 

A wif is kepei of thm husbondrie ; 

Wel may the sike man bewaile and wepc, 

Ther as ther is no wif the hous to kepe. 

I wame thee, if wisely thou wilt wcrchc, 

Love wel thy wif, as Cnst loveth his cherche 3 
If thou loyest thyself, love thou thy wif. 

No man hateth ins flesh, but in his hf 
He fostreth it, and therfore bid I tliec 
Cherish thy wif, or thou shalt never the. 

Hubbond and wif, uhat so men jape or play, 

Of worldly folk holdcn the siker way : 

They ben so knit, thei may non harm betide. 
And namely upon the wives side. 

For which this Januaiy, of whom I told. 
Considered hath within bis dayes old 
The lusty I if, the vertuous (juiete, 

That IS m manage bony-swete. 

And for his frendcb on a day he sent 
To tellen hem th’ cfiect of his entent- 
With face sad, Ins tale he hptU ham told : 

He sayde, ** Frendes, I am bore and old, 

, And almost (God wot) on my pittes brinki*^ 

Upon my soule somwliat most I thinko. 

I have my body fohly di&pcnde<l. 

Blessed be God that it shal ben amended : 

For I wol bcu ceitain a wedded man, 

And that anon in all the hast 1 can. 

Unto som maiden, fairc and tendre of age, 

X piay you shapeth for my manage 
All sodonly, for I wol not abide . 

And I wol fonde to espien 011 my side. 

To whom I may be wcddwl hastily. 

But for as moo he as ye ben more than I, 

Ye shullen rather swiche a tiling espien 
Than I, and wher me bostowercto aUien. 

“^But 0 thing warn I you, my frendes dcre, 

I wol non old wif han in wo manerc i 
She shal not passen twenty yerc certain. 

Old fish and yonge flesh wold I have fain. 

Bet is” (quod he) ** a pike than a pifcerel. 

And bet tlian old beef is the tendre vech 
I wol no woman thirty yere of age, 

Xt is but benestraw and gret forage, 

And eke thise oldc widewes (God It wotc) 

They connen so moch craft on Wadea bote, 

So mochel broken harm whan that h<*m lest. 
That with hern shpld I never live in test* 
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Foi sondry scoles maken subtil clerkes ; 

Woman of many scoles half a clerk js« 

But certainly a yong thing men may gie, 

Right as men may warm wax with handes pile. 
Wherfore T say you plainly iu a clause, 

1 wol non old wif han right for this cause. 

‘‘ For if so were I hadde swiche meschance. 
That I in hire ne coude have no plesance, 

Than shuld I lede my lif in avoutne. 

And so streight to the devil whan I die. 

Ne children sbuld I non upon hire geten: 

Yet were me lever houndes had me eten, 

Than that mm heritage sbulde fall 
In straunge hondes ; and this I tell you all, 

I dote not, 1 wot the cause why 

Men shulden wedde : and furthermore wot I, 

Ther speketh many a man of manage, 

That wot no more of it than wot my page, 

For which causes a man shuld take a |Wif. 

If he ne may not liven chast his lif, 

Take him a wif with gret devotion, 

Because of leful procreation 
Of children, to the honour of God above, 

And not only for paramour or love , 

And for they shulden lechene e&cbue, 

And ycld hir dette whan that it is due: 

Or for that eche of hem sbuld belpen other 
In meschefe, as a suster shal the brother, 

And live m chastitee ful holily. 

But, sires, (hy your levc) that am not I, 
For God be thanked, I dare make avaunt, 

I fele my hmmes stark and sufiGisant 
To don all that a man belongeth to: 

I wot myselven best what I may do. 

Though I be hoor, I fare as doth a tre, 

That blosmeth er the fruit y woxen be ; 

The blosmy tre n»is neither dne ne ded : 

I feel me no wher hoor but on my bed. 

Min herte and aU my limmes ben as grene, 

As laurer thurgh the yere is for to sene. 

And sm that ye han herd all mm entent, 

I pi ay ye to my will ye wolde assent, 

Divci*se men diversely him told 
Of manage many ensamples old; 

Som blamed it, som piaised it certain; 

But atte laste, shortly for to sain, 

(As all day falleth altercation 
Betwixen frendes in disputison) 

Thor fell a.strif betwix his brethren two. 

Of which that on was cleped Placebo, 

Justinus sothly called was that other. 

Placebo sayd ; O January brother, 

Ful litel nedc han he, my lord so dere, 

Conscil to aske of any that is here; 

But that ye beti so ful of sapience, 

That you ne hketh for your high prudence, 

To wpiven fro the word of Salomon. 

This word sayd he unto us evcnch on ; 

Werke allc thing by conscil, thus sayd he, 

And then ne shajt thou not repenton thee. 

But though that Salomon spake swiche a word, 
Mm owen dcre brother and ray lord, 

So wisly God my soule bnnge at rei, 

I' hold your owen conseil is the best 

For, brother min, take of me this motif, 

I have now hen a court-man all my lif, 

And God it wot, though I unworthy be, 

I have stonden in ful gret degree 
Abouten lor<les of ful high cstat : 

Yet had I never with non of hem debat, 


I never hem contraried trewely. 

I wot wel that my lord can more than 1; 

What that he saith, I hold it firme and stable^ 

I say the same, or elles thing semblable. 

A ful gret fool is any conseillour, 

That serveth any lord of high honour. 

That dare piesume, or ones thinken it, 

That his conseil shuld passe his lordes wit: 

Nay, lordes be no fooles by my fay. 

Ye han yourseiven shewed here to-day 
So high sentence, so holily, and wel. 

That 1 consent, and confirme every del 
Your wordes all, and your opiniouQ* 

By God ther n’ls no man m all this toua 
Ne in Itaille, coud bet han ysayd : 

Crist holt him of this conseil wel apaid. 

And trewely it is an high corage 
Of any man that stopen is in age. 

To take a young wif : by my fader kin 
Your herte hongeth on a joly pm. 

“ Doth now in this matere nght as you Icrt^ 

For finally I hold it for the best’* 

Justinus, that ay stille sat and herd. 

Right m this wise he to Placebo answerd. 

“ Now, brother mm, be patient I pray, 

Sm ye han said, and herkneth what I say. 

“ Senok among his other wordes wise 
I Saith, that a man ought him right wel avise, 

! To whom he yevetl\his lend or his catel. 

And sith I ought aviseu me right wel, 

! To whom I yeve my good away fro me, 

I Wel more I ought aviscn me, parde, 

To whom I yeve my body: for alway 
I wame you wel it is no childes play 
To take a wif without avisement 
Men must enqueren (this is min aaent) 

Wheder she be wise and sobre, or dronkelewe, 

Or pioud, or elles other waies a shrew, 

A chidester, or a wastour of thy good, 

I Or riche or poure, or elles a man > is wood. 

A1 be it so, that no man finden shal 
Non in this world, that trotteth hoi in al, 

Ne man, ne beste, swiche as men can devise, 

But natheles it ought ynough suffice 
With any wif, if so were that she had 
Mo goode tbewes, than hire vices bad ; 

And all this axeth leiser to enquere. 

For God it wot, I have wept many a tere 
Ful prively, sm that I had a wif. 

Praise who so wol a wedded mannes lif, 

Certain I find in it but cost and care. 

And observances of alle blisses bare. 

And yet, God wot, my neigheboures aboute, 

And namely of women many a route, 

Sam that I have the most stedefast wif. 

And eke the mekest on that bereth lif. 

But I wot best, wilier wringeth me my sho. 

Ye may for 'me right as you liketh do. 

Aviseth you, ye bcu a man of age, 

How that ye entren into manage ; 

And namely with a yong wif and a faire. 

By him that made water, fire, erthe, and aire^ 

The yongest man, that is in all this rdute. 

Is besy ynow to bringen it aboute 
To han his wif alone, trustetb me : 

Ye shul not plesen hire fully yeres three. 

This to sain, to don hire ful plesance. 

A wif axeth ful many an ohs^ance, 

I pray you that ye be not evil apaid.’^ 

Wel,” quod this January,i and hast thou aaide 9 
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straw for Senek, and straw for thy proverbos, 

I counte not a panier ful of herbes 
Of scole termes j wiser men than thou. 

As thou hast herd, assented here right now 
To my purpos: Placebo, what saye ye?’* 

“ I say it is a cursed man,” quod he, 

That letteth matrimonie sikerly.” 

And with that word they risen sodenly, 

And ben assented fully, that he sholde 
Be wedded whan him list, and wher he wolde. 

High fantasie and cur'ous besinesso 
Fro day to day gan in the soule empresse 
Of January about his manage. 

Many a fairc shap, and many a faire visage 
Ther passeth through his herte night by night. 

As wh6 so toke a mirrour polished biight, 

And set it in a comune market place, 

Than shuld he see many a figuie pace 
By his mirrour, and m the same wise 
Gan January in with his thought devise 
Of maidens, which that dwelten h'ln beside: 

He wiste not wher that he might abide. 

For if that on have beautee in hire face, 

Another stont so in the peples grace 
Foi hire sadnesse and hire bemgnitee. 

That of the peple the gretest vois hath she: 

And som were nche and hadden a had name. 

But nathqles, betwix emest and game. 

He at the last appointed him oji on. 

And let all other from his herte gon. 

And chees hire of his owen auctontee, 

For love is blind all clay, and may not see. 

And whan that he was in his bed ybrougfxt. 

He purtreied in his herte and in his thought 
Hire freshe beautee, and hire age tendie, 

Hire middcl smal, hire armes long and sclendie, 
Hire wise governance, hire genti lies' c, 

Hire womanly benng, and hire sadnesse* 

And whan that he on hue was condescended. 
Him thought his cho:s it might not ben amended ; 
Foi whan that he lninsc»lf concluded had. 

Him thought cchc other mannes wit so bad, 

That impossible it were to rephe 
Again his chois ; this was his fantasie. 

His frendes sent he to, at his instance, 

And praied hem to don him that plesance, 

That hastily they wolden to him come ; 

He wolde abregge hir labour all and some : 

Necled no more to hem to go ue ride, 

He was appointed ther he wolde abide. 

Placebo came, and eke his frendes sone. 

And alcleriirst he bade hem all a hone, 

That non of hem non argumentes make 
Again the purpOs that he bath ytake : 

Which purpos was plesant to God ^said he) 

And veray ground of his prosperiteoi 
He said, ther was a maiden in the toun, 

Which that of beautee hadde gret renounc, 

Al weie it so she were of smal degree-, 

Sufficeth him hire youth and hire beautee: 
Which maid (he said) he wold ban to hiS wif 
To lede in ese and holinesse his lif: 

And thanked God, that he might han hire all, 
That no wight with his hhsse parten shall : 

And praied hem to labour in this nede, 

And shapon that he faille not to spede. 

For than, be say^d, his spirit was at ese ; 

Than is” (quod lie) “ nothing may me displcsc. 
Save 0 thing pneketb in my conscience, 

The which I wol reherse in your presence. 
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“ I have’' (quod he) “ herd said ful yore ago, 
Ther may no man han paifite blisses two. 

This is to say, m Ertbe and eke in Heven. 

For though he kepe him fio the sinnes seven. 

And eke from every branch of thilke tree. 

Vet IS ther so parfit felicitec. 

And so gret ese and lust m manage, 

That e\er I am agast now iu nun age, 

That I shal leden now so mciy a lif, 

So dehcat, withouten wo or stiif. 

That I shal han mm Heven m Eithc here 
For sin that veiay Hevcii is bought so dcre 
With tiibulation and giet penance, 

How shuld 1 than, living in swichc plesance 
As alle wedded men don with hir wives. 

Come to the hhsse, ther Crist cterne on live is ? 
This is my diode, and yc, my brelhrcn twcic, 
Assoilcth me this question I preic.” 

Justinus, which that hated his folic, 

Answeid anon light in his japcricj 
And for he wold liis longe tale abroge. 

He wolde non auctontee allege. 

But sayde, Sire, so ther be non obstacle 
Othei than this, God of his hie miiacle, 

And of his mercy may so for you wcrclic. 

That er ye have your rights of holy cherche^ 

Ye may repent of wedded mannes lif. 

In which ye sain ther is no wo ne strif : 

And elles God forbede, but if he sent 
A wedded man his grace him to repent 
Wei often, rather than a single man. 

And tbeifore, sire, the best rode that I can, 
Despeire you not, but baveth in memorie, 
Paraventuro she may be your purgatoriej 
She may be Goddes mcne and Goddes whippe; 
Than shal your soule up unto Heven skippe 
Swifter than cloth an arow of a bow. 

I hope to God hereaftei yc shal know, 

Tliat tlier n’lS non so giot folicitce 
In manage, ne never more shal be, 

I’hat you shal let of your salvation, 

So that ye use, as skill is and roson, 

The lustes of your wif attcmprely. 

And that ye plese hire nat to amorously 5 
And that ye kepe your eke from other siiitte. 

My tale is don, for my wit is but thinne. 

Beth not agast therof my brother dere. 

But let us waden out of tins matcre. 

The wif of Bathe, if ye han understonde, 

Of maiiage, which ye now han in hondo. 

Declared hath fat wel m litcl space ; 

Fareth now wel, God have you in his grace.” 

And with this word this Justine and his brother 
Han take hir leve, and echo of hem of other. 

And whan they saw that it must nedcs be. 

They wroughten so by sleightc and wise tretee. 
That she this maiden, which that MaKis bight, 

As hastily as ever that she might, 

Shal wedded bo unto this January. 

I tiow it were to longc you to tary, 

If I you told of every script and bond, 

By which that she was feoffed in his lond ; 

Or for to rckken of hire rich array. 

But finally yeomen is the day. 

That to the chirche bothc hen they went, 

For to receive the holy sacrament. 

Forth comoth the pree^ witli stoic about his nekke^ 
And bade hire be like Sara and Rcbckkc, 

In wisdome and in trouthe of mariage; 

And &ayd his orisons, ak is usage, 
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And crouched hem, and bade Gk)d shuld hem blesse. 
And made all siker ynow with holinease. ^ 

Thus ben they wedded with solempniteej 
And at the fcste sstteth he and she 
With othei worthy folk upon the deis. 

Al ful of ioye and hlisse is the paleis, 

And ful of mstiuments, and ot vitaille. 

The moste demteous ot all Itaille. 

Beforn hem stood swiehe instruments of soun. 

That Orpheus, ne of Thebes Amphion, 

Ne maden ne^cr swiche a nielodie. 

At every cours m came londe minstralcie. 

That never Joab Iromped for to here, 

Ne he Theodotnas yet half so olere 
At Thebes, whan the citee was m doute. 

Bacchus the wm hem sklnketh al aboate, 

And Venus laughelh upon every wi§ht, 

(For Januaiy was become hiie knight. 

And wolde bothe assaien his coiage 
jTn hbertee, and eke in mariage) 

And with lure firebrond in hire bond aboute 
Danceth before the bride and all the route. 

And certainly I date right wel say this, 

Ymeneus, that God of wedding is. 

Saw never his lif so mery a wedded man. 

Hold thou thy pees, thou poet Maician, 

That writest ns that jlkc wedding mery 
Of hire Philologie and him Mercuric, 

And of the sougesthat the Muses songe; 

To smalt is both thy pen and eke thy tonge 
For to descnven of this manage. 

Whan tendrc youth hath wedd^ stouping age, 
Ther is swiche mirth that it may not be yrnten j 
Assaieth it yoUrself, than may ye witen 
If that I lie or non in this matere. 

Matus, that sit with so benign'^ a chere. 

Hire to behold it semed faerie; 

Quene Hester loked never with swiche aU eye 
On Assuerel, so tneke a look bath She, 

I may you not devise all hire beautee ; 

But thus moeh of hire beautee tell I may. 

That she was like the bnghte morwe of May 
Fulfilled of all beautee, and plesance. 

lliis January is lavished in a trance, 

At every time ho loketh in hire face, 

But in his herte he gan lure to manace, 

That he that night in armes wold hire streine 
Hardei than ever Paris did Heleine. 

But natheU^ yet had he gret pitce 
That thilke night oflenden lure must he, 

And thought, “ Ala-?, o tendre creature, 

Now wolde God ye raighten wel endure 
All my corage, it so sbarpe and kene ; 

I am agast ye shal it nat snatenc. 

But God fill bode, thkt I did all ray rafght. 

Now wolde God that it wejre waxen night, 

And that the night wol laaten ever mo. 

I wold that all this jieple were aga’' 

(And finally he doth all hi'» labour, 

As he best mightc, saving his honour, 

To haste hem fro the mete in subtil wise, . 

The time came that rcsoti was to rise, 

And after that men dance, and drinken fast, 

And spices all about the hous they cast, 

And ful of joye and blisse is eveiy man, 

All but a squicr, that highte Damian, 

Which carf befom the knight ful many a day; 

He was so ravisht on his lady May, 

That for the veray peine he was nie wood ; 

Almost lie swelt, and swouned ther he stood: 


So sore hath Venus hurt him with hire brond, 
that she baie it dancing in hire bond. 

And to his bed he went him hastily; 

No more of him as at this time speke I ; 

But ther I let him wepe ynow and plaine, 

Til freshe May wol rewen on his peine. 

O perilous fire, that in the bedstraw bredeth ! 

O famuler fo, thath'S service bedeth ! 

O servant tiaitour, false o!’ holy hewe, 

Dike to the neddei in bosom slie nuUewe, 

God shelde us alle from your acquaintance ! 

O January, dronken in plesance 
Of manage, see how thy Damian, 

Thin Owen sqmer and thy boren man, 

Entendeth for to do thee vilanie : 

God grante thee thm bomly fo to espie. 

For m this world n’ls werse pestilence. 

Than homly fo, all day m thy presence. 

Parformed hath the Sonne hiS aike diume, 

No longer may the body of him sojoume 
On the orisont, as in that latitude ; 

Night with his mantel, that is dcrke and rude, 

Gan overspiede the hemisperie aboute: 

For wnich departed is this lusty route 
Fio Januaiy with thank on every side. 

Home to hir houses lustily they iide, 

Ther as they don hir thinges, as hem lest, 

And whan they saw nir Time gon to lest. 

Sone aftei that this hastif January 
Wol go to bed, he wol no longer tary. 

He drmketh Ipocras clarre, and vemage 
Of spices hot, to encresen his coiage: 

And many a letnarie had he ful fine, 

Swiche as the cursed monk dan Constantine 
Hath written m his book de Coitu; 

To etc hem all he wolde nothing esdhue : , 

And to his privee fiendes thtfs sayd he ; 

“ For Goddes love, as sone as it may be. 

Let voiden all this hous meurteis wise.” 

And they ban don right as he wol devise. 

Men drinken, and the travers draWe anon ; 

The bride is brought a>bed as Still as ston ; 

And whan the bed was with the preest yblessed. 
Out of the chambre hath eveiy wight him dressed, 
Aud January hath fast in armes take 
His fresite May, his paiadis, his make. 

He lulleth hire, he kisseth hire ful oft; 

With th eke bristles of his herd unsoft. 

Like to the skin of houndfish, sharp as brere, 

(For he was shave al newe in his manere) 

He rubbeth hire upon hire tendre face. 

And sayde thus; “ Alas ! I mote trespace 
To you, my spouse, and you gretly offend. 

Or time come that I wol doiin descend. 

But uatheles considereth this,” (quod he) 

** Ther n’ls no werktnan, whatsoever he be, 

That may both werken wel and hastily : 

This wol be don at leiser parfitly. 

It is no force how longe that we play; 

In trewc wedlok coupled be we tway, 

And blessed be the yoke that we ben inne. 

For m our actes may ther be no sinne. 

A man may do no sinne with his wif, 

Ne hurt himselven with his owen knlf : 

For we have levo to play us by the law.” 

Thus laboureth he, til that thb day gan dawe. 
And than he taketh a sop hi fine clarre, 

And upright in his bed than sittrth he. 

And after that he sang fhl loud and clere. 

And kist his wif, and raaketh wanton chere. 
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He was al coltish, ful of ragcric, 

And ful of jeigon, as a flecked pie. 

The slacke skin about his necke shaketh, 

While that he sang, so chanteth he and craketh. 
But God wot what that May thought in hire herte. 
Whan she him saw up sitting in his sheite 
In his night cap, and with his necke lene : 

She praiseth not his playing worth a bene. 

Than sayd he thus ; ** My reste wol I take 
Now day is come, 1 may no longer wake 
And doun he layd his hed and slept til prime, 

And afterward, whan that he saw his time, 
tjp riseth January, but freshe May 
Held hire in chambre til the fourthe day. 

As usage is of wives for the beste. 

For every labour somtime moste han reste, 

Or elles longe may he not endure 5 
This is to say, no lives creature, 

Be it of fish, or brid, or best, or man. 

Now wol I Speke of woful Damian, 

That langureth for love, as ye shul here ; 

Therfore I speke to him in this manere. 

I say, “ O sely Damian, alas ’ 

Answer to this demand, as in this cas. 

How Shalt thou to thy lady freshe May 
Teflen thy wo ? She wol alway say nay ; 

Eke if thou speke, she wol thy wo bewreiu; 

God be thin help, I can no better sein.” 

This sike Damian in Venus fire 
So hienneth, that he dieth for de.sirc j 
For which he put his lif in aventure, 

No lenger might he iii this wise endure, 

But pnvely a penner gan he borwe, 

And in a kttre wiote he all his sorwe, 

In manere of a complaint or a lay. 

Unto his fane freshe lady May. 

And in a purse of silk, heng on bis sberte. 

He hath ft put, and layd it at his herte. 

The Mono that at none was thilkc day 
ITiat January had wedded freshe May 
In ten of Taure, was into Oancei gliden ; 

So lorig hath Mams in hire chambie abidcn, 

As custome is unto thise nobles alle. 

A bride shal not eten m the hallo, 

Til dayes foUr or three dayes at the leste 
Ypassed ben, than let hire go to feste. 

The fourthe day complete fro none to none. 

Whan that the highe messe was ydone, 

In halle sat this January and May, 

As fresh as is the brightc somora day* 

And so befel, how that this goode man 
Bemembred hitp upon this Damian, 

And sayde ; “ Seinte Mane, how may it be, 

That Damian entendeth not to me > 

Is he ay sike ^ or how may this betide ? 

His squiers, which that stoden ther beside, ' 
Excused him, because of his sikncsse, 

Which lelteth him to don his besinesse: 

Non other cause mighte make him tary. 

That me forthinketh,” quod this January $ 

He is a gentil squier by my trouthc, 

If that he died, it were gret harme and routhc. 
He is as wise, discret, and as secree. 

As any man I wote of his degree, 

And therto manly and eke servisable. 

And for to ben a thrifty man right able. 

But after mete as sone as ever I may 
1 wol myselfc visitc him, and eke May, 

To don him all the comfort that I canJ* 

And for that word him blessed every man. 


That of his bountee and bis gentiUe.sse 
He wolde so comforten in sikncsse 
His squier, for it was a gentil dede. 

“ Dame,” quod this January, “ take good hede. 
At after mete, ye with your women alle, 

(Wlian that ye ben m chambre out of this halle) 
That all ye gon to see this Damian : 

Doth him dibport, he is a gentil man. 

And telleth him that I wol him visite, 

Have I nothing but rested me a lite : 

And spede you faste, for I wol abide 
Til that ye slepen faste by my side.” 

And with that word he gan unto him callc 
A squier, that was marshal of his halle. 

And told him ceitain thinges that he wolde. 

This freshe May hath straight hire way yholdc 
With all hire women unto Damian. 

Doun by his beddes side sit she than, 

Comforting him as goodly as she may. 

This Damian, whan that his time he say. 

In seciee wise, his purse, and eke his bill. 

In which that he ywritten had liis will. 

Hath put into hiie bond withouten more. 

Save that he siked wonder depc and sore, 

And softely to hire right thus sayd he ; 

“ Mercie, and that ye nat discover me : 

For I am ded, if that this thing be kid.” 

This purse hath she in with hire bosome hid. 

And want hire way 5 ye get no more of me j 
But unto January ycome is she, 

That on his beddes side sate ful soft. 

He taketh hire, and kisseth hue ful oft: 

And layd him doun to slepe, and that anon. 

She feined hire, as that she muste gon 
Ther as ye wote that every wight mot nede ; 

And whan she of this bill hath taken hede. 

She rent it all to cloutes at the last, 

And m the privee softely it cast. 

Who studieth now but fan e freshe May ? 

Adoun by olde January she lay, 

That slepte, til the cough hath him awaked: 

Anon he piayd hire stnpen hire al naked. 

He wolde of hire, He said, have som plesancc; 

And said, hire clothes did him encombrancc. 

And she obeieth him, be hire Icfc or loth. 

But lest that precious folk be with me wroth, 

How that he wrought, I dare nat to you tell, 

Or wheder hire thought it paradis or Hell ; 

But ther I let hem werken in hir wise 
Til evesoiig rang, and that they must arise. 

Were it by destince, or aventure, 

Were it by influence, or by nature, 

Or constellation, that in swiohe estat 
The Heven stocxl at that time fortunat, 

As for to put a bill of Venus werkes 

(For alle thing hath time, as sayn thise clorkes) 

To any woman for to get hire love, 

I cannot say, but grnte God above, 

That knoweth that non act is caustdes. 

He dome of all, for I wol hold my pees. 

But soth is thi.s, how that this freshe May 
Hath taken swiche impression that day 
Of pitce on this sike Damian, 

That fro hire herte she ne driven can 
The remembrance for to don him ese. [displese 
“ Certain” (thought she) “ whom that tins thing 
I rekke not, for here I him assure, 

To love him best of any creature, 

Tliough he no more baddc than his sherte.” 

Lo, pitee renneth sonc in gentil herte. 
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Heie may ye seen, How excellent franchise 
In women is whan they hem narwe avise, 

Som tyraunt is, as ther ben many on, 

That hath an herte as hard as any ston, 

Which wold ban lette him sterven in the place 
Wei rather than han granted him hire grace : 
And hem rejoycen in hir cruel pnde. 

And 1 ekken not to ben an homicide. 

This gentil May, fulfilled of pitee, 

Bight of hire bond a lettie maketh she. 

In which she gianteth him hireveray grace; 
Ther lacked nought, but only day and place, 
Wher that she might unto his lust suffice: 

For it shal be, right as he wol de\iise. 

And whan she saw hire time upon a day 
To visiten this Damian goth this May, 

And sotilly this lettre cloiin she threst 
Under his pilwe, rede it if him lest. 

She taketh him by the bond, and hard liim twist 
So secretly, that no wight of it wist, 

And bade him ben all hoi, and forth she went 
To January, whan he for hire sent. 

Up riseth Damian the next morwe, 

Al passed was his siknesse and his sorwc* 

He kembeth him, he proineth him and piketli. 
He doth all that his lady lust and liketh ; 

And eke to January he goth as lowe, 

As ever did a dogge for the bowe. 

He is so plesant unto every man, 

(For Cl aft is all, who so that don it can) 

That every wight is fain to speke him good j 
And fully in his ladies grace he stood. 

Thus let I Damian about his nede, 

And in my tale forth I wol precede. 

Som clerkes liolden that fiilicilee 
Stant in delit, and therfoie certain he 
This noble January, with all his might 
In honest wise as longeth to a knight, 

Shope him to liven ful deliciously. 

His bousing, his array, as honestly 
To his degree was maked as a kinges, 

Amonges other of his honest thinges 
He had a gardin walled all with ston, 

So fayic a gaidm wote I no whet non. 

For out of doute I veraily suppose, 

That he that wrote the Romant of the Bose, 

Ne ooude of it the beautee wel devise: 

Ne Pnapus tie mighte not suffise, 

Though he be god of gatdins, for to tell 
The beautee of the gat din, and the well, 

That stood under a laurer alway grene. 

Ful often time he Pluto and hie queue 
Proserpina, and alle hir Faene, 

Dispoiten hem and maken melodie 
About that well, and daunced, as men told. 

This tioble knight, this January the old 
Swichc deintee hath in it to walke atid pley, 
That he wol sufTre no wight here the key, 

Sauf he himself, for of the smal wikot 
He bare alway of silver a cliket. 

With which whan that him list he it unshette. 
Atid whan that he wold pay his wives dette 
In somcr seson thidcr wold he go, 

And May his wif, and no wight but they two; 
And thmges which that were not don a-bedde. 
Ho in the gardin parfourmed hem and spedde. 

And in this wise many a mery day 
Lived this January and froshc May, 

But worldly joyo may not alway endure 
To January, uc to no creature. 


O soden hap, o thou fortune unstable. 

Like to the scorpion so deceivable, 

That flatrest with thy hed whan thou wolt sting ; 
Thy tayl is detb, thurgh thin enveniming. 

O brotel joye, o swete poyson queinte, 

O monstre, that so sotilly canst peinte 
Thy giftes, under hewe of stedfastnesse. 

That thou deceivest bothe more and lesse. 

Why hast thou January thus deceived, 

That haddest him for thy ful frend received ? 

And now thou hast beraft him both his eyen. 

For sorwe of which desireth he to dyen. 

Alas! this noble Januaiy free, 

Amidde his lust and his prospentee 
Is waxen blind, and that all sodenly. 

He wepeth and he waileth pitously ; 

And therwithall, the fiie of jalousie 
(Lest that his wif shuld fall in som fohe) 

So brent his herte, that he wolde fain. 

That som man had beth him and hire yslam ; 

For nother after his deth, ne m his lif, 

Ne wold he that she were no love ne wif^ 

But ever live as a widewe in clothes blake. 

Sole as the turtle that hath lost hire make. 

But at the last, after a moneth or tway 
His sorwe gan asswagen, soth k> say. 

For whan he wist it might non other be. 

He patiently toke his adversitee: 

Save out of doute be ne may nat forgon*. 

That he n'as jalous ever more in on : 

Which jalousie it was so outrageous. 

That neither in halle, ne m non other hous, 

Ne in non other place nevet the mo 
He n’olde suffre hire for to ride or go, 

But if that he bad honde on hire alway. 

For which ful often wepeth freshe May 
That loveth Damian so brenningly. 

That she moste either dien sodenly. 

Or elies she moste han him as hire lest : 

She waited whan hire herte wold to-brest 
Upon that other side Damian 
Becomen is the sowefiillest man 
lliat ever was, for neither night ne day 
Ne might he speke a word to freshe May, 

As to his purpos of no swiche matere, 

But if that January must it here, 

That had an hand upon hire eveimo. 

But natheles, by writing to and fro, 

And piivee sigiies, wist he what she ment, 

And she knew eke the fin of his entent. 

O January, what might it thee availe. 

Though thou might seen, as fer as shippes sailef 
For as good is blind to deceived be, 

As be deceived, whan a man may see. 

Ix) Argwis, which that had an hundred eyen. 

For all that ever he coude pore or piien, 

Yet was he blent, and, God wot, so ben ino^ 

That wenen wisly that it be not so: 

Passe over is an ese, I say no more. 

This freshe May, of which I spake of yor^ 

In warm wex hath euprented the cliket, 

That January bare of the smial wiket, 

By which into his gardui oft he went ; 

And Damian that knew all hire entent 
The cliket contrefeted prively; * 

Ther n’ls no inorcf to say, but hastily 
Soui wonder by this cliket shal betide, 

Winch ye shul beren, if ye wol abide. 

0 noble Ovide, soth sayest thou, God wot<^ 
What shMght is it if love he long and bote. 
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That he n’ill find it out in som manere ? 

By* Pyramus and Thisbe may men Icrc ; 

Tlxou^h they were kept ful long and streit over all 
They bca accorded, lowning thurgh a wall, 

Ther no wight coude haii founden swiche a sleiglite. 
But now to purpos ; er that dasies eighte 
Were passed of the mouth of Juil, befill. 

That Januaiv hath caught^so gret a will, 

Thurgh egging of his wif, lum for to play 
In his gardin, and no wight but th.-'y tway. 

That m a morwe unto this May said he; 

** Rise up, my wif, my love, my lady free; 

The turtles vois is herd, myn owen swete ; 

The winter is gon, with all his raines wete. 

Come forth now with thin eyen columbine. 

Wei fairci ben thy brests than ony wine. 

The gardin is enclosed all aboate ; 

Come forth, my white spouse, for out of doute. 
Thou hast me wounded in myn herte, o wif: 

No spot m thee n’as never in all thy hf* 

Come forth and let us taUen our disport, 

I chese thee for my wif and my comfort.’* 

Swiche olcle lowed wordes used he. 

On Bamiau a signe made she, 

That he shuld go before with his cliket. 

This Damian hath opened the wiket, 

And in he stert, and that in swiche mancrc, 

That no wight might him see neyther yhere, 

And still he sit under a bush. Anou 
This January, as blind as is a ston, 

With Maius in his hand, and no wight mo, 

Into this freshe gardin is ago, 

And clapped to the wiket sodenly. 

** Now wif,** quod he, “ here n’ls but thou, and I, 
That art the creature that T best love: 

For by that Lord that sit in Heven above, 

I hadde leve dien on a knif, 

Than thee otfenden, dere tiewe wif. 

For Goddes sake, tbmke how I thee chees, 

Not for no covetise douteles. 

But only for the love I^had to thee. 

And though that I be old and may not see, 

Beth to me^trewe, and I wol toll you why; 

Certes three thmges shal ye wm therby , 

First love of Crist, and to yourself honour. 

And all min hentage, lonn and tour. 

I yevc it you, maketh Chartres as you lest: 

This shal be don to-morwe cr Sonne rest, 

So wisly God my sonle bring to blisse; 

I pray you on this covenant ye me kisse. 

And though that I be jalous, wite me nought; 

Ye ben so depe enprented m my though^ 

That whan that I consider your bcautee. 

And therwithall the unlikely clde of me, 

I may not certes, though I shuldo die, 

Forbere to ben out of your compagnie 
For veray love ; this is withouten doute : 

Now kisbe pie, wif, and let us tome aboute.” 

This freshe May, whan she thise wordes herd, 
Bemgiiely to January auswerd, 

But first and forward she began to wepe: 

I have,’* quod she, a soule for to kepo 
As wel as ye, and also mm honour. 

And of my wif hood thilke tendre flour, 

Which that I have assuied m your bond, 

Whan that the preest to you my body bond: 
Wherfore I wol answere in this manere 
With leve of you, miu owen loid so di-re. 

** I pray to God that never daw that daj. 

That 1 ne sterve, as foulc as woman may, 


If ever I do unto my kin that shame. 

Or elles 1 empeire so my name, 

That I be false , and if I do that lakkc, 

Do stnpen me and put me in a sakke. 

And m the nexte river do me drencher 
I am a gentil woman, and no wenche. 

Why speke ye thus ? but men ben ever untvewe. 
And women ban repref*' of you ay newe. 

Ye con non other da'iauce, I leve, 

But speke to us as of untrust and rcprevc.” 

And with that word she saw wher Damian 
Sat in tlic bush, and coughen she began ; 

And with lure finuer a signe made slie, 

That Damian shuld cJmibe up on a ti’e, 

That charged was with fiuit, and up he went; 

For veraily ho knew all hire ciitcnl, 

And every signc that she coudo make, 

Wel bet than January hire owen make. 

For in a Jettio she had told him all 
Of this matcre, how that he werkcii shall. 

And thus I lot him sitting in tlie pory, 

And Januaiy and May loming ful mery. 

Bright was the day, and blew the firmament; 
Fhebus of gold his fNLicmos donn hath sent 
To gladen every flour with his w'armncsbo j 
He was that time m Gctnmis, I gesse, 

But litel fro bis decimation 

Of Cancer, Joves exaltation- 

And so befell in that blight morwe tide, 

That in the gardin, on the feither side, 

Pluto, that is the king of Faerie, 

And many a ladie m his compagnie 
Folwing his wif, the quenc Proserpina, 

Which that he ravished out of Ktlma, 

While that she gaclred flourrs in the mode, 

(In Claudian ye may the story rede, 

How that hire in Ins grisely cai to he fctlc) 

This king of Faerie adouii Iiiin sette 
Upon a bcncbe of turves frcUie and gicne, 

And right anon thus said he to his quonc*. 

My wif,” quod he, ihci* may no wight say nay* 
Tlie experrOnce so prevtdh it vvery day, 

The treson which that woman doth to man. 

Ten hundred thousand stories tell I can 
Notable of your unlroulh and brotelncKSc. 

0 Salomon, richest of ail richesse, 

Fulfilled of sapience and worldly glorie, 

Ful worthy ben thy woidcs to meinoric 
To every wight, that wit and roson can. 

Thus piaiseth he the honntei* yet of man; 

* Among a thousand men yet fond I on, 

But of all w'omen fond I iievtT non.* 

Thus saith this king, tlmt. knew your wikkcdnc^*^; 
And JeMis,//mA‘ Siijieh, a‘. 1 iicwi, 

Ho speketli of you but seld<‘» re\<'renoe. 

A wilde fire, a eormpt pestiU'Uct*, 

So fall upon your botlies yet to-nigbt : 

Ne see ye not this honourable knight ? 

Because, alas ! that be *h blind and obi, 

Ilis owen man slml make him a cokowold* 
to, wher he sif, tlie <(‘C*bmir, in the tret*. 

Now wol I graiintcn <Jmy majestce 
Unto this oldc bliiidu worthy knight, 

Tliat ho shal have again his eytm sight, 

Whan that his wif wol don him vibnin; 

Than shal bo kno\u*n all hire hartotrwf, 

Both in reprtTe of hire and other mo.** 

** Ye, sire,” qinKl rrosorjiine, ** and wdi ye sof 
Now by my modre Ceres v>»hj I swerc, 

'1 hat 1 sUai yevc hire sufllsant answerc, 
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And alle women after for hire sake ; 

That though they ben in any gilt ytake, 

With face bold they shul hemselve excuse. 

And here hem doun that wolden hem accuse. 

Foi lacke of answere, non of us shul dien. 

Al had ye seen a thing with bothe yome eyen, 

Yet shul we so visage it hardely. 

And wepe and swere and chiden subtill y. 

That ye shul ben as lewed as ben gees. 

** What rekketh me of your auctoritees > 

I wote wel that this Jewe, this Salomon, 

Fond of us women fooles many on: 

But though that he ne fond no good woman, 

Ther hath yfonden many an other man 
Women ful good, and trewo, and vertuous; 
Witnesse on hem that dwelte in Cristes hous. 

With martyrdom they prevcd hir Constance. 

The Romain gestes maken remembrance 
Of many a vciay trewe wif also. 

JBut, sire, ne be not wroth, al be it so. 

Though that he said he fond no good woman, 

I pray you take the sentence of the man : 

He mem thus, that in soverain bountee 
Nhs non but God, no, nouther he ne she. 

“ Ey, for the veray God that n’is but on. 

What maken ye so moche of Salomon ? 

What though he made a temple, Goddes hous ? 
What though he riche were and glorious ^ 

So made he eke a temple of false goddes. 

How might he don a thing that more forbode is ^ 
Parde as fan e as ye his name emplastre, 

He was a lochour, and an idolastre, 

And m his elde he veray God forsoke. 

And if that God ne hadde (as saiLh the boke) 
Spared him for his fathers sake, ho sholde 
Han lost his regne rather th^n he wolde. 

“ t sete nat of all the vilanie, 

That he of women wrote, a boterflie. 

I am a woman, nedos moste 1 speke. 

Or swell unto that time min h«te breke. 

For sin he said that we ben jangleresses, 

As ever mote I brouken hole my tresses, 

I shal nat sparen for no curtesic 
To speke him harm, that sayth us vilanie.^* 

“ Dame,’' quod this Pluto, “ be no longer wroth, 
I yeve it up : but sm I swore min oth, 

That I wold graunten him hib sight again, 

My word shal stand, tliat warne X you certain ; 

I am a king, it fit me not to lie.” 

And I,” quod she, ** am queue of Faerie. 

Hue answere she shal ban 1 undcitake, 

Let us no mi^re wordcs of it make.*’ 

Forsoth,” quod he, ** X wol you not contrary.” 

Now let ub turne again to January, 

That m the gardin with his fiire May 
SingctU wel mcricr than the popingay : 

“ You love [ best, and shal, and other non.” 

So long about the alleyes is he gon, 

Til he was comen again to tbilke pery, 

Wher as this Damian sitleth ful mery 
On high, among the freshe leves grcnc. 

This freshe May, that is so bright and .shene, 
Gan for to sike, and said ; “ Alas my side ' 

Now, sire,” quod she, “ for ought that may betide 
I mosto have of the peres that I sec, 

Or I moste die, so sore longeth mo 
To eten of the smale peres grene : 

Help f<u* hire love that is of Heven queue. 

1 tell you wcl a woman in my plit 
Mav have to fruit ao aret an armetit. 


That she may dien, but she of it have.” 

“ Alas > quod he, “ that I n’adde here a knave. 
That coude chmbe, alas ’ alas ' ” (quod he) 

For I am bhnde.” Ye, sire, no force,” quod she; 
“ But wold ye vouchesauf for Goddes sake, 

The pery in with your armes for to take, 

For wel I wol that ye mistrusten me) 

Than wol I climben wel ynough,” (quod she) 

So I my fote might setten on your back.” 

“ Certes,” said he, therm shal be no lack. 
Might I you helpen with min herte blood.” 

He stoupeth doun, and on his back she stood. 
And caught hire by a twist, and up she goth. 
(Ladies, I pray you that ye be not wroth, 

I can nat glose, I am a rude man; ) 

And sodenly anon this Damian 

Gan pullen up the smock, and in he throng. 

And whan that Pluto saw this grete wrong, 

To January he yaft again his sight. 

And made him see as wel as ever he might. 

And wan he thus had caught his sight again, 

Ne was th<er never man of thing so fam : 

But on his wif lus thought was ever mo. 

Up to the tree he cast his eyen two. 

And saw how Damian his wif had dressed 
In swiche manere, it may not ben expressed, 

But if I wold speke ancurteisly. 

And up he yaf a roring and a cry. 

As doth the mother whan the child shal die; 

** Out I helpe * alas ! harow ' ” he gan to cry ; 

“ O strouge lady store, what doest thou 
And she aioswered : “ Sue, what aileth yon ? 
Have patience and reson in youi minde, 

I have you holpen on both your eyen blmde. 

Up peril of my soule, I shal nat hen, 

As me was taught to helpen with your eyen, 

Was nothing better for to make you see, 

Than strogle with a man upon a tree : 

God wot, I did it in ful goiid entent.” 

** Strogle i” quod he, ye algate in it went. 

God yeve you both on shames deth to dien I 
He swived thee; I saw it with min eyen ; 

And elles be I honged hy the halse.” 

“ Than is,” quod she, “ my medicine al false. 

For certainly, if that ye mightim see. 

Ye wold not say thise wordes unto me. 

Ye have som ghmsing, and no parfit sight,” 

“ I see,” quod he, “ as wei as ever 1 might, 
(Thanked be God) with both mm eyen two, 

And by my feitli me thought he did thee so.” 

“ Ye mase, ye masen, goode sire,” quod she ; 
This thank have I for I have made you see : 
Alas’” quod she, “ that ever I was so kind.” 

“ Now, dame,” quodhe, “ let al passe out of mind; 
Come doun, my lefe, and if I have missaid, 

God helpe me so, as I am evil apaid. 

But by my fadres soule, I wende have sein, 

How that this Daipian had by thee lein, 

And that thy smock had Icin upon his brest” 

“ Ye, sire,” quod she, “ yemay wene as you lest s 
But, sire, a man that waketh of Ins slepe, 

He may not sodenly wel taken kope 
Upon a thine, ne seen it parfitly, 

Til that he be adawed veraily. 

Right so a man, that long hath blind ybe, 

He may not sodenly so wcl ysee, 

Fimt whan Ins sight is newe comcn agein, 

As he that hath a day or two ysem. 

Til that your sight ysatelcd be a while, 

Ther uiav ful many a sightc you begile. 
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Beware, I pray you, for by Hcven king 
Ful many a man weneth to see a thing, 

And It IS all another than it semeth : 

He which that misconceiveth oft misdemeth.” 

And With that word she lep doun fio the tioe. 
This Januaiy who is glad but he ? 

He kisseth hire, and chppeth lure fnl oft, 

And on hire wombe he stioketh hue ful soft j 
And to his paleis home he hath hire lad. 

Now, goode men, I pray you to be glad. 

Thus endeth heie my tale of Januarie, 

God blesse us, and his moder Seinle Mane. 


THE SQ.UmES PROLOGUE. 

“ By Goddes mercy,” sayde cure Hoste tho, 

** Now swiche a wif I preie God kepe me fro. 

IiO, swiche sleightes and suhtilitees 
In women ben ; for ay as besy as bees 
Ben they us sely men for to deceive. 

And from a sothe wol they ever weive: 

By this Marchantes tale it preveth wel. 

But natheles, as tiewc as any stele, 

I have a wif, though that she poure be 5 
But of hire tongc a labbing shrewe is she ; 

And yet she hath an hepe of vices mo. 

Therof no force; let all swiche thinges go. 

But wete ye what ? m conseil be it seyde. 

Me reweth sore I am unto hire teyde ; 

For and I shulde reken e every vice, 

Which that she hath, y wis I were to nice ; 

And cause why, it shulde repoited be 
And told to hire of som of this compagnie, 

(Of whom it nedeth not for to declare, 

Sin women connen utter swiche chaffaie) 

And eke my wit sulficeth not therto 
To tellen all ; wherfore my tale is do. 

“ Squier, come ner, if it youre wille be, 

And say somwhat of love, for certes ye 
Connen theron as moche as any man.” 

** Nay, sire,” miod he, “ but swiche thing as I can 
With hertly wflie, for I wol not rebelle 
Agein youre lust, a tale wol I telle. 

Have me excused if I speke amis ; 

My wille is good ; and lo, my tale is this. 


THE SmiERES TALE. 

At Sarra, in the lond of Tartaric, 

Ther dwelt a king that werreied Russie, 
Thurgh which ther died many a doughty man ? 
This noble king was duped Cambuscan, 

Which m his time was of so gret renoun, 

That ther n’as no wher in no regioun, 

So excellent a lord id alle thing : 

Him lacked nought that longeth to a king, 

As of the secte of which that he was borne. 

He kept his lay to which he was ysworno, 

And therto he was hardy, wise, and riche. 

And pitous and just, and alway yliche; 

Truwe of his wonl, beniguc and honourable ; 

Of his corage as any ct*ntre stable ; 

Yong, fresh, and stiong, in armes desirous, 

As any bachelor of all hts hems* 

A faire person be was, aixl fortunate, 

And kc^it alway so wel real estat. 
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That ther n*as no wher swiche another man. 

This noble king, this Tartre Cambuscan, 

Hadde two sones by Elfeta his wif. 

Of which the eldest sone highte Algarslf, 

That other was ycleped Camballo, 

A doughter had this worthy king also, 

That yongest was, and liighte Canace : 

But for to tellen you all hire beautec. 

It iith not in my tonge, ne in my conning,- 
r dare not undertake so high a thing : 

Min English eke is unsufiicient, 

It muste ben a rethoi excellent^ 

That coude his colouis longing for that ail, 

If he shuld hire desciiven ony pait : 
t am not swiche, 1 mote speke as I can. 

And so befell, that whan this Cambuscan 
Hath twenty winter borne his diadem e, 

As he was wont fro yeie to yere I deme. 

He let the feste of his iiativitee 
Don cnen, tliurghont Sana his citee, 

The last Idus of March, after the yere, 

Phebus the sonne ful jolif was and clerc, 

For he was nigh his exaltation 
In Martes face, afid m his mansion 
fu Aries, the colerike hote signe: 

Ful lusty was the wether and benigne 
For which the foules again the sonne shene, 

What for the seson and the yonge grene, 

Ful loude songen hir affections : 

Hem semed ban getton hem protections 
Again the swerd of winter kene and cold. 

Thjs Cambuscan, of which I have you told, 

In real vestiments, sit on his deis 
With diademe, ful high in his palcis ; ^ 

And holt his festc so solempne and so riche, 

That in this world ne was ther non it Iichc. 

Of which if I shal tellen all the array. 

Than wold it occupic a spmers day ; 

And eke it nedeth not for to devise 
At every conrs the order of liir service. 

T wol not tellen of hir strange sewes, 

Ne of hir swannes, ne hir heronsewes. 

Eke m that lond, as tellen kuightes old, 

Ther is som mete that is ful deintcc hold, 

That in this lond men rocchc of it ful smal : 

Ther n’ls no man that may reporten al. 

I wol not tarleu yon, for it is prime, 

And for it is no frnit, but lob^ie of time, 

Unto my purpose I vol have recours. 

And so befell that aftei the thridde conrs 
While that this king sit thus in his nobley, 

I Hcrking his niinistralles hir tlmiges plcy 
i Befoine him at his bord deliciously, 

' In ^t the hallo dore al srxleuly 
Ther came a knight upon a stede of bras, 

And in his bond a hrod mirrour of glas ; 

Upon his thombe he bad of gold a ring, 

And by his side a naked swerd hanging t 
And up be ridcth to the highc bord. 

In all the halle no was tber spoke a word, 
Formervaillc of this kriigUt; him to bohold 
Ful besily they waiten yong and obi. 

This strange knight that come thus sodcnly 
Al armed save his hed ful ncUcly, 

Saliieili king and queue, and lordca alle 
By onltT, as 1h(iy saten in the halle. 

With w> high rcviTi^nce and observance, 

Ab w<d in speehe as in hiv eoutonance, 

'Hiat (lawain with idsolde curtesie, 

TiiougU he were eomc agon out of Faerie, 
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coude him not amenden with a word. 

And after this, befora the highe bord 
He with a manly vois sayd his message. 

After the forme used in his langage, 

Withouten vice of sillable or of letter. 

And for his tale shulde seme the bettei. 

Accordant to his woides was his chert*. 

As techeth art of speche hem that it lere. 

Al be it that I cannot souiie bis stile, 

Ne cannot chmben over so high a stile, 

Yet say I this, as to comnn entent. 

Thus much amounteth all that ever he meiit, 

If it so be that I have it in mind. 

He sayd ; “ The king of Arabic and of Inde, 

My liege lord, on this solempne day 
Salueth you as he best can and may, 

^nd sendeth you in honour of your feste 
By me, that am al redy at your heste. 

This stede of bras, that esily and wel 
Can in the space of a day natarel, 

(This is to sayn, m four and twenty houres) 

Wher so you list, in drought or ellcs shoures, 
Berea your body into every idace, 

To which your herte willeth for to pace, 
Withouten wemme of you, thurgh foule or faite. 
Or if you list to fleen as high in the ane, 

As doth an egle, whan him list to sore, 

This same stede shal here you evcimore 
Withouten harme, till ye be Iher you lest, 
(Though that ye slepen on his back or rest) 

And tuine again, with writhing of a pin. 

He that it wrought, he coude many a gin ; 

He waited many a constellation. 

Or he had don this operation, 

And knew ful many a sole and many a bond. 

This mirrouv eke, that 1 have m min bond. 
Hath swiche a might, that men may in it see, 
Whan ther shal falle ouy adveisitee 
Unto your regne, or to youiself also, 

And openly, who is your frend or fo. 

And over all this, if any lady bright 
Hath set hire herte on any maner wdght. 

If he be false, she shal his treson see, 

His newe love, and all his subtiltee 
So openly, that ther shal nothing hide, 

** Wheifoic again this lusty somer tide 
This mirrour and this ring, that ye may se. 

He hath sent to my lady Canaco, 

Your excellentc do lighter that is here. 

“ The veitue of this ring, if ye wol here, 

Is this, that if hue list it foi to were 
Upon hire thombe, or in hire purse it here, 

Ther is no foule that fliecth under Heven, 

That she ne shal wcl understond his steven, 

And know his mening openly and plaine, 

And answere him in his langage again : 

And evoiy gras that gioweth upon rote 
She shal eke know, and whom it wol do bote, 

All be his wouiides never so depe and wide. 

“ This naked swerd, that hangeth by my side, 
Swichc vertuc hath, that what man that it smite, 
Thurghout his armurc it wol kerve and bite, 
Were it as thicke as is a braunched oke: 

And what man that is wounded with the stroke 
Shal never be hole, til that you list of grace* 

To stroken him with the plattc lu thilko place 
Ther he is hurt ; this is as much to sain, 

Yc moten with the plattc sword again 
Stroken him in the wound, and it wol close. 

This is the veray soth withouten glose, 
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It failleth not, while it is in your hold.'’ 

And whan this knight hath thus his tale told. 

He rideth out of halle, and doun he light : 

His stede, which that shone as Sonne bright, 

Stant in the court as stille as any ston. 

This knight is to his chambre ladde anon, 

And is unarmed, and to the mete ysette. 

Thise presents ben ful nchelich yfette, 

This is to sain, the swerd and the mirrour, 

And borne anon into the highe tour. 

With cei tain officers ordained toerfore ; 
xlnd unto Canace the img is bore 
Solempnely, ther she sat at the table; 

But sikeily, withouten any fable, 

The hors of bras, that may not be remued ; 

It stant, as it weie to the ground yglued ; 

Thei may no man out of the place it drive 
For non engine, of windas, or pohve : 

And cause why, for they con not the craft. 

And therfore m the place theyhan it laft, 

Til that the knight hath taught hem the manere 
To voiden him, as ye shal after here. 

Gret was the prees, that swarmed to and fro 
To gauieii on this hors that stondeth so: 

For it so high was, and so brod and long. 

So wel proportioned for to be strong, 

Right as it were a stede of Lumbardie ; 

Theiwith so horsly, and bO quik of eye, 

As It a gentil Poileis courser were : 

For ceites, fro his tayl unto his ere 
Natme ne art ne coud him not amend 
In no degree, as all the peple wend. 

But evermore hir moste wondei was, 

How that it coude gon, and was of bras ; 

It was of faerie, as the peple semed. 

I Diverse folk diversely ban demed ; 

As many beds, as many wittes ben. 

They muimuied, as doth a swarme of been. 

And maden ski lies aftei hir fantasies, 

I Rebel sing of the olde poetries, 

' And sayd it was ylike the Pegasee, 

The hors that hadde winges for to flee, 

Or elles it was the Grekes hois Sinon, 

That broughte Troye to destruction, 

As men monn in thise olde gestes rede. 

“ Mm herte” (quod on) “ is evermore m drede, 

I trow som men of armes ben therm. 

That shapen hem this citee for to win : 

It were right good thatal swiche thing were know,” 
Another i owned to his felaw low, 

And sayd, “ He lietb, for it is rather like 
An apparence ymade by som xnagike. 

As jogelours plain at thise festes grete.” 

Of sondry doutes thus they jangle and tretc. 

As lewed peple demen comunly 
Of thinges, that ben made more subtilly 
Than they can in hir lewednC'Sse compiehcnde. 
They demen gladlv to the badder ende. 

And som of hem wondred on the mirrour, 

That born was up m to the tnaister tour, 

How men mighte in it swiche thinges see. 

Another answered, and sayd, ** It might wel be 
Naturelly by compositions 
Of angles, and of she reflections 
And saide that m Borne was swiche on, 

They speke of Albazen and Vitellon, 

And Anstotle, that writen in hir lives 
01 quemte mirrours, and of prospectives. 

As knowen they, that h an hir bookes herd. 

And other folk ham wondr^ on the swerd, 
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That wolde percen thurghout erciy thing 
And fell in speche of Telephus the king, 

And of Achilles foi his quemte spere, 

For he coude with it bothe hele and dere. 

Right in swiche wise as men may with the swerd, 
Of which light now ye have yourselven hetd. 
They spoken of sondry haiding of metall, 

And speken of medicines theiwithail. 

And how, and whan it shuld yharded be, 

Which IS unknow algates unto me. 

Tho speken they of Canacees ring, 

And saiden all, that siviche a wonder thing 
Of craft of ringes herd they never non, 

Save that he fSloises and king Salomon 
Hadden a name of conning in swiche ait. 

Thus saiu the peplc, and drawer) hem apart. 

But natheles som saiden that it was 
Wonder to maken of ferae ashen glas, 

And yet is glas nought like ashen of feme. 

But for they han yknowen it so ferae, 

Theifore ceseth hir jangling and hir wonder. 

As sore wondren som on cause of thonder. 

On ebbe and floud, on gossomcr, and on mist. 
And on all thing, til that the cause is wist. 

Thus janglcn they, and demcn and devise. 

Til that the king gau fro his bord aiisc. 

Phebus hath left the angle mei idional. 

And yet ascending was the beste real. 

The gentil Leon, with his Aldrian, 

Whan that this Tartre king, this Cambuscan, 
Rose from his bord, ther as he sat ful hie; 
Beforae him goth the loude minstralcie, 

Til he come to his chambre of parements, 

Ther as they sounden divers instruments, 

That it is like an Heven for to here. 

Now dauncen lusty Venus children deie; 

For m the Fish hir lady set ful hie. 

And loketh on hem with a frendly eye. 

This noble king is set upon his trone ; 

This straunge knight is fet to him ful sone, 

And on the daunce he goth with Canace. 

Here IS the rcvell and the jolitec, 

That IS not able a dull man to devise • 

He must han knowen love and hia seivise. 

And ben a festlich man, as ficsh as May, 

That shulde you devisen swiche an ay. 

Who coude tellen you the foime of daunccs 
So uncouth, and so freshc contcnaunces, 

Swiche subtil lokings and dissimulings. 

For dred of jalons monnes apperceivmgs ? 

No man but Launcclot, and he is dcd. 

Theifoie I passe over all this Instyhcd, 

1 say no more, but in this johnessc 
I lete hem, til men to the sou per hem dies«>c. 

Tlie steward bit the spices for to hie 
And okc the win, m all this luelodie j 
The ushers and the squieric beu gou, 

The spices and the wm is come anon ; 

They etc and diinkc, and whan tins had an end. 
Unto the temple, as reson was, they wend; 

The service don, they soupen all by day. 

What nedeth you reherecn hir array > 

Belie man wot wel, that at a kingcs fest 
Is plentee, to the most and to the lest, 

And deintces mo tlian ben in my knowing. 

At after souper goth this noble king 
To seen tins hors of bras, with all a route 
Of lordes and of ladies him aboute, 

Swiche wondnng was ther on this hors of bras, 
That sin the giet assege of Troye was, 
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Ther as men wondred on an hois also, 

Ne was thei sw’iche a wondnng, as was tho. 

But finally the king asketh the knight 
The vertue of this courser, and the might, 

And piaied him to tell his governaunce. 

This hois anon gan for to trip and dauiice, 
Whan that the knight laid bond up on his rein. 
And saide, “ Sire, ther n’ls no more to sam, 

But whan you list to nden any where, 

Ye moten trill a pin, stant in his ere, 

Which I shal tellen you betwixt us two. 

Ye moten nempne him to what place also, 

Or to what contree that you list to ride. 

“ And whan ye come ther as you list abide. 
Bid him descend, and trill another pin, 

(For theim lieth the effect of all the gm) 

And he wol doun descend and don your will. 

And in that place he wol abiden still : 

Though al the world had the contrary swore. 

He shal not themies be drawc ne be bore. 

Or if you list to bid him thennes gon, 

Trille this pin, and he wol vanish anon 
Out of the sight of every maner wight, 

And come agen, be it by day or night, 

Whan that you list to clepen him again 
In swiche a guise, as I shal to you sam 
Betwixen you and me, and that ful sone. 

Ride whan you list, ther n’ls no more to done.” 

Enfourmed whan the king was of the knight, 
And hath conceived in his wit aright 
The maner and the forme of all this thing, 

Ful glad and blith, this noble doughty king 
Repaireth to his revel, as bcfoine. 

The bndel is m to the tour yborac, 

And kept among his lewels lefe and dcrc: 

The hois vanisht, I n’ot m what manere. 

Out of hir sight, ye get no more of mo : 

But thus I lete in lust and johtee 
This Cambuscan his lordes festeymg, 

Til that wel nigh the day began to spring. 
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The noiice of digestion, the slepc, 

Clan on hem winke, and bad liem taken kepe, 
That mochel drmke, and labour wol ha-vo rest : 
And with a galping mouth hem all he kest, 

And said, that it was time to he adoun, 

For blootl was m his dominatioim : 

Cherisheth blood, natures frond, quod bo, 

Tlicy thankon him galping, by two by three ; 
And e\ciy wight gau drawc liim to Ins rest, 

As slope hem bade, tlu^y toke. it for the best. 

Hir di ernes shul not now be told for me ; 

Ful were hir hedes of funiositee, 

That causeth dremo, of which tlier is no chaige. 
They slepen til that it wa.s prune large. 

The moste part, but it were Caua<‘cj 
She was ful mesurabic, as women be. 

For of hire father had she take lure U;ve 
To gon to rest, sone after it was eve j 
Hire hste not appalled for to b<‘, 

Nor on the morwc uufestliche for to s<*<* ; 

And slept hire firste slepc, and than awoke. 

For swiche a joye she in hire herte toke 
Both of hire queinte ring, and of liirc mirrour^ 
That twenty time she chaunged hire colour; 
And in hire slepe right for the impression 
Of hire mirrour she had a vision. 
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Wherfore, oi that the Sonne gan up glide. 

She clepeth upon hire maistiesse hue beside, 
And saide, that hire laste for to arise, 

Thise olde women, that ben gladly wise, 

As IS hire maistiesse, answered hire anon, 

And said ; ** Madame, whider wol ye gon 
Thus eily ? for the folk ben all in lest.” 

“ I wol,’^ quod she, “ arisen (for me lest 
Ko longer for to slepe) and walken aboute.” 

Hire maistresse clepeth women a gret route. 
And up they risen, wel a ten or twelve ; 

Up nseth fresh e Canace hireselve. 

As rody and bright, as the yonge Sonne, 

That in the Ram is foure degrees yionne; 

No higher was he, whan she redy was ; 

And forth she walketh esily a pas, 

Arrayed after the lusty seson sote 
Lightely foi to playe, and walken on fote, 
Nought but with five or sixe of hire meinie; 
And in a trenche forth in the park goth she. 

The vapour, which that fro the erthe glode, 
Maketh the Sonne to seme lody and brode 
But natheles, it was so faire a sight, 

That it made all hir heites for to light, 

What for the scson, and the morw'ening, 

And for the foules that she herde sing. 

For nght anon she wiste what they ment 
Right by hn song, and knew al hir entent. 

The knotte, why that evciy tale is tolde, 

If it be taned til the lust be colde 
Of hem, that ban it heikened after yore, 

The savour passeth evei longer the moie, 

For fulbumnesse of the pioliUtee : 

And by that same leson tlnuketli me 
I shuld unto the knotte coiidescende, 

And maken of hire walking sone an ende. 

Amiddc a tree foi 7 dry, as white as chalk, 

As Canace was playing in hire walk, 

Thcr sat a faucoii over hire hed ful hie, 

That with a pitous vois so gan to one, 

That all the wood resounecl of hue ciy, 

And beten had iiireself so pitously 
With bothe hue winges, til the icde blood 
Ran endcloug the tree, ther as she stood. 

And evei in on alway she cried and sluight, 
And with lure bek hireselven she so twight. 
That tlvn n’is tigre, ne no oiuel best, 

That dwelleth other m wood, or m forest, 

That ii’olde han wept, if that he wepeii coude, 
For SOI we of hire, f>hc sbright alway so loude. 

For ther was never yet no man on live, 

If that he coude a faucon wel descrive, 

That herde of swiche another of fayrenesse 
As wel of plumage, as of gentilcsse, 

Of shape, of all that might yrekened be. 

A faucon peregnne semed she 
Of fremdc lond, and ever as she stood, 

She swouued now and now for lack of blood, 
Til w(d nefgh is she fallen fro the tree. 

This faire kingcs doughter Canace, 

That on hire finger bare the queinte ring, 
Thurgh which she understood wel every thing 
That any foule may m bis Icden sain, 

And coude answere him in his leden again, 
Hath understondeu what this faucon seyd, 

And wel neigh for the routhe almost she deyd : 
And to the tree she goth ful hastily, 

And on this faucon loketh pitously, 

And held hire lap abrode, for wel she wist 
The faucon mustc fallen from the twist 
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Whan that «!he swouned next, for fante of blood. 

A longe while to waiten hire she stood. 

Til at the last she spake in this manere 
Unto the hauk, as ye shul after here. 

“ What is the cause, if it be for to tell. 

That ye ben in this fiinal peme of Hell 
Quod Canace unto this hauk above ; 

“ Is this for sorw'e of deth, or losse of love ? 

For as I trow, thise be the causes two, 

That causen most a gentil berte wo. 

Of other harme it nedeth not to speke. 

For ye yourself upon yourself awreke, 

Which pieveth wel, that other ire or drede 
Mote ben encheson of your cruel dede, 

Sm that I se non other wight you chace. 

For the love of God, as doth yourselven grace; 

Oi what may be your helpe ^ for west ne est 
Ne saw I never er now no brid ne best. 

That feide with himself so pitously. 

Ye sle me with your sorwe veraily, 

I have of you so gret coinpassioun. 

For Goddes love come fro the tiee adoun 5 
And as I am a kinges doughter trew^c, 

If that I veraily the causes knewe 
Of your disese, if it lay in my might, 

I wold amend it, or that it were night, 

As wisly help me the gret God of kind. 

And herbes shal I nght ynoiigh j^fiud. 

To elen with your hurtes hastily.’^ 

Tho sliright this faucon yet more pitously 
Than ever she did, and fell to ground anon, 

And lith aswoune, as ded as lith a ston, 

Til Canace hath in hire lappe hire take, 

Unto that time she gan of swoune awake : 

And after that she out of swoune abiaide, 

Right in hire baukes leden thus she sayde. 

“ That pitee renneth sone m gentil hert* 

(Feling his similitude m peines smerte) 

Is proved alJe day, as men may see. 

As wel by werke as by auctoriteo, 

For gentil beite kitheth gentillesse. 

I see wel, that ye have on my distresse 
Compassion, my faire Canace, 

Of veray womanly benigmtee, 

That nature in your principles hath set. 

But for non hope for to fare the bet. 

But for to obey unto your heite free, 
i And for to maken other yware by me, 

I Ab by the whelpe chastised is the leon, 

1 Right for that cause and that conclusion. 

While that I have a leiser and a space. 

Min harme I wol oonfessen er I pace.** 

And ever while that on hire sorwe told, 

'Fhat other wept, as she to water wold, 

Tii that the faucon bad hire to be still, 

And with a sike right thus she said hire till. 

“ Ther I was bred, (alas that ilke day ’) 

And fostred in a roche of marble giay 
So tendrely, that nothing ailed me. 

I ne wist not what was adversitec, 

Til I coud flee ful high under the skie. 

« Tho dwelled a tercelet me fasteby. 

That semed welle of alle gentillesse, 

Al were he ful of treson and falsenesse. 

It was so wrapped under humble ohere, ' 
And under hew of trouth m swiche manere^ 

TTuder plesance, and under besy peine, 

That no wight coud have weud he coude feme, 

So depe in greyn he died his coloures. 

Right as a serpent hideth him under floures. 
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That ^^olde peicen tlmrghout every thing : 

And fell in speche of Telephus the king, 

And of Achilles for his quemte spere, 

For he coude 'with it bothe hele and dere. 

Eight in swiche wise as men may with the swerd, 
Of which light now ye have yourselven held. 
They speken of sondiy haiding of metall. 

And speken of medicines therwithail, 

And how, and whan it shiild yharded be, 

Which IS unknow algates unto me. 

Tho speken they of Canacees ring, 

And saiden all, that swiche a wonder thing 
Of craft of ringes herd they never non. 

Save that he Moises and king Salomon 
Hadden a name of conning in swiche art. 

Thus sain the peple, and dra'wen hem apait, 

Eut natheles som saiden that it was 
Wonder to maken of feme ashen glas, 

And yet is glas nought like ashen of feme, 

Eut for they ban yknowen it so ferae, 

Therfore ceseth hir jangling and hir wonder. 

As soie wondren som on cause of thonder. 

On ebbe and flood, on gossomer, and on mist, 
And on all thing, til that the cause is wist. 

Thus janglen they, and demen and devise. 

Til that the king gau fro his bord arise. 

Phebus hath left the angle meiidional. 

And yet ascending was the beste real. 

The gentil Leon, with his Aldrian, 

Whan that this Tartre king, tins Cambuscan, 
Rose fiom his bord, ther as he sat ful hie; 
Beforae him goth the loude minstralcie. 

Til he come to bis chambre of parements, 

Ther as they sounden divers instruments. 

That it IS like an Heven for to here. 

Now dauncen lusty Venus children deie: 

For in the Fish hir lady set ful hie, 

And loketh on hem with a frendly eye. 

This noble king is set upon his trone ; 

This straunge knight is fet to him ful sone, 

And on the daunce he goth with Canace. 

Heie IS the revel 1 and the jolitee. 

That IS not able a dull man to devise : 

He must ban knowen love and Ins seivise, 

And ben a festlich man, as fresh as May, 

That shulde you devisen swiche airay. 

Who coude tellen you the forme of daunces 
So uncouth, and so freshe contenaunces, 

Swiche subtil lokings and dissimulings, 

For dred of jalous mennes apperceivings ^ 

No man but Launcelot, and he is dcd. 

Therfore I passe over all this lustyhed, 

I say no more, but in this jolinesse 
£ lete hem, til men to the souper hem diesse. 

The steward bit the spices for to hie 
And eke the win, in all this inelodie ; 

The ushers and the squierie ben gon, 

7’he spices and the wm is come anon * 

They ete and dnnke, and whan this had an end. 
Unto the temple, as reson was, they wend; 

The sei vice don, they soupen all by day. 

What nedeth you rehersen hir airay ? 

Eche man wot wel, that at a kinges fest 
Is plentee, to the most and to the lest. 

And deintees mo than ben in my knowing, 

At after souper goth this noble king 
To seen this hors of bras, with all a route 
Of lordes and of ladies him abohte. 

Swiche wondiing was ther on this hors of bras. 
That sm the giet assege of Troye was, 
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Ther as men wondred on an hors also, 

Ne was ther swiche a wondrmg, as was tho. 

But finally the king asketh the knight 
The veitue of this courser, and the might, 

And piaied him to tell his governaunce. 

This hors anon gan for to tup and daunce, 
Whan that the knight laid bond up on his rein, 
And saide, “ Sire, ther n’ls no more to sain, 

But whan you list to riden any where, 

Ye moten trill a pin, stant in his ere, 

Which I shal tellen you betwixt us two. 

Ye moten nempne him to what place also, 

Oi to what contree that you list to ride. 

“ And whan ye come ther as you list abide. 
Bid him descend, and trill another pin, 

(For theiin lieth the effect of all the gin) 

And he wol doun descend and don your will, 

And in that place he wol abiden still : 

Though al the world had the contrary swore, 

He shal not thennes be drawe ne be bore. 

Or if you list to bid him thennes gon, 

Tnlle this pm, and he wol vanish anon 
Out of the sight of every maner wight, 

And come agen, be it by day or night. 

Whan that you list to clepen him again 
In swiche a guise, as I shal to you sam 
Betwixen you and toe, and that ful sone. 

Ride whau you list, ther nhs no more to done/' 
Enfourmed whan the king was of the knight. 
And hath conceived in his wit aiight 
The maner and the forme of all this thing, 

Ful glad and blith, this noble doughty king 
Repaireth to his revel, as beforno. 

The bridel is in to the tour yboine, 

And kept among his jewels lefe and dcrc: 

The hois vanisht, In’ot in what mancrc, 

Out of hir sight, ye get no more of me ; 

But thus I lete in lust and jolitec 
This Cambuscan his loides festeying. 

Til that wel nigh the day began to spring. 
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The nonce of digestion, the slepe, 

Gan on hem winke, and bad hem taken kepe, 
That mochel dnnke, and labour wol have rest : 
And with a gulping mouth hem all he kest, 

And said, that it was time to he adoun, 

For blood was in his dominatioun : 

Cheiisheth blood, natures frend, quod he. 

They thanken him galping, by two by three ; 
And every wight gan drawe him to Ins n^at, 

As slepe hem bade, they toke it for the best 
Hir di ernes shul not now be told for me ; 

Ful were hir hedes of fumositeo, 

That causeth dreme, of which ther is no charge. 
They slepen til that it was prime large, 

The moste part, but it were Canace j 
She was ful mesurable, as women be. 

For of hue father had she take hire leve 
To gon to rest, sone after it was eve j 
Hire hste not appalled foi to be, 

Nor on the morwe unfcstlichc for to see j 
And slept hire firste slepe, and tlian awoke. 

For swiche a joyc she in hire herte toke 
Both of hire quemte ring, and of hire mirrour, 
That twenty time she chaunged hire colour j 
And in hire slepe right for the impression 
Of hire mirrour she had a viwon. 
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Wherfore, or that the Sonne gan up glide. 

She clepeth upon hue ina:stresse hire beside. 
And saide, that hire luste for to arise, 

Thise olde women, that ben gladly wise, 

As IS hire maistresse, answered hire anon, 

And said ; “ Madame, whider wol ye gon 
Thus erly ? for the folk ben all in i esC” 

“ I wol,’* quod she, “ arisen (for me lest 
^^o longer for to slepe) and walkeii aboute.” 

Hire maisiresse clepeth women a gret route. 
And up they risen, wel a ten or twelve 5 
Up nseth freshe Canace hiieselve, 

As rody and bright, as the yonge Sonne, 

That in the Bam is foure degrees yronne; 

No higher was he, whan she redy was , 

And forth she walketh esily a pas, 

Arrayed after the lusty seson sote 
Lightely for to playe, and walkeri on fote. 
Nought but with five or sixe of hire mcmie; 
And in a trenche forth m the park goth she. 

The vapour, which that fro the erthe glode, 
Maketh the Sonne to seme rody and brode : 
But natheles, it was so faire a sight, 

That it made all hir heites for to light, 

What for the seson, and the raorwening, 

And for the foules that she lierde sing 
For right anon she wiste what they ment 
Bight by hii song, and knew al hir entent. 

The knotte, why that every tale is tolde, 

If it be taned til the lust be colde 
Of hem, that han it herkened after yore, 

The savour passeth cvei longer the moie, 

For fulsumnesse of the prolixitee : 

And by that same leson thiiiketh me 
I shuld unto the knotte condescende, 

And maken of hire walking sone an ende. 

Amiddo a tiee for-diy, as w'hite as chalk, 

As Canace was playing m hire walk, 

Ther sat a faucon ovei hire hed ful hie, 

That with a pitous vois so gan to cne. 

That all the wood resouned of hire cry, 

And beten had hireself so pitously 
With bothe hue winges, til the rede blood 
Ban endelong the tree, ther as she stood. 

And evei in on alway she cried and shnglit, 
And with hue bek hireselven she so twight. 
That ther n’lS tigre, ne no cruel best. 

That dwelletli other m wood, or in forest, 

That ii’oldc han wept, if that he wcpcii coude. 
For SOI we of hire, she shright alway so loude. 

For ther was never yet no man on live, 

If that he coude a favicon wel desenve, 

That herde of swiche another of fayrenesse 
As wel of plumage, as of geutilesse, 

Of shape, of all that might yrekened be. 

A faucon peregime semed she 
Of fremdc lend, and ever as she stood, 

She swouned now and now for lack of blood, 
Til wcl tietgh is she fallen fro the tree. 

This faire kiuges doughter Canace, 

That on hire finger bare the quemte riug, 
Thurgh which she understood wel every thing 
That any foule may in his ledon sain, 

And coude answcrc him in his leden again, 
Hath understondcu what this faucon seyd. 
And wcl neigh for the routhc almost she deyd 
And to the tree she goth ful hastily, 

And on this faucon loketh pitously, 

And held hire lap abrode, for wel she wist 
The faucon mxwte fallen from the twist 
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Whan that she swouned next, for faute of blood- 
A longe while to waiten hire she stood. 

Til at the last she spake in this manere 
Unto the hauk, as ye shul after here. 

“ What IS the cause, if it be for to tell. 

That ye ben in this fiinal peine of Hell ?’* 

Quod Canace unto this hauk above j 
“ Is this for sorwe of deth, or losse of love ? 

For as I trow, thise be the causes two. 

That causen most a gentil herte wo- 
of other harm? it nedeth not to speke. 

For ye yourself upon yourself awreke, 

Which preveth wel, that other ire or drede 
Mote ben encheson of your cruel dede. 

Sin that I se non other wight you chace. 

Foi the love of God, as doth yourselven grace; 

Or what may be your helpe ? for west ne est 
Nc saw I nevei er now no brid ne best. 

That ferde with himself so pitoiisly- 
Ye sle me with your sorwe veraily, 

I have of you so gret compassioun. 

For Goddes love come fro the tiee adoun 3 
And as I am a kinges doughter trewe. 

If that I veraily the causes knewe 
Of your disese, if it lay in my might, 

I wold amend it, or that it were night, 

At, wisly help me the gret God of kind. 

And herbes shal I right ynough yfiiid, 

To elen with your hurtes hastily.” 

Tho shright this faucon yet more pitously 
Than ever she did, and fell to ground anon. 

And lith aswoune, as ded as lith a ston. 

Til Canace hath in hire lappe hire take, 

Unto that time she gan of swoune awake : 

And after that she out of swoune abraide, 

Right m hire haukes leden thus she sayde. 

“ That pitee renneth sone in gentil herte 
(Feling his similitude in peines smerte) 

Is proved alle day, as men may see. 

As wel by werke as by auctoritee, 

For gentil herte kjtheth gentillesse, 

I see wel, that ye have on my distresse 
Compassion, my faire Canace, 

Of veray womanly benigmtee. 

That nature in your principles hath set. 

But for non hope for to fare the bet. 

But for to obey unto your herte free, 

And for to maken other yware by me, 

As by the whelpe chastised is the leon. 

Right for that cause and that conclusion, 

While that I have a leiser and a space, 

Min harme I wol confessen er I pace.’* 

And ever while that on hire sorwe told, 

'Fliat other wept, as she to water wold, 

Til that the faucon bad hire to be still. 

And with a sike right thus she said hire till. 

“ Ther I was bred, (alas that ilke day ’) 

And fostred in a roche of marble gray 
So tendrely, that nothing ailed me. 

I no wist not what was adversitee, 

Til I coud flee ful high under the skic. 

Tho dwelled a tercelet me fasteby, 

That semed welle of alle gentillesse, 

Al were he ful of treson and falsenesse. 

It was so wrapped under humble chere, 

And under hew of trouth in swiche maner^ 

Under plesance, and under besy peine, 

That no wight coud have wend he coude feme, 

So depe in greyn he died his coloures. 

Bight as a serpent hideth Wm under fioures. 


THE SQUIERES TALE. 



S4 

Til he may see his time for to bite ; 

Eight so this god of loves hypocrite 
Doth so his ceremonies and obeisance, 

And kepeth in semblaunt alle his observance, 
That souneth unto gcntillnesse of love. 

As on a tombe is all the faire above, 

And under is the corps, swiche as ye wote ; 
Swiche was this hypocrite both cold and hotc, 
And in this wise he seived his cntent. 

That, save the fend, non wibte what he ment ; 
Til he so long had weped and complained. 
And many a yeie his serViCe to me famed, 
Till that mm herte, to pitous and to nice, 

A 1 innocent of his crowned malice, 

Tor-fered of his deth, as thoughte me. 

Upon his othes and his seuretee, 

Graunted him love, on this conditioun, 

That evermo min honour and renoun 
Were saved, bothe privee and apeit; 

This is to say, that, after his deseit, 

I yave him all min herte and all my thought, 
(God wote, and he, that other wayes nought) 
And toke his herte m channge of min for ay* 
But soth IS said, gon sithen is many a day, 

A trewe wight and a theef thinken not on. 

“ And whan he saw the thing so fei ygon* 
That I had granted him fully my love. 

In swiche a guise as I have said above, 

And yeven him my trewe heite as free 
As he swore that he yaf his herte to me, 

Anon this tigre, ful of douhlenesse, 

Fell on his liees with so gret humblesse. 
With so high reveience, as by his chere, 

So like a gentil lover of man ere, 

So ravished, as it semed, for the joye. 

That never Jason, ne Pans of Troye, 

Jason ^ certes, ne never other man, 

Sin Lamech was, that alderfirst began 
To loven two, as wnten folk beforne, 

Ne nevei sithen the first man was borne, 

Ne coude man by twenty thousand part 
Conti efete the sophimes of his art 5 
Ne were worthy to unbocle his galoche, 

Ther douhlenesse of faming shuld appioche, 
Ne coude so thanke a wight, as he did me. 
His maner was an Heven for to see 
To any woman, were she never so wise ; 

So painted he and kempt, at point devise, 

As wel his wordes, as his contenance. 

And I so loved him for his obeisance, 

And for the trouthe 1 demed in his herte. 
That if so were that any thing him smerte, 

A 1 were it never so lite, and I it wist, 

Me thought I felt deth at myn herte twist. 
And shortly, so ferforth this thing is went, 
That my will was his willes instrument j 
This is to say, my will obeied his will 
In alle thing, as fer as reson fill, 

Keping the boundes of my worship ever^, 

Ne never had I thing so Jefe, tie lever, 

As him, God wot, ne never shal no mo, 

“ This lasteth lenger than a yere or two, 
That I supposed of him nought but good 
But finally, thus at the last it stood, 

That fortune wolde that he muste twin 
Out of that place, which that I was in. 

Whei me was wo, it is no question,* 

I cannot make of it description. 

For 0 thing dare I telien boldely, 

I know what is the peine of deth therby, 
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Swiche harme I felt, for he ne might byleve. 

“ So on a day of me he toke hi& leve. 

So soiweful eke, that I wend veraily. 

That he had felt as mochel haiine as I, 

Whan that I heid him speke, and sawe his hewe. 
But nathelt'S, I thought he was so trewe, 

And eke that he lepaireu shuld again 
Within a litel while, soth to sain. 

And reson wold eke that he muste go 
For his honour, as often happetli so, 

That I made vertue of necessitee. 

And toke it wel, sin that it muste be. 

As I best might, I hid fro him my sorwe, 

And toke him by the bond, Seint John to borwe, 
And said him thus ; ‘ lo, I am yoiires all, 

Beth swiche as I have ben to you and shall.’ 

“ What he answerd, it nedeth not reherse ; 
Who can say bet than he, who can do werse ? 
Whan he hath al wel said, than hath he done. 
Therfore behoveth limi a ful long spone. 

That shal ete with a fend ; thus herd I say.. 

So at the last he muste forth his way. 

And forth he fleeth, til he come thei him lest. 
Whan it came him to pnrpos foi to rest, 

I trow that he had thiike text in mind. 

That alle thing repauing to his kind 
Gladeth himself ; thus saiu men as I gesse j 
Men loven of propre kind newefangelnessc, 

As bnddes don, that men in cages fede. 

For though thou night and day take of hem hede, 
And strew hir cage faire and soft as silke, 

And give hem sugic, hony, hied, and milke, 

Yet light anon as that his doie is up, 

He with his feet wol spurnen donn his cup, 

And to the wood he wol, and woimes ele, 

So newefangel ben they of hir mete, 

And loven noveltees of propic kind 5 
No gentillesse of blood ne may hem bind. 

“ So ferd this tercelet, alas the day ! 

Though he weie gentil home, awd fiesh, and gay. 
And goodly foi to seen, and humble, and free. 

He saw upon a time a kite flee, 

And sodenly he loved this kite so, 

That all his love is dene fro me ago : 

And hath his tiouthe falsed in this wise. 

Thus hath the kite my love in liiie service. 

And I am lorn withouten remedy.*^ 

And with that woid this faucon gan to ci*y, 

And swouneth eft in Canacecs baimc. 

Gret was the sorwe for that haukes harme, 

That Canace and all hire women made ; 

They n’lsten how they might the faucon glade. 
But Canace horn bcieth hue in hue lap, 

And softely in piastres gan hire wrap, 

Ther as she with hire bek had hurt hircselve. 

Now cannot Canace but hcibcs delve 
Out of the ground, and maken salves newe 
Of herbes precious and fine of hewe, 

To helen with this hauk; fio day to night 
She doth hire besincssc, and all lure might. 

And by hire beddes hed she made a mew. 

And covered it with veloueltcs blew, 

In signe of trouth, that is in woman sene 5 
And all without the mew is peintcd giene, 

In which were peinted all thise false foules^ 

As ben thise tidifos, tercelettes, and owles; 

And pies, on hem for to cry and chide. 

Right for despit were peinted hem beside. 

Thus lete I Canace hire bank keping. 

I wol no more as now speke of hire ring> 
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THE FBANKELEINES TALE. 
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Til it come eft to purpos for to sam. 

How that this faucoa gat hire love again 
Repentant, as the story telleth us, 

Ry mediation of Camballus 
The kinges sone, of which that I you told. 
But hennesforth 1 wol my processc hold 
To speke of aventures, and of batailles, 
That yet was nevei herd so gret mervailles. 

First wol r tellen you of Cambuscan, 
That in his time many a citee wan : 

And after wol I speke of Algarsif, 

How that he wan Theodora to his wif, 

For whom fill oft in gret peiil he was, 

Ke had he ben holpen by the hors of bias. 
And aftei wol I speke of Camballo, 

That fought in listes with the biethien two 
Foi Canace, er that he might hire winne, 
And ther I left I wol again beginne. 


THE FMANKELETNES PROLOGUE. 

In faith, Sqniei, thou hast thee wel yqmt 
And gentilly, I preise wel thy wit,” 

Quod the Frankelein; ** considciing thin youthe. 
So felingly thou spekest, sire, I alone the 
As to my dome, thei is non that is here. 

Of eloquence that shal be thy peie, 

If that thou live , Ood yovc thee goode chance, 
And 111 vertue send thee continuance, 

For of thy speking I have gret deintec. 

I have a sone, and by the Trinitee 

It were me lever than twenty pound woith loud, 

Though it light now wcie fallen m my bond. 

He were a man of swiche discretion. 

As that yc ben , fie on possession, 

But if a man be veituous withal. 

I have my sone snibbcd, and yet shal, 

For he to vertue listeth not to entend. 

But for to play at dis, and to dispend, 

And lese all that he hath, is his usage: 

And he had lever talken with a page. 

Than to commune with any gcntil wight, 

Ther he might leren gentillcsse aright.” 

“ Stiaw for your gentillesse,” quod our Hoste. 

What ^ Frankelein, paide, sire, wel thou wost, 
That eche of you mote tellen at the lest 
A tale or two, ot broken his behest.” 

** That know I wel, sire,” quod the Frankelein, 

I pray you haveth me not in disdcin, 

Though I to this man speke a woid or two.” 

“ Tell on thy tale, withouten wordes mo.” 

** Gladly, sire Hoste,” quod he, “ I wol obey 
Unto youi will , now herkeneth what I scy ; 

I wol you not contiarien in no wise, 

As fer as that my wittes may sujffice. 

I pray to God that it may plcsen you, 

Than wot I wel that it is good ynow. 

“ Thise oldc gentil Bretons in hir dayes 
Of diverse aveuturos maden layes, 

Rimeycd m liir firste Bieton tonge ; 

Which layes with hir instruments they songe, 

Or elley redden hem for hir plesance, . 

And on of hem have I in remembrance, 

Which 1 shal sayn with good w.lle as I can. 

“ But, sires, because I am a borel man, 

At my beginning first I you beseche 
Have me excused of my rude spechc. 


I lerned never rhetorike certain j 

Thing that I speke, it mote be bate and plain. 

I slept never on the mount of Peinaso, 

Ne leined Marcus Tullius Cicero, 

Colouis ne know I non, withouten drede. 

But swiche colours as growen m the mede, 

Or elles swiche as men die with or peinte 5 
Colours of rhetoiike ben to me quemte; 

My spirit feleth not of swiche matere. 

But if you lust my tale shul ye here.” 


THE FRANKELEINES TALE. 

In Armonke, that called is Bretaigne, 

Ther was a knight, that loved and did his peine 
To serve a ladie in his beste wise ; 

And many a labour, many a gret empiise 
He for his lady wrought, or she were wonne ; 

For she was on the fairest under Sonne, 

And eke therto comen of so high kmrede, 

That wel unnethes durst this knight for drede 
Tell hiie his wo, his peine, and his distresse. 

But at the last, she for his wortbinesse, 

And namely for his meke obeysance. 

Hath swichc a pitee caught of his penance, 

That pnvely she fell of his accord 
To take him for hire husbond and hire lord j 
(Of swiche lordsliip^as men han over hir wives) 
And, for to lede the more m blisse hii lives, 

Of his free will he swore lure as a knight, 

That never in all his lif he day ne night 
Ne shulde take upon him no maistrie 
Agains hire will, ne kithe hire jalousie. 

But hire obey, and folwe hire will in al. 

As any lover to his lady shal . 

Save that the name of soverainetee 
That wold he han for shame of his degree. 

She thonked him, and with ful gret humblesse 
She saide; ** Sire, sin of your gentillesse 
Ye profren me to have so large a reme, 

Ne wolde God never betwix us tweine, 

As in my gilt, were either werre or strif : 

Sire, I wol be your humble trewe wif. 

Have here my trouth, till that myii herte breste.” 
Thus ben they both in quiete and m leste. 

For 0 thing, sires, saufly dare I seie, 

That frendes evei:ich other must obeie, 

If they wol louge holden compagnie. 

Love wol not be constreined by ma’strie. 

Whan maistne cometh, the God of love anon 
Beteth his winges, and farewel, he is gon. 

Love is a thing, as any spirit, free. 

Women of kind desiren libertee, 

And not to be constreined as a thral 5 
And so don men, if sothly I say shal. 

Loke who that is most patient in love, 

He IS at his avantage all above. 

Patience is an high veitue certain, 

Foi it venquisheth, as thise cleikes sam, 

Thinges that rigour never shulde atteine. ^ 

For every word men may not chide or pleine. 
Lerneth to suffren, or, so mote I gon, 

Ye shul it lerne whether yc wol or non. 

Foi in this world certain no wight ther is^ 

That he ne doth or sayth somtimc amis, 
lie, sikenesse, or coustellal ion, 

Win, wo, or changing of complexion, 

Causeth ful oft to don amis or speken : 

On every wrong a man may not be wreken* 
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After the time must be temperance 
To every wight that can of governance. 

And therfore hath this woithy wise knight 
(To liven m cse) sufFrance hire behight ; 

And she to him ful wisly gan to swere, 

That never shuld ther be defaute in here. 

Here may men seen an humble wise accord ; 
Thus hath she take hire servant and hue lord. 
Servant ih love, and lord in manage. 

Than was he both m lordship and sei vage ? 
Servage ? nay, but in lordship al above, 

S»n he hath both his lady and hiS love * 

His lady certes, and his wif also, 

The which that law of love accordelh to. 

And whan he was in this piospentee, 

Home with his wif he goth to his contree, 

Not fer fro Penmark, ther his dwelling was 
Wher as he livelh in blisse and in solas. 

Who coude tell, but he had wedded be, 

The joye, the ese, and the prosperitee. 

That IS betwix an husbond and his wif ^ 

A yere and moie lasteth this blisful hf. 

Til that this knight, of which I spake of thus. 
That of Cairrud was cleped Arviiagus, 

Sliope him to gon and dwelle a yore or twaine 
In Englelond, that clepcd was eke Bretaigne, 

To seke in armes worship and honour : 

(For all his lust he set in swiche labour) 

And dwelte ther two yere ; the book saith thus. 

Now wol I stint of this Arviragus, 

And speke 1 wol of Dorigene his wif, 

That loveth hire husbond as hire bertes lif. 

For his absence v epeth she and siketb, 

As don thise noble wives whan hem liketh , 

She morneth, waketh, wailetli, fasteth, plemeth ; 
Desir of his presence hire so distrameth, 

That all this wide world she set at nought. 

Hire frendes, which that knew hire hevy thought, 
Comforten hire in all that ever they may , 

They prechen hire, they telle hire night and day. 
That causeles she sleth hireself, alai> ’ 

And every comfort possible in this cas 
They don to hire, with all hir besmesse, 

Al foi to make hire leve hue hevmesse. 

By processe, as ye knowen evench on. 

Men mowe so longe graven m a ston, 

Til som figure thenn emprented be: 

So long ban they comforted hire,, til she 
Received hath, by hope and by reson, 

The emprenting of hir consolation, 

Thnrgh which hire grete sorwe gan assuage j 
She may not alway duren m swiche lage. 

And eke Arviragus, in all this care, 

Hath bent his lettres home of liib welfare, 

And that be wol come hastily again, 

Or elles had this sorwe hire herte slain 
Hire frendes saw hire sorwe gan to slaKe, 

And preiden hire on knees for Goddes sake 
To come and romen m hir compagnie, 

Away to driven hire dcrlce fantasie: 

And finally she gi anted that request, 

For wel she saw that it was for the best. 

Now stood hire castel faste by the see, 

And often with hire frendes walked she. 

Hire to dispoiten on the bank an hie, 

"Wher as she many a ship and barge ‘•le, 

Sailing hir cours, wher as hem list to go. 

But than was that a parcel of hue wo, 

For to hireself ful oft, “ Alas !” said she, 

" Is ther no ship, of so many as I see, 
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Wol brmgen home my lord ^ than were my herte 
Al wanshed of Iiis bitter pcaie«5 smerte.’’ 

Another tune wold she sit and thinke, 

And cast her eyen donnward fio the bnnke j 
But whan she saw the giisly lockca blake. 

For veray fere so wold hue herte quake, 

That on hire feet she might hire not su>tene. 

Than wold she sit adoun upon the grenc, 

And pitously into the see behold, 

And say right thus, with careful sikes cold. 

“ Eteme God, that thurgh thy piu vcance 
Ledest this world by ceitain governance, 

In idel, as men sain, ye nothing make. 

But, Lord, thise grisly fendly rockes blake, 

That semen rather a foule confusion 
Of werk, than any faire ci eation 
Of swiche a parfit wise God and stable, 

Why ban ye wrought this w'eik iinrcsoiiable 
For by this work, noitb, south, ne west, ne Cat, 
Ther n*is yfostred man, ne brid, ne best : 

It doth no good, to my wit, but anoycth. 

See ye not, Lord, how mankind it dcstroyeth ? 

An bundled thousand bodies of mankind 
Han rockes slain, al be they not m mind ; 

Which mankind is so fane pait of thy work. 

Thou madest it like to thyn oweii mcik. 

Than, semeth it, ye had a giet cheitee 
Toward mankind ; but how than may it bo. 

That ye swiche menes make it to destroy! u ^ 
Wh.ch menes don no good, but ever anoyoa. 

“ I wote wel, clerkes w'ol sam as hem lust 
By aiguments, that all is foi the best, 

Though I ne can the causes nought ykuow ; 

But thilke God that made the wind to blow, 

As kepe my lord, this is my conclusion : 

To cleikes Icte I all disputison* 

But woldc God, that all thisc rockes blake 
Were sonken into Hello fov his sake 
Thise lockes slee min herte for the feic.’' 

Thus wo'd she say with many a pitous toie. 

Hire frendes saw that it was no dispoit 
To romen by the see, but discomfoit, 

1 And shape hem for to plaicn soinwhei dies. 

They leden hire by nveis and by wellcs, 

And eke in other places dclitables ; 

They dancen and they play at dies and tables. 

So on a day, right in the moiwc tide. 

Unto a gardm that was thei beside, 

In which that they had made hir ordinance 
Of vitaille, and of otlier purvcance, 

They gon and plaie hem all th' longc day : 

And this was on the sixte inorwe of May, 

Which May had pointed with his softe shuuics 
This gaidin ful of leves and of flonies : 

And craft of mannes bond so curiously 
Arrayed had this gaidm trewely, 

That never was ther gaidin of swiche pi is, 

But if it were the vciay Paiadis. 

The odour of flouies, and the freshe sight, 

Wold han ymaked any herte light 
That evei was born, but if to grut siktuu 
Or to gret sorw'c held it in di&trcsse, 

So ful it was of beautce and plesancr. 

Aud aftoi dinner gonnen they to dance 
And sing also, sauf Dorigene alone, 

Which made alway hire complaint and hire mone, 
For she ne saw him on the dance go. 

That w'as hire husbond, and hue love also : 

But nathlees she must a time abide. 

And with good hope let hiie sgrwe slide. 
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Upon this dance, amonges other men, 

Danced a squier before Dongen, 

That fresher was and jolier of array, 

As to my dome, than is the month of May. 

He singeth, danceth, passing any man. 

That IS or was sin that the world began ; 

Therwith he was, if men shuld him discrive. 

On of the beste faring men on live, 

Yong, strong, and virtuous, and riche, and wise, 
And wel beloved, and holden in gret prise. 

And shortly, if the soth I telleu shal, 

Unweting of this Dongene at al. 

This lusty squier, servant to Venus, 

Which that ycleped was Aurelius, 

Had loved hue best of any cieature 
Two yeie and more, as was his aventure : 

But never dorst he tell hire his grevance, 
Withouten cup he dranke all his penance. 

He was dispened, nothing doisthe say, 

Sauf in his songes somwhat wold he wiay 
His wo, as in a geneial complaining ; 

He said, he loved, and was beloved nothing. 

Of swiche matere made he many layes, 

Songes, complaintes, roundels, virelayes , 

How that he dorste not his soiwe telle, 

But langiusheth, as doth a fune m Helle ; 

And die he must, he said, as did Ecco 
For Narcissus, that dorst not tell hire wo. 

In othei maner than ye here me say, 

Ne dorst he not to hue his wo bewiay, 

Sauf that paraventure somtime at dances, 

Ther yonge folk kepen hu observances, 

It may wel be he loked on hire face 
In swiche a wise, as man that axeth grace. 

But nothing wiste she of his entent. 

Natheles it happed, or they thennes went, 

Because that he was hire neighebour, 

And was a man of woiship and honour, 

And had yknowen him of time yoie, 

They fell m speche, and forth ay more and more 
Unto his purpos drow Aurelius , 

And whan he saw his time, he saidc thus. 

Madame,” quod he, “by God that this world made. 
So that I wist it might your hertc glade, 

1 wold that day, that your Aiviiagus 

Went over sec, that I Aurelius 

Had went tUer I shuld never come again ; 

For wel I wot my service is in vain, 

My gueidon nhs but biesting of mm herte. 
Madame, lueth upon my peines smerte, 

For with a word ye may me sleen or save. 

Here at your feet God wold that I were giave. 

T ne have as now no leiser more to sey : 

Have mercy, swete, or ye wol do me dey.*' 

She gan to loke upon Aurelius j 
“ Is this your will," quod she, “ and say ye thus ^ 
Never erst,” quod she, “ ne wist I what ye ment : 
But now, Am die, I know your entent. 

By thilke God that yaf me soule and lif, 

Ne shal I never ben an nntrewe wif 
In word ne werk, as for as 1, have wit, 

I wol ben his to whom that I am knit: 

Take this for final answer as of me." 

But after that in play thus saide phe. 

, “ Aurclie," quod she, “ by high God above 
Yet wol I granten you to ben your love, 

(Sin I you see so pitously complaine) 

I.oke, what day that endelong Bretaigne 
Ye rcmuc all the rockes, ston by ston, 

That they ne letten ship ne bote to gon, 


I say, whan ye ban made the cost so dene 
Of rockes, that ther n*is no ston ysene. 

Than wol I lo\ e you best of any man. 

Have here my trouth, in all that ever I can ; 

For wel I wote that it shal never betide. 

Let swiche folie out of your herte glide. 

What deintee shuld a man have in his lif 
For to go love another mannes wof, 

That hath hire body whan that ever him liketh 
Aurelius ful often sore siketh ; 

“ Is ther non other grace in you quod he. 

“ No, by that Loid,"quod she, “ that maked me.” 
Wo was Aurehe whan that he this herd. 

And with a sorweful herte he thus answerd. 

“ Madame," quod he, “ this were an impossible. 
Than moste I die of soden deth horrible.” 

And with that word he turned him anon. 

Tho come hire other frendes many on, 

And in the alleyes romed up and doun, 

And nothing wist of this conclusioun. 

But sodenly begonnen revel newe, 

Til that the bnghte Sonne had lost his hewe, 

For the orizont had reft the Sonne his lights 
(This is as much to sayn as it was night) 

And home they gon in mirthe and in solas ; 

Sauf only wrecche Aurelius, alas ' 

He to his hous is gon with soiweful herte. 

He saith, he may not from his deth asterte, 

Him semeth, that he felt his herte cold. 

Up to the Heven his hondes gan he hold, 

And on his knees bare he set him doun. 

And m his raving said his onsoun. ^ 

For veray wo out of his wit he braide, 

He n’lste what he spake, but thus he saide ; 

With pitous herte his plaint hath he begonne 
Unto the goddes, and fiist unto the Sonne. 

He said ; “ Apollo, god and govemour 
Of every plaute, herbe, tree, and flour, 

That yevest after thy declination 
To eche of hem his time and his seson, 

As that thin herbergh changeth low and hie ; 

Lord Phebus, cast thy merciable eie 
On wrecche Aurelie, which that am but lome. 

Lo, lord, my lady hath my deth yswome 
Withouten gilt, but thy benignitee 
Upon my dedly herte have som pitee. 

Foi wel I wot, lord Phebus, if you lest, 

Ye may me hclpen, sauf my lady, best. 

Now voucheth sauf, that I may you devise 
How that I may be holpe and m what wise. 

“ Your blisful suster, Luciua the sbene. 

That of the see is chief goddesse and queue. 
Though Neptuuus have deitee in the see. 

Yet emperice aboven him is she : 

Ye kuowe wel, lord, that right as hire desire 
Is to be quiked and lighted of your fire. 

For which she folweth you ful besily, 

Right so the see desireth naturelly 
To folwen hire, as she that is goddesse 
Both in the see and rivers more and lesse. 
Wherfoie, lord Phebus, this is my request, 

Do this miracle, or do min herte brest j 
That now next at this opposition, 

Which in the signe shal be of the L^n, 

As preyeth hue so 'gret a flood to bring. 

That five fadome at the lest it overspring 
The highest rock in Armonke Bretaigne, 

And let this flood endtiren yeres twame : 

Than certes to my lady may I say, 

Holdeth your best, the rockes ben away. 
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Loid Phebiis, this miracle doth for me. 

Prey hive she go no faster cours than ye ; 

I say this, preyeth youi suster that she go 
No faster cours than ye thise yeres two : 

Than shal she ben even at fill alway, 

And spring-flood lasten bothe night and day. 

And but she vouchesauf in swiche manere 
To giauuten me my soveiaine lady deic, 

Prey hire to sinken eveiy rock adoun 

Into hire owen derke regioun 

Under the ground, ther Pluto dwelleth in, 

Or nevei mo shal I my lady win. 

“ Thy temple in Delphos wol I barefoot seke. 
Loid Piiehus, see the teres on my cheke, 

And on my peme have som compassionn ” 

And with that word, m soiwe he fell adoun, 

And longe time he lay forth in a ttance. 

His brother, which that knew of his penance, 

Up caught him, and to bed he hath him brought. 
Dispeired in this turment and this thought 
Let I this woful cieature lie, 

Chese he for me whethei he wol live or die. 

Arviragus with hele and giet honom 
(As he that was of chevalrie the floui) 

Is comen home, and other worthy men : 

O, blissful art thou now, thou Doiigcn, 

That hast thy lusty husbond in thin armes, 

The freshe knight, the worthy man of armes, 
That loveth thee, as his owen hertes hf : 

Nothing list him to be imaginatif. 

If any wight had spoke, while he was oute, 

To hire of love j he had of that no doute^ 

He not entendeth to no swiche matere, 

But dancelh, justeth, and maketh meiy cheie. 
And thus in joye and blisse I let hem dwell, 

And of the sike Aurelius wol I tell. 

In langour and in tuiment fuuous 
Two yere and more lay wrecche Aurelius, 

Br any foot on eithe he mighte gon , 

Ne comfort in this time ne had he non, 

Sauf of his brother, which that was a clerk. 

He knew of all this wo and all this werk , 

For to non other creature certain 
Of th's matere he dorste no word sain ; 

Under his brest he bare it more secree, 

Than ever did Pamphilus for Galathee. 

His brest was hole withouten for to seen, 

But in his herte ay was the arwe kene, 

And wel ye knowe that of a sursanure 
In surgerie is perilous the cure, 

But men might touch the arwe or come ih;. iby< 

His brother wepeth and waileth privoly, 

Til at the last him fell in remembrance, 

That while he was at Orleaunce in Fiance, 

As yonge clerkes, that ben likerous 
To reden aites that ben curious, 

Seken m evciy halke and every heme 
Paiticulor sciences for to leme, 

He him rememhred, that upon a day 
At Oileaunce in studie a book he soy 
Of magike uaturel, which his felaw,’ 

That w IS that time a bacheler of Jaw, 

A1 were he ther to lerne another ciaft. 

Had prively upon his desk ylaft; 

Which book spalce moche of operations 
Touching the eight and twenty mans uns 
That longen to the Mone, and^wichc iulic 
As in our dayes nhs not worth a flie ’ 

For holy cherches fcith, in our beleve, 

Ne suffreth non ill us on us to greve. 
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And whan this book was in his remembrance, 

Anon for joye his herte gan to dance. 

And to himself he saied purely ; 

My brother shal be warished hastily: 

For I am siker that ther be sciences, 

By which men maken divcis apparenccs, 

Swiche as tliise subtil tregclouies play. 

For oft at festes have I wcl held say, 

That tregetouies, within an balle large, 

Have made come in a water and a barge, 

And m the halle rowen up and doun. 

Somtime hath semed come a grim leoun, 

And somtime floiires spring as in a mede, 

Somtime a vine, and giapos white and lede, 
Somtime a castel al of lime and slon, 

And whan hem hketh voideth it anon: 

Thus semeth it to eveiy mannes »5ight. 

** Now than conclude I thus, if that I might 
At Orleaunce som olde felaw find. 

That hath thise Mones mansions m mind. 

Or other magike natuiel above, 

He shuld wel make my brother have his lo^e. 

Foi with an apparence a cletk may make 
To mannes sight, that all the I’ockes blakc 
Of Bietaigne weie yvoidcd eveiich on, 

And shippes by the biinke comen and gon, 

And m swiche forme endure a day or two . 

Than were my bi other warished of his wo. 

Than must she nedes liolden hue behest, 

Or elles he shal shame hire at the lest*’ 

What shuld I make a longer tale of this ^ 

Unto his brothers bed he comcn is, 

And swiche comfoit he yaf him, fur to gon 
To Orleaunce, that he up stert anon, 

And on his way forthward than is he fare, 

In hope for to ben hssed of his care. 

Whan they weie come almost to that citec, 

But if It were a two furlong oi thicc, 

A yonge clerk loming by himself they motto, 
Which that in Latine thriftily hem gictto. 

And aftei that he sayd a wonder thing ; 

I know,” quod he, “ the cause of your com'ijg.” 
And or they foithcr any foole went, 

He told hem all that was in hu entont. 

This Breton clerk him axed of felawcs, 

The which he had yknowon in olde dawt*s. 

And he answered him that they dede were. 

For which he wept ful often many a t<*rc. 

Doun of his hors Aurelius light anon, 

And forth with this inagicien is gon 
Home to his hous, and made hem wol at cse; 

Hem lackeil no vitaiUe that might hem pIoM'. 

So wcl anaied hous as ihei was^on, 

Ainehus m his hf saw never non. 

He shewed him, or they went to soupcic, 
Forestes, parkes ful of wilde deie. 

Ther saw he hartes with hir homes hic. 

The gretest that were evt'rscen with eic. 

He saw of hem an hundred slain with houiuh s. 

And som with arwes blede of bitter woumh s* 

He saw, whan voided were the wildo dcro, 

Tluse fauconers upon a faire rivore. 

That with hir haukes ban the heron slain. 

Tho saw he knightes justen in a plain. 

And after this he did him swiche plosancc, 

That he him shewed his lady on a dance, 

On which himselven danced, as him thought. 

And whan this maister, that this magike w'io«ght» 
Saw it whs time, he clapped his hondcs two, 

And farewel, al the revel is ago. 
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And yet remued they never out of the hons, 

While they saw all thise sightes meiveillou^; 

But m his studie, thei his bookes be, 

They saten still, and no wight but they thiee. 

To him this maister called his squier, 

And sayd him thus, “ May we go to souper ^ 
Almost an houre it is, T undeitake, 

Sm I you bade our souper for to make, 

Whan that thise worthy men weuten with me 
Into my studie, ther my bookes be.” 

“ Sue,” quod this squier, ** whan it liketh you. 
It IS al redy, though ye wol right now.” 

“ Go we than soupe,” quod he, “ as for the best, 
Thise amoious folk somtime moste ban rest.” 

At after souper fell they m lielce 
What summe shuld this maisters guerdon be, 

To remue all the rockes of Bretaigne, 

And eke from Geiounde to the mouth of Same. 

He made it stiange, and swore, so God him save, 
Lesse than a thousand pound he wold not have. 
Ne gladly for that summe he wold not gon. 

Aurelius with blisful herte anon 
Answered thus j ** Fie on a thousand pound : 

This wide world, which that men sayii is round, 

I wold it yevc, if I were lord of it. 

This bargamc is ful-di ive, for we ben knit ; 

Ye shul be paied trewely by my trouth. 

But loketh, foi non negligence or slouth. 

Ye tarie us here no longer than to morwe ’’ [borwe ” 

Nay,” quod this clerk, “ have here my faith to 
To bed IS gon Aurelius whan him lest, 

And wel nigh all that night he had bis rest. 

What foi his labour, and his hope of blsse. 

His woful herte of penance had a lisbe. 

Upon the morne whan that it was day, 

To Bretaigne token they the righte wa}’’, 

Auielie, and this magicien hun beside, 

And ben descended ther they wold abide : 

And this was, as the bookes me remember. 

The colde frosty seson of December. 

Phebiis waxe old, and hewed like laton, 

That in his hote declination 

Shone as the burned gold, with stremes bright j 

But now m Capricorne adoun he light, 

Wlier as he shone ful pale, I dare wcl sain. 

The bitter fiostcs with the sleet and ram 
Dost! oyed ban the grene in every yerd. 

Janus sit by the fire with double herd, 

And drinketh of his bugle horn the wine: 

Befoin him stant biauuc of the tusked swiuc, 

And Nowel” crieth every lusty man. 

Aurelius in all that ever he can, 

Doth to his maister chere and reverence, 

And praieth hun to don his diligence 
To bnngeii him out of his pcines smerte, 

Oi with a swerd that he wold slit his herte. 

'riiis sotil clerk swichc routh hath on this man, 
That nigh I and day he apedeth him, that he can, 
To wait a time of his coiiclubion ; 

This IS to sayu, to make illusion, 

By swiche an apparence or joglcric, 

(I can no termes of astrologie) 

That she and every wight shuld wene and say, 
That of Bretaigne the roekes were away, 

Or ellcs they were sonkeii under ground. 

So at the la It h(} hath his time yfound 
To make his japes and lus wretchednessc 
Of swicho a supeistitious curseduesse* 

His tables 'I’olctancs f<.)rth ho brought 
Ful w'cl corrected, that ther lacked nought, 
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Nother his collect, ne his expans yeres, 

Nother his lotes, ne his other geres. 

As ben his centies, and his argumentes. 

And his propoitionel convenientes 
For his equations m every thing. 

And by his eighte speres m his werking. 

He knew ful wel how fer Alnath was shovfe 
Fro the bed of thilke fix Ancs above. 

That in the ninthe spere considered is. 

Ful sotilly he calculeJ all this. 

Whan he had found lus fiiste mansion, 

He knew the remenant by proportion ; 

And knew the rising of his Mone wel. 

And in whos face, and terme, and every del; 

And knew ful wel the Mones mansion 
Accordant to his operation; 

And knew also his other observances. 

For swiche illusions and swiche raeschances, 

As hethen folk used m thilke daies. 

For which no lenger maketh he delaies. 

But thnrgh his magike, for a day or tway. 

It semed all the rockes were away. 

Am ell us, which that despcired is, 

Whether he sbal han his love, or fare amis, 
Awaiteth night and day on this miracle : 

And whan he knew that ther was non obstacle, 
That voided were thi&e rockes eveiich on, 

Doun to his maisters feet he fell anon, 

And sayd ; “ I w'oful wretch Aurelius, 

Thanke you, my lord, and lady mm Venus, 

That me han holpen fro my caies cold.” 

And to the temple his way foith hath he hold, 
Theias he knew he shuld his lady see. 

And whan he saw his time, anon right he 
With drcdful herte and with ful humble chere 
Salued hath his soveraine lady dere. 

“ My rightful lady,” quod this woful man, 

“ Whom I most drede, and love, as I best can. 
And lothest were of all this wot id displese, 

N’ere it that I for you have swiche disese. 

That I must die here at your foot anon. 

Nought wold r tell how me is wo begon. 

But certes other must 1 die or platue ; 

Ye sle me gilteles for veray peine. 

But of my deth though that ye han no routh, 
Aviseth you, or that ye breko your trouth : 
■Repeuteth you for thilke God above, 

Or ye me sle, because that I you love. 

For, madame, wel ye wote what ye have bight ; 
Not that I chalenge any thing of right 
Of you, my soveraine lady, but of grace ; 

But m a gardin yond, in swiche a place, 

Ye wote right wel what ye behighten me, 

And in myn bond your trouthe plighten yc, 

To love me best , God wote ye saied so. 

Although that I unworthy be therto ; 

Madame, I speke it fur the honour of you. 

More than to save my hertes lif light now ; 

I have don so as ye commanded me. 

And if ye vouohesauf, ye may go see. 

Doth as you list, have your behest in mind, 

For quick or ded, right ther ye shul me find ; 

III you lith all to do me live or dey, 

But wcl I wote the rockes ben awey.” 

He taketh his leve, and she astonied stood j 
In al hue face n’as o drope of blood : 

She weued never han come in swiche a trappe. 

“ Alas ’ ” quod she, “ that ever this shuld hap 
For wend I never by possibiUtee, 

That swiche a monstre or mervaille might be; 
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It IS again the processe of nature.' 

And borne she goth a sorweful creature. 

For veray fere unnethes may she go. 

She wepeth, waileth all a day or two, 

And swouueth, that it routhe was to see : 

But why it was, to no wight tolde she, 

For out of toun was gon Aivigarus. 

But to hireself she spake, and saied thus, 

With face pale, and with ful sory chere. 

In hire complaint, as ye shul after here. 

*' Alas quod she, “ on thee, Fortune, I plain. 
That unware hast me wrapped in thy chain : 

Fio which to escapen, wote t no soccour, 

Sapf only deth, or elles dishonour: 

On of thise two behoveth me to chese. 
Butnatheles, yet had 1 lever lese 
My Ilf, than of my hody have a shame, 

Or know myselven false, or lese my namej 
And with my deth I may be quit ywis. 

Hath thei not many a noble wif or this, 

And many a maid yslame hireself, alas • 

Rather than with hire body don tiespas ? 

Yes certes; lo, thise stones here witnesses 
“ Whan thirty tyrants ful of cursednesse 
Had slam Phidon m Athens at the fest, 

They commanded his doughtren for to arrest, 
x\nd bringen hem beforne hem m despit 
Al naked, to fulfill hir foule debt; 

And in hir fadres blood they made hem dance 
Upon the pavement, God yeve hem mescliance. 
For which thise woful maidens ful of drede, 
Rather than they wold lese hir maidonhede, 

They prively ben stert into a welle, • 

And dremt hemselven, as the bookes telle. 

** They of Messene let enquere and teke 
Of Lacedomie fifty maidens eke, 

On which they wolden don hir lecherie : 

But ther was non of all that compagnie 
That she n’as slaine, and with a glad eiiient 
Chees rather for to dieri, than assent 
To ben oppressed of hire maidenhede. 

Why shuld I than to dien ben m drede ^ 

“ Lo eke the tyrant Aristoclides, 

That loved a maid hight Stimphalides, 

Whan that hire father slaine was on a night. 
Unto Dianes temple goth she right, 

And hente the image in hire handes two, 

Fro which image wold she never go, 

No wight hire handes might of it arrace, 

Til she was slaine right in the selve place, 

“ Now sin that maidens hadden swiche despit 
To be defouled with mannes foule debt, 

Wei ought a wif rather herselven sle. 

Than be defouled, as it tbmketh me. 

What shal I sayn of Hasdrubales wif, 

That at Cartage* beraft hireself hire lif ? 

For whan she saw that Romains wan the toun, 
She toke hire children all, and skipt adoun 
Into the fire, and chees rather to die. 

Than any Romain did hire vilanie. 

“ Hath not Lucrece y&laine hireself, alas ! 

At Rome, whan that she oppressed was 
Of Tarqiune!' for hire thought it was a shame 
To liven, whan she hadde lost hire name. 

The seven maidens of Milesie also 
Han slaine hemself foi veray drede and wo, 
Rather than folk of Gaule hem shuld oppresse. 

** Mo than a thousand stories, as I gesse, 
Coude I now tell as touching this matcre. 

** Whan Abradate was slain, his wif so derc 
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Hireselven slow, and let hue blood to glide 
In Abradates woundes, depe and wide, 

And sayd, my body at the leste way 
Ther shal no wight defoulen, if I may. 

“ What shuld I mo ensamples hereof sain ? 

Sin that so many ban hemselven slain 
Wei rather than they wold defouled be, 

I wol conclude that it is bet for me 
To sle myself than be defouled thus. 

I wol be trewe unto Arviragus, 

Or elles sle myself m some manere, 

As did Demotiones doughter dere, 

Because she wolde not defouled be. 

“ O Sedasus, it is ful gret pitce 
To reden how thy doughtren died, alas ! 

That slowe hemselven for swiche maner cas. 

As gret a pitee was it 01 wel more, 

The Theban maiden, that for Nichanoie 
Hircselven slow, right for swiche maneie wo. 
Anothei Theban may den did right so, 

For on of Macedoine had hue oppressed, 

She with hue deth hire maidenhed redressed. 

“ What shal 1 sam of Nicerates wif, 

! That fur swiche cas beraft hireself hire lif ? 

! “ How tiewe was eke to Alcibiadcs 

His love, that foi to dien rather checs, 

Than for to sufl*ie his body unbuucd be ? 

** Lo, which a wif was Alcestc eke (quod she) 
What sayth Homere of good Penelope ^ 

All Grece knoweth of hire chastitce. 

“ Paide of Laodomia is written thus. 

That whan at Troyc was slam, Prothesilaus, 

No lenger wolde she live after his day, 

“ The same of noble Portia tell I may; 
Withouten Brutus coude she not live, 

To whom she had all hoi hire herte yeve. 

“ The parfit wifhood of Artemisie 
Honoured is thurghoiit all Barbaiie. 

“ O Teuta quene, tiiy wifly chastiiec 
To alle wives may a mirrour bo.*^ 

I’hus plained Doiigene a clay or twey, 

Purposing ever that she wolde dey ; 

But natheles upon the thirdde night 
Home came Arviragus, the worthy knight, 

And axed hire why that she weep so sore : 

And she gan wepen ever lenger the more. 

“ Alas,’’ quod she, ** that ever I was yborno ! 
Thus have I said,” (quod she) ‘*thus have I swomc.” 
And told him all, as ye have herd before; 

It nedeth not reherse it you no more. 

This hushond with glad chere in frcndly wise 
Answerd and sayd, as I shal you devise 
“ Is thei ought elles, Dongene, but this?” 

“ Nay, nay,” quod she, ** God heipe me so, as wis 
This is to much, and it were Goddes will.” 

“ Ye, wif,” quod he, ** let slcpen that is still, 

It may be wel paraventure yet to-day. 

Ye shal your trouthc holclen by my fay. 

For God so wisly have mercy on me, 

I had wel lever si iked for to be, 

For veray lovo which that I to you have, 

But if ye shuld your trouthe kepe and save. 

Tiouth IS the hiest thing that man may kepe.” 

But with that word he brast anon to wepe, 

And sayd ; “ I you forbede on peine of deth. 

That never while you lasteth lif or breth. 

To no wight tell yc this misaventurc. 

As I may best I wol my wo endure. 

Nc make no contenance of hcvincssc, 

That folk of you may demon lurnic or gcp« 
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And forth he cleped a squier and a maid. 

“ Goth forth anon with Dorigene/’ he said, 

“ And bnngeth hire to swiche a place anon ” 

They take hir leve, and on hir way they gon : 

But they ne wisten why she thider went, 

She n’olde no wight tellen h^re entent. 

This squier, which that highte Aureliu*!, 

On Dorigene that was so amorous, 

Of aventuie happed hire to mete 

Amid the toun, right in the quikkest strete, 

As she was boun to go the way forthright 
Toward the gardin, thci as she had hight. 

And he was to the gardmward also ; 

Por wel he spied whan she wolde go 
Out of hire hous, to any maner place : 

But thus they met of aventure or giace, 

And he salued hire with glad entent. 

And axeth of hire whiderwaid she went. 

And she answered, half as she were mad, 

** Unto the gardm, as myn husbond bad. 

My trouthe for to hold, alas * alas 
Aurelius gan wondren on this cas, 

And 111 his herte had gi’et compassion 
Of hire, and of hire lamentation, 

And of Arviiagus the worthy knight, 

That bad hire holdcu all that she had hight. 

So loth him was his wif shuld broke hire tiouthe. 
And in his herte he caught of it gret routhe. 
Considering the b(‘st on evciy side, 

'riiat fio his lust yetweie him lever abide. 

Than do so high a chcilish wi etchediiesse 
Ageins fraunchise, and alle gentillesse, 

Por which m fewe wordes sayd he thus. 

Aladame, say to your lord Arviiagus, 

That sm 1 see the grete gentillesse 
Ot h'm, and eke I see wcl your di&tresse, [louthe) 
That him were lever have shame (and that were 
'fhan ye to me shuld breken thus your trouthe, 

I hadde wel lever ever to sufFren wo, 

Than to depart the love betwix you two. 

T you rclese, madame, into your bond 
Cimt every bcuremont and every bond. 

That ye lun made to me, as herebefoine, 

Sin thilke time that ye were yborae. 

Have here my trouthe, I shal you never rcpicve 
Of no behest, and hcie T take my love. 

As of the ticwcst and the beste wif, 

That ever yet I knew in all my lif.” 

But every wif beware of hire behest, 

On Dorigene remembreth at the lest. 

Thus can a squier don a gentil dede, 

As wel as can a knight, withouten dredc. 

She thanketh him upon hire knees baic. 

And home unto hire husbond is she tare, 

And told him all, as ye han herd me sayd : 

And, trusteth me, he was so wcl apayd, 

That it were impossible me to write. 

What shuld I lenger of this cas enditc ? 
Aiviragus and Dorigene his wif 
In soveramc bhsse leden forth hir lif, 

Never eft nc was ther anger hem betwciic , 

Ite cherished liire as though she were a quene. 
And bhc was to him trewe for evermore: 

Of thisc two folk yc get of me no more. 

Aurelius, that his cost hath all foilomc, 
Curseth the time, that ever he was home. 

** Alas 1” quod ho, “ alas that I bchight 
Of pared gold a thousand pound of wight 
Unto this philosopher ’ how shal 1 do ? 

J see no more, but that I am fordo. 


Min heritage mote I nedes sell, 

And ben a begger, here I n’lll not dwell, 

And shamen all my kinrede in this place. 

But I of him may geten better grace. 

But natheles I wol of him assay 
\t ceitam daies ycre by yere to pay. 

And thaake him of his grete curtesie. 

My tiouthe wol I kepe, I wol not lie.” 

VVith herte soie he goth unto his cofre. 

And biouglite gold unto thib philosophre, 

The value of five bundled pound I gesse. 

And him besecheth of his gentillesse 
To giaunt him daies of the remenaimt, 

And sayde , “ Maister, I dare wel make avaunt, 

I faillcd never of my trouthe ab yet. 

For sikei ly my dette shal be quit 
Towardcs you, how so that ever I fare 
To gon a begging in my kirtle baie : 

But wold ye vouchen sauf upon seuitee 
Two yere or three for to respiten me. 

Than weie I wel, for elles mote I sell 
Mm heritage, ther is no more to tell.” 

This philosophre sobrely answerd, 

And saied thus, whan he thise wordes herd; 

Have I not holden covenant to tnee 
** Yes certes, wel and tiewely,” quod he. 

“ Hast thou not had thy lady as thee liketh 
“ No, no,” quod he, and soiwefully he siketh. 

“ What was the cause ^ tell me if thou can.” 

Am elms his tale anon began. 

And told him all as ye han herd befoie, 

It nedeth notreherse it any moie. 

He sayd, Arviragus of gentillesse 
Had lever die in sorwe and m distresse, 

Than that his wif, were of hire trouthe fals.” 

The sorwe of Dongene he told him als, 

How loth hire was to ben a wicked wif, 

And that she lever had lost that day hire lif ; 

And that hei trouth she swore thuigh innocence j ^ 
She never erst hadde herd speke of apparence: 

“ That made me han of hire so gret pitee, 

And right as freely as he sent hire to me. 

As freely sent I hire to him again : 

This IS all and som, ther n’ls no more to sain.” 

The philosophre answerd; “ Leve brother, 
Evench of you did gentilly to other ; 

Thou art a squier, and he is a knight, 

But God foibede for his blisful might, 

But if a cleik coud don a gentil dede 
As wel as any of you, it is no drede. 

“ Sire, I relese thee thy thousand pound, 

As thou light now were crope out of the ground, 
Ne nevei er now ne haddest knowen me. 

For, sire, I wol not take a peny of thee 
For all my craft, ne nought for my travaille : 
Thou hast ypaied wel for my vitaille. 

It is ynough, and faiewel, have good day.” 

And toke bis hors, and forth he goth his way. 

Lordings, this question wold I axen now, 

Which was the moste free, as thinketh you ? 

Now telleth me, or that ye further wende. 

I can no more, my tale is at an ende. 
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Ye, let that passen,” quod our Hoste, “ as noi - 
“ Sire Doctour of Physike, I prey you, 

Tell us a tale of som honest matere.” 

“ It shal be don, if that ye wol it here,” 
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Said this Doctour, and his tale began anon. 

“ Now, good men,” quod he, “ heikeneth everich 
on.” 
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Ther was, as tclleth Titus Livius, 

A knight, that cleped was Vlrginius, 

Fulfilled of honour and worthinesse, 

And stiong of fiendes, and of gret richesse. 

This knight a doughter hadde by his wif : 
No cbildieii had he mo in all his lif. 

Faire was this maid in exnellent beau tee 
Aboven eveiy wight that man may see: 

For Nature hath with soveraine diligence 
Yfonned hire in so gret excellence. 

As though she wolde sayn, Lo, I Nature, 
Thus can I forme and peint a creature, 

Whan that me list ; who can me contrefete? 
Pigmalion ^ not, though he ay forge and bete, 
Oi grave, or peinte: for I daie wel sain, 
Apelles, Xeiixis, shulden werche in vam. 

Other to giave, or peinte, or foige, or bete, 

If they persumed me to contrefete. 

For he that is the former principal, 

Hath maked me his vicaire general 
To forme and peinten erthly creatures 
Bight as me list, and eche thing m my cure is 
Under the Mone, that may wan and waxe. 
And for my werk right nothing wol 1 axe j 
My lord and I ben ful of on accord. 

I made hire to the worship of my lord ; 

So do I all mm other creatures, 

What colour that they han, or what figures.” 
Thus semeth me that Nature wolde say. 

This maid of age twelf yere was and tway, 
In which that Nature hadde swiche debt. 

^For right as she can peint a lily whit 
And led a rose, right with swiche peinture 
She peinted hath this noble creatuie 
Er she was borne, upon fane limmes free, 
Wheras by light swicne colonis shulden be: 
And Phebus died hath hire tresses giete, 

Like to the stremes of his binned hete. 

And if that excellent were hire beautee, 

A thousand fold more vertuous was she. 

In hire ne lacked no condition, 

That is to preise, as by discretion* 

As wel in gost as body, chast was she j 
For which she floured m vngmitee. 

With all humilitee and abstinence. 

With all attemperance and patience, 

With mesure eke, of bering and array. 
Discrete she was m answering alway, 

Though she were wise as Pallas, daie I sain, 
Hire fhcounde eke ful womanly and plain, 

No contrefeted termes hadde she 
To semen wise ; but after hire degiee 
She spake, and all hue wordes more and Icsse 
Souning ill vertue and in gentillesse. 

Shamefast she was in maidens shamefastnesse, 
Constant in herte, and ever in besinessc 
To diive hire out of idel slogardie: 

Bacchus had of hire mouth right no maistric. 
For wine and youthe don Venus encrese, 

As men in fiie wol casten oile and grese. 

And of hire owen vertue unconstreined, 

She hath hireself ful often sike yfeined, 
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For that she wolde fleen the compagnie, 

Wher likely was to tieten of folie. 

As IS at festes, at revels, and at dances. 

That ben occasions of daliances. 

Swiche thinges maken children for to be 
To sone ripe and bold, as men may see, 

Which is fill perilous, and hath ben yore 5 
For al to sone may she lernen lore 
Of boldnesse, whan she woxcii is a wif. 

And ye maistresses in your olde lif, 

That lordes doughteis han m governance, 

Ne taketh of my wordes displesance . 

Thmketh that ye ben set in governinges 
Of lordes donghters, only for two thmges 
Other for ye han kept your honestee, 

Or elles for ye han fallen m freeltee. 

And knowen wel ynough the olde dance, 

And han forsaken fully swiche meschance 
For evermo : theifore for Cristes sake 
To teche hem veitue loke that ye ne slake. 

A theef of venison, that hath forlaft. 

His likerousnesse, and all his olde craft. 

Can kepe a foicst best of any man : 

Now kepi'th hem wel, for if yc wol ye can, 

Loke wel, that ye unto no vice assent, 

Lest ye be damned for your wikke entent, 

For who so doth, a traytoui is certain: 

And taketh kepc of that I shall you sain 5 
Of alle treson soveraine pestilence 
Is, whan a wight betrayeth innocence. 

Ye fathers, and ye mothers eke also. 

Though ye han childi en, be it on or mo. 

Your IS the charge of all hir smveance, 

While that they ben under your governance, 
Beth ware, that by cnsample of your living, 

Or by your negligence in chastising, 

That they ne perish: for I dare wel saye, 

If that they don, yc shul it deie abcyc. 

Undei a shepheul soft and negligent. 

The wolf hath many a shepe and lamb to-rent, 

Sufficeth tli'S cnsample now as here, 

For I mote turnc agen to my matcie. 

This maid, of which I tell my talc oxpresse, 

She kej)t hireself, hire neded no maistrcssc; 

For in hire living maidens mighten rede. 

As in a book, every good word and dede. 

That longcth to a maiden vertuous : 

She was so prudent and so bounteous. 

For which the fame out sprong on every side . 
Both of hire beautee and hire bountee wide j 
That thurgh the lond they prcised hire cch one. 
That loved vertue, sauf envic alone, 

That sory is of other mannes welo, 

And glad is of his sorw'e and his unhole. 

The Doctoui maketh this dcscnptioun. 

This maiden on a day went in the toim 
Toward a temple, with hire moUici 
As IS of yonge maidens the inanere. 

Now was thoi than a justice in that tout), 

That governour was of tliat regioun: 

And so befell, this jugc his cycn cast 
Upon this maid, avi',u)g hire ful fast. 

As she came foith by ther this jugc stood : 

Anon his herte cliangcd and Ins mood, 

So was he caught with beautee of thus maid, 

And to himself ful prively he said, 

“ This maiden shal be mm for any man.” 

Anon the fend into bis herte lan, 

And taught him sodcniy, that he by sleight 
This maiden to his purpos wmnen might. 
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Foi certes, by no foice, ne by no mode, 

Him thought he was not able for to spede ; 

For she was strong of frendes, and eke she 
Confermed was in swiche soveraine bountee. 

That wel he wist he might hire never winne. 

As for to make hire with hire body sinne. 

For which with gret deliberatioun 
He sent after a cheil was in the toun, 

The which he knew for sotil and for bold. 

This juge unto this cherl his tale hath told 
la secree wise, and made him to ensuie. 

He shulde tell it to no creature, 

And if he did, he shulde lese his hede. 

And whan assented was this cursed rede. 

Glad was the juge, and maked him gret chere. 

And yaf him yeftes precious and dere. 

Whan shapen was all hir conspiracie 
Fro point to point, how that his lecherie 
Parformed shulde be ful sotil ly, 

As ye shul here it after openly. 

Home goth this cherl, that hightc Claudius. 

This fedse juge, that highte Appius, 

(So was his name, for it is no fable. 

But knowen for an historical thing notable ^ 

The sentence of it soth is out of doute) 

This false juge goth now fastaboute 
To hasten his debt all that he may. 

And so befell, sone after on a day 
This false juge, as telleth us the stone. 

As he was wont, sat m his consistorie, 

And yaf his domes upon sondiy cas j 
This false cherl came forth a ful gret pas> 

And saide , Lord, if that it be your will, 

As doth me ught upon this pitous bill, 

In which I plaine upon Virginius. 

And if that he wol sayu it is not thus, 

I wol it preve, and finden good witnesse, 

That soth is that my bille wol expresse.’' 

The juge answerd, “ Of this in his absence 
I may not yeve deffinitif sentence. 

Let don him call, and I wol gladly here^ 

Thou Shalt have right, and no wrong as now here.’^ 
Virginius came to wete the juges will, 

And right anon was red this cursed bill; 

The sentence of it was as ye shul here. 

“ To you, my lord sire Appius so dere, 

Shewcth your poure servant Claudius, 

How that a knight called Virginius, 

Agein the lawe, agein all equitee, 

Holdeth, expresse agem the will of me. 

My servant, which that is my thral by light, 
Which fiom min hous was stolen on a night 
Wliile that she was ful yong, I wol it preve 
By witnesse, lord, so that it you not greve; 

She n’is his doughter nought, what so ho say. 
Wherfore to you, my lord the juge, I pray ; 

Velde me my thral, if that it be your will.’' 

Lo, this was all the sentence of his bill. 

Virginius gan upon the cherl behold ; 

But hastily, cr he his tale told, 

And wold han proved it, as shuld a knight, 

And eke by witnessing of many a wight, 

That all was false, that said his adversary. 

This cursed juge wolde nothing tary, 

Ne here a woid more of Virginius, 

But yave his jugement, and saide thus. 

1 deme auon this cherl his servant have i 
'Fhou Shalt no longer in thm hous hire save. 

Go bring hire forth, and put hire in our ward. 
The cherl shal have his thral ; thus 1 award/' 


And whan this worthy knight Virginius, 

Thurgh sentence of this justice Appius, 

Muste by foice his dere doughter yeven 
Unto the juge, in lecherie to liven, 

He goth him home, and set him in his hall, 

And let anon his dere doughter call : 

And with a face ded as ashen cold, 

Upon hire humble face he gan behold, 

With fadies pitee stiking thurgh his herte, 

A1 wold he from his purpos not converte. 

Doughter,” quod he, “ Viiginia by thy name, 
Ther ben two waies, other deth or shame. 

That thou must suffre, alas that I was bore 1 
For nevei thou deseivedest wherfoie 
To dien with a s>werd or with a knif. 

O dere doughter, ender of my lif. 

Which I have fostred up with swiche plesance. 
That thou were never out of my remembrauce ; 

O doughter, which that art my laste wo. 

And in my lif my laste joye also, 

O gemme of chastitee, in patience 

Take thou thy deth, for this is my sentence ; 

For love and not for hate thou must be ded. 

My pitous bond must smiten of thin hed. 

Alas that ever Appius thee say ! 

Thus hath he falsely juged thee to-day.” 

And told hue b 11 the cas, as ye before 
Han herd, it nedeth not to tell it more, 

“ O mercy, dere fathei,” quod this maid. 

And with that word she both hire armes laid 
About his necke, as she was wont to do, 

(The teres brast out of hire eyen two,) 

And said, “ 0 goode father, shal I die> 

Is ther no grace ? is ther no remedie 
“ No certes, dere doughter min,” quod he, 

" Than yeve me leiser, fether mm,” quod she, 

“ My deth for to complaine a litel space:” 

For parde Jepte yave hfis doughter giace 
For to complaine, or he hire slow, alas ’ 

And God it wot, nothing was hire trespas. 

But for ^Jie ran hire father first to see. 

To welcome him with gret solempnitee.” 

And with that word she fell aswoune anon. 

And aftei, whan hire swouning was agon, 

She riseth up, and to hire father said : 

Blessed be God, that I shall die a maid. 

Yeve me my deth, or that I have a shame. 

Doth with your child your wille a goddes name.” 
And with that word she praied him ful oft. 

That with his swerd he wolde smite hire soft ; 

And with that word, aswoune again she fell. 

Hire father, with ful sorweful herte and will. 

Hire hed of smote, and by the top it bent, 

And to the juge he gan it to present. 

As he sat yet in dome in consistone. 

And whan the juge it saw, as saith the stone. 
He bad to take him, and anhang him fast 
But nght anon a thousand peple in thrast 
To save the knight, for routh and for pitee, 

For knowen was the false iniquitee. 

The peple anon had suspect in this thing 
By mauer of the cherles chalenging. 

That It was by the assent of Appius ; 

They wisten wel that he was lecherous. 

For which unto this Appius they goii, , 

And caste him m a prison right anon, 

Wheras he slow himself: and Claudius, 

That servant was uuto this Appius, 

Was demed for to hange upon a tree; 

Bat that Virginius of his pitee 
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So prayed for him, that he "was exiled, 

And elles certes had he ben begiled: 

The remcnant weie anhanged, more and lesse, 
That were consentant of this cursednesse. 

Here men may see how sin hath his mente : 
Beth ware, for no man wot whom God wol smite 
In no degree, ne in which maner wise 
The worme of conscience may agiise 
Of wicked Ilf, though it so pnvee be. 

That no man wote therof, sanf God and he: 

Bor be he lewed man or elles lered, 

He n’ot how sone that he shal ben afered. 
Therfore I rede you this conseil take, 

Forsaketh sinne, or sinne you forsake. 


THE PARDONERES PROLOGUE. 

OtJR Hoste gan to swere as he were wood ; 

Harow •” (quod he) “ by nailes and by blood. 
This was a false cherl, and a false justice. 

As shameful deth as heite can devise. 

Come to thise juges and hii advocas. 

Algale this sely maide is slam, alas’ 

Alas ’ to deie abought she hire beauteo. 

Wherfore I say, that al day man may see. 

That yeftes of foitune and of nature 
Ben cause of deth to many a creature. 

Hiie beautee was hire deth, I dare wel sain j 
Alas ’ so pitously as she was slam. 

Of bothe yeftes, that I speke of now, 

Men han ful often more for harm than prow. 

“ But trewelv, min owen maister dere, 

This was a pitous tale for to heie : 

But nathcles, passe over, is no force. 

I pray to God so save thy gentil corps. 

And eke thyn urinals, and thy jordanes, 

Thin Ypocras, and eke thy Gahanes, 

And every boist ful of thy letuane, 

God blesse hem and our lady Seinte Mane. 

So mote I the, thou ait a piopie man, 

And like a prelat by Seint Roman j 
Said I not wel ? J cannot speke in teiine 5 
But wel I wot, thou dost mm herte to erme, 

That 1 have almost caught a cardiacle : 

By coipus domm but I have triacle, 

Or dies a draught of moist and corny ale. 

Or but I here anon a mery tale, 

Myn herte is lost for pitee of this maid. 

Thou bel amy, thou Pardoner,” he said, 

Tel us som mirth of japes right auon.’* 

** It shal be don,” quod he, “ by Seint Ronion. 
** But first” (quod he) “ heie at this ale-stake 
I wol both dnnke, and biten on a cakc.'^ 

But right anon thise gentiles gan to crie ; 

“ Nay, let him tell us of no nbaudne. 

Tell us som moral thing, that we mow leie, 

Som wit, and thanne wol we gladly here/ 

I giaunte ywis,” quod he, “ but I must thinke 
Upon som honest thing, while that I drinke.'' 


THE PARDONERES TALE. 

Lordings, quod he, in cbirche whan I preche, 
I peine me to have an hautein speche, 

And ring it out, as round as goth a bell, 

For I can all by rote that I tell. 


My teme is alway on, and ever was. 

Radix maloi urn esf cupidilas. 

First I pronounce whennes that I come, 

And than my bnlles shew I all and some : 

Our liege loides sele on my patente. 

That shew I first my body to waiiente, 

That no man be so bold, ne preest iie clerk, 

Me to distuibe of Cristes holy wcik 
And after that than tell I forth my tales. 

Bulles of popes, and of caidmales, 

Of patriarkes, and bishoppes I shewe, 

And in Latin 1 speke a wordes fewc. 

To saffron with my predication, 

And for to stere men to devotion. 

Than shew I forth my longe ciistal stones, 
Ycrammed ful of cloutes and of bones, 
they ben, as wcnen they echon. 
have I in laton a shuldei bone, 

WhJSti that w'as of an holy Jewes shcpe. 

“ Good men,” say I, “take of my woides kepe 
If that this bone be washe in any well. 

If cow, or calf, or shepe, or oxe swell, 

That any worm hath etc, 01 worm ystonge, 

Take water of that well, and wash his tonge, 

And It IS hole anon . and foithermoic 
Of pockes, and of scab, and every soie 
Shal every shepe be hole, that of this well 
Dnnketh a draught; take kepe of that I tell. 

“ If that the good man, that the bestes owetli, 
Wol every weke, or that the cok him crow'cth, 
Fasting ydrinken of this well a draught. 

As thilke holy Jew our eldrcs taught, 

His bestes and his store shal multiphe. 

And, sires, also it heleth jalousie. 

For though a man be falle in jalous rage, 

Let maken with this water his potage, 

And never shal he moie his wif miatrist, 

Though he the soth of hiic defaiite wdst; 

Al had she taken preestes two or three. 

“ Here is a mitaine eke, that ye may see: 

He that his hand wol put m this mitaine, 

He shal have multiplying of his grame. 

Whan he hath sowen, be it wlicto or otes, 

So that he offer pens or elles gtotes. 

“ And, men and women, o thing wame I you : 
If any wight be in this chirebe now, 

That bath don sinne horrible, so that he 
Dare not for shame of it yshnven be : 

Or any woman, be she yong or old, 

That hath ymade hire busbond cokewokl, 

Swiche folk shul han no power ne no giace 
To offer to my relikes m this place. 

And who so findeth him out of swiche blame. 

He wol come up and offer in Goddes name, 

And I assoyle him by the authoritce, 

Which that by biille ygranted was to me.” 

By this gaude hav^o I wonnen yerc by yere 
An bundled maik, sin I was pardonerc. 

I stonde like a clerk m my pulpet, 

And whan the lewed peple is doun yset, 

I pieche so as ye hau herd before, 

And tell an himdicd false japes more. 

1’han peine I me to stretchen forth my necke, 

And est and west upon the pcplc 1 becke, 

As doth a dove, sitting upon a beme : 

Myn hondes and my tonge gon so yeme, 

That It is joye to see my besinesse. 

Of avarice and of swiche cuisednesse 
Is all my preching, for to make hem free 
To yeve hir pens, and namely unto me. 
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For mm entente is not but for to -winne. 

And nothing for correction of sinne. 

I recke never whan that they be bened. 

Though that hir soules gon a blake bened. 

For certes many a predication 
Cometh oft time of evil entention ; 

Som for plesance of folk, and flatene. 

To ben avanced by hypocrisie , 

And som for vaine glorie, and som for hate. 

For whan I dare non other wayes debate, 

Than wol I sting him with my tonge smeite 
In preching, so that he shal not asterte 
To ben defamed falsely, if that he 
Hath tiespased to my brethren or to me. 

For though I telle not his propre name. 

Men shal wel knowen that it is the same 
By signes, and by other circumstances. 

Thus quite 1 folk, that don us displesances : 

Thus spit I out my venime under hewe ’ 

Of holinesse, to seme holy and tiewe. 

But shortly min entente I wol devise, 

I preche of nothing but for covetise. 

Therfoie my teme is yet, and ever was, 

Radax malorum est cupiditas. 

Thus can I preche again the same vice 
Which that I use, and that is avarice. 

But though myself be gilty in that sinne, 

Yet can I maken other folk to twinne 
From avarice, and soie hem to repente. 

But that is not my piincipal entente , 

I pieche nothing but for covetise. 

Of this matere it ought ynough suffise. 

Than tell I hem cnsamples many on 
Of olde stories longc time agon. 

Foi lewed peple loven tales oldej 
Swiche thinges can they wel report and holdc. 
What ? trowen ye, that whiles I may preche 
And winnen gold and silver for I teche. 

That I wol live in poverte wilfully ? 

Nay, nay, I thought it never trewely. 

For I wol preche and beg m aondry londes, 

1 wol not do no labour with min hondes, 

Ne make baskettes for to live therby, 

Because I wol not beggeu idelly. 

I wol non of the apostles contrefete : 

I wol have money, wolle, chese, and whete, 

A1 were it yeven of the poorest page. 

Or of the pourest widewe m a village: 

A1 sbuldc hire children sterven for famine. 

Nay, I wold drinke the licour of the vine. 

And have a joly wenche m every toun. 

But herkeneth, lordings, in concUisioun, 

Your liking is that 1 shal tell a tale. 

Now 1 have dronke a draught of corny ale. 

By God I hope I shall yon tell a thing, 

That shal by reson ben at your liking: 

For though myself be a ful vicious mau, 

A moral tale yet I you tellen can. 

Which I am wont to prechen, for to winne. 

Now hold your pees, my tale 1 wol beginne. 

In Flandres whilom was a compagnie 
Of yongc folk, that haunteden folie. 

As hasard, not, stowes, and tavemes ; 

Wheras with harpes, lutes, and gitemes, 

They dance and plaie at dis bothe day and night, 
And etc also, and drmke over hir might ; 

Thurgh which they don the Devil sacrifice 
Within the Devils temple, m cursed wise, 

By superfluitee abhominable, 

Hir othes ben so gret and so damnable. 


That It is grisly for to here hem swere. 

Our blisful Lordes body they to-tere j 
Hem thought the Jewes rent him not jmough j 
And eche of hem at others sinne lough 
And right anon in comen tombesteres 
Fetis and smale, and yonge fruitfcsteres, 

Singers with harpes, baudes, wafereies. 

Which ben the veray Devils officeres, 

To kindle and blow the fire of lecherie, 

That IS annexed unto glotonie. 

The holy writ take I to my witnesse. 

That luxune is in wine and dronkenesse, 

Lo, how that dronken Loth unkindely 
Lay by his daughters two unwetmgly, 

So dronke he was he n’lste what he wrought. 
Herodes, who so wel the stories sought. 

Whan he of wine leplete was at his feste, 

Right at his owen table he yave his heste 
To sleen the Baptist John ful gilteles. 

Seneca saith a good word douteles: 

He saith he can no difference find 
Betwix a man that is out of his mind. 

And a man whiche that is dronkelew : 

But that woodnesse, yfallen in a shrew, 
Persevereth lenger than doth dronkenesse. 

O glotonie, full of cursednesse j 
O cause first of our confusion, 

O original of our damnation, 

Til Crist had bought us with his blood again. 
Loketh, how dere, shortly foi to sain, 

Abought was thilke cuised vilanie: 

Corrupt was all this world for glotome 
Adam oui father, and his wif also. 

Fro Paradis, to labour and to wo, 

Were dnven for that vice, it is no drede. 

For while that Adam fasted, as I rede, 

He was in Paradis, and whan that he 
Ete of the fruit defended on a tree, 

Anon he was out cast to wo and peine. 

O glotonie, on thee wel ought us plaine. 

O, wist a man how many maladies 
Folwen of excesse and of glotonies. 

He wolde ben the more mesurable 
Of his diete, sitting at his table. 

Alas * the shorte throte, the tendie mouth, 
Maketh that est and west, and north and south. 
In erthe, m air, m water, men to-swinke. 

To gete a gloton deintee mete and dnnke. 

Of this matere, O Poule, wel canst thou trete. 
Mete unto wombe, and wombe eke unto mete 
Shal God destroien bothe, as Paulus saith. 
Alas^ a foulc thing is it by my faith 
To say this word, and fouler is the dede, 

Whan man so drinketh of the white and, rede. 
That of his throte he maketh his privee 
Thurgh thilke cursed superfluitee. 

The Apostle saith weping ful pitously, 

Ther walken many, of which you told have I, 

I say it now weping with pitous vois. 

That they ben enemies of Cristes crois: 

Of whiche the end is deth, womb is hir God. 

O wombe, O belly, stinking is thy cod, 
Fulfilled of dong and of corniptioun ; 

At either end of thee foule is the soun. 

How gret labour and cost is thee to find ! 

Thise cokes how they stamp, and strein, 
grind, 

And tumen substance into accident. 

To fulfill all thy likerous talent ! 

Out of the harde bones knocken they 
The mary, for they casten nought away. 
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That may thurgh the gullet soft and sote . 

Of spicene, of leef, of barke, and rote, 

Shal ben his sause ymaked by debt 
To make him yet a newer appetit. 

But certes be, that haunted swiche delices. 

Is ded, while that he liveth in tho vices, 

A lecherous thing is wine, and dronkenesse 
Is ful of stnving and of wretched nesse. 

O dronken man, disfiguied is thy face. 

Sour IS thy breth, foul art thou to enbiace: 

And thurgh thy dronken nose someth the soun. 

As though thou saidest ay, “ Sampsoun, Sampsoun 
And yet, go wot, Sampsoun dronk never no wine. 
Thou fallest, as it were a stiked swine : 

Thy tonge is lost, and all thin honest cure, 

For dronkenesse is veray sepulture 
Of mannes wit, and his disci etion. 

In whom that drink hath domination, 

He can no conseil kepe, it is no drede. 

Now kepe you fro the white and fro the rede. 

And namely fro the white wine of Lepe, 

That IS to sell in Fishstrete and in Chepe. 

This wine of Spaigne crepeth subtilly 
In other wines growing faste by. 

Of which ther riseth swiche fumositee, 

That whan a man hath dionken draughtes three. 
And weneth that he be at home m Chepe, 

He is in Spaigne, right at the toun of Lepe, 

Not at the Rochell, ne at Burdeiix tounj 

And thanne wol he say, ** Sampsoun, Sampsoun.” 

But herkeneth, loidmgs, o woid, lyou pray, 
That all the soverame actes, dare 1 say, 

Of victories in the Olde Testament, 

Thurgh veray God, that is omnipotent. 

Were don in abstinence and in prayeie: 

Loketh the Bible, and thei ye mow it Icie. 

Loke Attila, the gret conquerour, 

Died in lus slepe, with shame and dishonour, 
Bleding ay at his nose m dronkenesse: 

A eapitaine shuld live in sobienesse. 

And over all this, aviseth you rght wcl, 

What was commanded unto Lamuel ^ 

Not Samuel, but Lamuel say I. 

Bedeth the Bible, and find it expresly 

Of wine yevmg to hem that have justice. i 

No more of this, for it may wel suffice. 

And now that I have spoke of glotome, • 

Now wol 1 you defenden hasardne. I 

Hasard is veray moder of lesinges, 

And of deceite, and cursed forsweringes : 
Blaspheming of Ciist, manslaughter, and wast also 
Of catel, and of time, aud foi thermo 
It IS repreve, and contrary of honour, 

Foi to ben hold a commun hasardoui. 

And ever the higher ho is of estat, 

The more he is holden desolat. 

If that a piiuce useth hasardene, 

In alle governance and policie 
He is, as by commun opinion, 

Yhold the lesse in leputation. 

Stilbon, that was a wise embassadour, 

Was sent to Corinth with ful gret honour 
Fro Calidone,,to mak'en hem alliance: 

And whan he came, it happed him par cJiance, 

That ail the gretest that were of that lond 
Yplaymg atte hasard he hem fund. 

For which, as sone as that it mighte be, 

He stale him home agem to his contree, 

And sayde ther, I wol not lese my name, 

Ne wol not take on me so gret defame, 
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You for to allie unto non hasardoui s. 

Sendeth som other wiseembassadouib. 

For by my tiouthe, me were levei die, 

Than I you shuld to hasardours allie. 

For ye, that ben so glorious in hououis, 

Shal not allie you to non hasardours, 

As by my wille, ne as by my tretee.’* 

Tliis wise philosophere thus sayd he. 

Loke eke how to the king Demetrius 
The king of Parthes, as the book sayth us, 

Sent him a pair of dis of gold m scorne. 

For he had used hasard therbefome: 

For which he held his gloiy and his renoun 
At no value or reputatioun. 

Lordes may finden other maner play 
Honest ynough to drive the day away. 

Now wol I Speke of others false and greto 
A word or two, as olde bookes tiete. 

Gret swenng is a thing abhominable, 

And false swering is yet more reprevable^ 

The highe God forbad sweiing at al, 

Witnesse on Mathew : but in special 
Of swenng sayth the holy Jeremic, 

Thou shalt swere sotli thin othes, and not lie , 

And swere m dome, and eke in iightwisiiesse ; 

But idel swenng is a cuisednesse. 

Behold and see that in the firste table 
Of highe Goddes hestes honourable, 

How that the second best of him is this, 

Take not the name in idel or amis. 

Lo, rather he forbedeth swiche swering, 

Than homicide, or many an other thing. 

I say that as by ordre thus it stondeth j 
This knoweth he that his hestes understondetb. 
How that the second best of God is that 
And forthennoie, I wol thee tell all plat, 

That vengeance shal not parten from his hous, 
That of his othes is outrageous- ■ 

“ By Goddes precious heite, and by his nailcs, 
And by the blood of Ciist, that is m Hailes, 

Seven is my chance, and thin is cink aud treye : 

By Goddes ai mes, if tliou falsely plcye, 

I This dagger shal thurgbout thin herte go.” 

I This fruit cometh of the bicchel bones two, 
Forswering, he, falsenesse, and homicide. 

I Now for the love of Cnst that for us didc, 

I Leteth your othes, bothe gret aud smale. 

But, sires, now wol I tell you forth my talc. 

Thise iiotourcs three, of which I tell, 

Long erst or piime rong of any hell, 

Were set hem in a taverne for to drmke ; 

And as they sat, they herd a belle elinke 
Beforne a corps was caned to his giave: 

That on of hem gan callcn to his knave, 

“ Go bet,” quod he, ** and axe rcchly, 

What corps is this, that passeth here forth by : 
And loke that tbou rcpoit his name wel,” 

“ Sire,” quod this boy, ** it neileth never a del ; 
It was me told or yc came here two home* j 
He was paidc an old f(‘law of yoitrcs, 

And sodenly he was yslain to-uight, 

Fordronke as he sat on his benchc upright, 

Ther came a privee theef, men clepeii Doth, 

That m this contree all the pcple sleth, 

And with his spere he smote bis herte atwo, 

And went his way withouten wordes mo. 

He hath a thousand slain this pestilence: 

And, maister, or he come in his presence^ 

Me thinketh that it were ful neecssane, 

For to beware of swiche an advcrsanc: 
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Beth redy for to mete him evermore. 

Thus taughte me my dame, I say no more.*’ 

“ By Seinte Mane,” sayd this tavemere, 

The child sayth soth, for he hath slain this yere 
Hens over a mile, within a gret village, 

Both man and woman, child, and hyne, and page; 
I trowe his habitation be there : 

To ben avised gret wisdome it were, 

Or that he did a man a dishonour.” 

“ Ye, Goddes aimes,” quod this notour, 

“ Is it swiche peril with him for to mete ^ 

I slial him seke by stile and ek6 by strete. 

I make a vow by Goddes digne bones. 

Herkeneth, felawes, we three ben all ones : 

Let eche of us hold up his hond to other. 

And eche of us becomen others brother. 

And we wol slen this false traitour Deth ; 

He shal be slain, he that so many aleth, 

By Goddes digmtee, or it be night.” 

Togeder ban thise three hir trouthes plight 
To live and dien eche of hem for other. 

As though he were his owen horen brother. 

And up they stert al dronken in this rage. 

And forth they gon towardes that village, 

Of which the taverner had spoke befom, 

And many a grisly oth than have they sworn. 

And Cristes blessed body they to-rent; 

Deth shal be ded, if that we ipay him hent.” 
Whan they ban gon not fully half a mile, 

Right as they wold han troden over a stile, 

An olde man and a poure with hem mette. 

This olde man ful mekely hem grette. 

And sayde thus ; “ Now, lordes, God you see.” 

The proudest of thise riotoures thiee 
Answcid agen , ** Wliat ? cherl, with sory grace, 
Why art thou all forwrapped save thy face ? 

Why livest thou so longe in so gret age 
This olde man gan loke in his visage, 

And sayde thus j “ For I ne cannot finde 
A man, though that 1 walked into Inde, 

Neither in citee, ne in no village, 

That wolde change his youthe for min age; 

And therfore mote I han min age still 
As longe time as it is Goddes will. 

Ne Deth, alas ’ ne will not hau my lif. 

Thus walke I like a resteles caitif, 

And on the ground, which is my modres gate, 

1 knocke with my staf, erlich and late. 

And say to hue, * Leve mother, let me in. 

how I vanish, flesh, and blood, and skin, 

Alas ! whan shul my bones ben at reste ? 

Mother, With you wold I changen my chestc. 
That in my chambre longe time hath be, 

Ye, for an lieren cloute to wrap m me.’ 

But yet to me she wol not don that grace. 

For which ful pale and welked is my face. 

“ But, sires, to you it is no curtesie 
To Speke unto an olde man vilanie, 

But he trespase in word or elles in dede. 

In holy writ ye moitn yourselven rede ; 

Ageins an olde man, hore upon his hedo, 

Ye shuld arise: therefore I yeve you rede, 

No doth unto an olde man non harm now, 

No more than that ye wold a man did you 
In age, if that ye may so long abide. 

And God be with you, wher yc go or ride. 

1 moste go thider as I have to go.” 

“ Nay, olde cherl, by God thou shalt not so,” 
Sayde this other hasardour anon j 
“ Thou partest not SO lightly by Seint John. 
VOL. r. 


Thou spake right now of thilke traitour Deth, 

That in this contree of all our frendes sleth ; 

Have here my trouth as thou art his espie ; 

Tell wher he is, or thou shalt it abie. 

By God and by the holy sacrement ; 

For sothly thou art on of his assent 
To slen us yonge folk, thou false thefc.” 

“ Now, sires,” quod he, “ if it be you so lefe 
To finden Deth, toume up this croked way. 

For in that giove I left him by my fay 
Under a tree, and ther he wol abide ; 

Ne for your host he wol him nothing hide. 

Se ye that oke ? right ther ye shuln him find. 

' God save you, that bought agen mankind, 

And you amende; ’’ thus sayd this olde man. 

I And everich of thise liotoures ran, 
j Til they came to the tree, and ther they found 
i Of floreins fine of gold ycoined round, 

Wei nigh an eighte bushels, as hem thought. 

No ledger as than after Dethe they sought. 

But eche of hem so glad was of the sight, 

For that the floreins ben so faire and bright. 

That doun they sette hem by the precious hard. 
The werste of hem he spake the firste woid. [sav j 
“ Brethren,” quod he, “ take kepe what 1 sli.iH 
My wit is gret, though that I bourde and p’ay. 
This tresour hath fortune unto us yeven 
In mirth and jolitee our lif to liven. 

And lightly as it coineth, so wol we spend. 

Ey, Goddes precious dignitee, who wend 
To-day, that we shuld hau so faire a grace ! 

But might this gold be caned fro this place 
Home to myn hous, or elles unto youres, 

(For wel I vote that all this gold is cures) 

Than were we in high felicitee. 

But trewely by day it may not be; 

Men wolden say that we weietheeves strongj^ 

And for our owen tresour don us hong. 

This tresour must yeaned be by night 
As wisely and as sleighly as it might. 

Wherfore I rede, that cut among us alle 
We drawe, and let see wher the cut wol fallei 
And he that hath the cut, with herte blith, 

Shal renuen to the toun, and that ful swith, 

And bring us bred and win ful prively: 

And two of us shall kepen subtiily 
This tresour wel ; and if he wol not tarien, 

Whan it is night, we wol this tresour caitcn 
By on assent, wher as us thinketh best.” 

That on of hem the cut brought in his fest, 

And bad hem diawe and loke wher it w^old falle 
And it fell on the yongest of hem alle : 

And forth toward the toun he went anon. 

And al so sone as that he was agon. 

That on of hem spake thus unto that other ; 

Thou wotestwel thou art iny swoien biotUtr, 
Thy profile wol I tell thee right aiion. 

Thou west wel that our felaw is agon, 

And here is gold, and that ful giet plcntee, 

That shal departed ben among us three. 

But natheles, if I can shape it so, 

I’hat it departed were among us two, 

Had I not don a fiendes turn to tliee ? ” 

That other answered, “ I n’ot how that may be 
lie wote well that the gold is with us tweye. 
What shuln we don? what shuln we to him seyc 
** Shal it be conseil ?” sayd the firste sbrewe , 
“ And 1 shal tellen thee in wordes fewe 
^’hat we shul don, and bring it wel aboute,” 

I grautc,” quod that other, out of doute, 

H 



That by my trouth I wol thee not bewreie.’* [tweie, 

“ Now,” quod the first, “ thou wost wel we ben 
And tweie of us shul strenger be than on. 
lioke, whan that he is set, thou right anon 
Arise, as though thou voidest with him play , 

And I bhal nve him thurgn the sides tway. 

While that thou stioglest with him as m game, 
And with thy dagger loke thou do the same, 

And than s>hal all this gold departed bo. 

My dere frend, betwixen thee and me: 

Than moun we bothe our lustes al fulfille. 

And play at dis light at our owen wille/’ 

And thus accoided ben thise shrewes tweye, 

I’o slim the Ihridde, as ye ban heid me seye. 

This yongest, which that wente to the toun. 

Fill oft in lierte he rolleth up and doim 
'Fhe beanice of tbise ftorcins newe and bright 

O Lord,” quod he, “ if so were that 1 might 
Have all this tresonr to myself alone, 

'Ther n’is no man that liveth nndei the trone 
t>f rio.l, that shiilde live so mery as I.” 

And at the last the fend oui enemy 
I'attp m his thought, that he shuld poison beye, 
■'Vitli which lie mighte slen liis felaws tweye. 

For why, the fend fond him in swiche living, 

That he had leve to sorwe him to bring. 

For this was outrely his ful entente 
To slen hem both, and never to repente. 

And foith he goth, no lengei wold he tary, 

1 ito the toun unto a potccary, 

And piaied him that he him wolde sell 
Som po’son, that he might his ratouns quell. 

And eke ther was a polkat m his have. 

That, as he sayd, his capons had yslawe : 

And fayn he wolde him wueken, if he might, 

Of vermine, that deslroied hem by night. 

The potecary answerd, ** Thou shalt have 
A thing, as wisly God my soule save, 

Jn all this world the! n’is no creature, 

1’hat ete or dronke hath of this confecture. 

Not but the mountance of a come of whete, 

That he ne sha! Ins Irf anon for J etc } 

Ye, sterve he shal, and that in lesse while, 

Than thou wolt gun a pas not but a miles 
This poison IS so strong and violent.” 

Tins cursed man hath ra his bond ybent 
This poison in a box, and switlie he ran 
Into the nexte stiete unto a man, 

And borwed of him laige botelles thiee ; 

And in the two the poison poured he; 

'J’he thridde he kept dene for his dnnke, 

For all the night he shope him for to swinke 
In carymg of the gold out of that place. 

And whan this notour, with soiy grace. 

Hath filled with win his gretc botelles thi ee, 

To his felawes agen repaiieth he. 

What nedeth it therof to sermon more ^ 

For right as they had cast bis deth before, 

Right SO' they h?in him slain, and that anon. 

And whan that this was don, thus spake that on ; 

“ Now let us sit and drinke, and make us meiy, 

And afterward we wiln his body bery.” 

And with that word it happed him pat cos, 

I’o take the botelle, ther the poison was, 

Anddionke, and yave Ins felaw dnnke also. 

For which anon they stor\mn bothe two. 

But ceites I* suppose that Avicenne 
Wrote never m no canon, ne in no fenne. 

Mo wonder signes of empoisoning, 

Tlian had thise wi etches two or hir endina. 
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Thus ended ben thise homicides two. 

And eke the false empoisoner also. 

O ciirsednesse of alle cursednesse ’ 

O traitours homicide ' O wickednesse ! 

0 glotonie, luxurie, and hasardrie • 

Thou blaspliemour of Gust with vilanic, 

And othes gretc, of usage and of pride ’ 

Alas' mankinde, how may it betide, 

That to thy ciOatour, which that thee w'l ought, 
And with his precious herte-blood thee bought, 
Thou ait so false and so unkind, alas ' 

Now, good men, God foryeve you your tiespas. 
And waie you fro the siu of avarice. 

Min holy pardon may you all warice, 

So that ye ofFie nobles or starlinges. 

Or ellcs silvei broches, spones, ringes. 

Boweth your bed under this holy bulle. 

Cometh up ye wives, and ofiieth of your wolle; 
Yoin names I entie here in my roll anon ; 

Into the blisse of Heven shul ye gon: 

1 you assoile by mm high powere, 

You that wiln offie, as dene and eke as elere 
As ye weie borne. Lo, sires, thus I preche ; 

And Jesu Crist, that is our soules leche. 

So graunte you his pardon to receive ; 

Foi that IS best, I wol you not deceive. 

But, sues, 0 word forgate I m my tale : 

I have relikes and pardon m my male, 

As faire as any man in Englelond, 

Which weie me yeven by the Popes bond. 

If any of you wol of devotion 
Offren, and han min absolution, 

O^meth forth anon, and kneletb here adoun, 

And mckely receivctb my pardoun. 

Or ellcs taketh pardon, as ye wende, 

AI newe and fieshe at cveiy tounes ende, 

So that ye offien alway newe and newe, 

Nobles 01 pens, which that ben gixid and trowc. 

It IS an honoiu to evench that is heio, 

That ye nioun have a sutfisant pardoiieie 
To assoileii yon iii coiitroe as ye ride, 

Foi aventines, which that moun betide. 
Paraventurc ther may falle on, or two, 

Doun of his hois, and broke his necke atwo. 

Loke, which a seurtee is it to you alle, 

That I am in your fdawship yfallc, 
i That may assoilc you bothe more and Iass(‘, 

Whan that the soulc shal fio the body paosc. 

I reclc that onr Iloste shal hegmue, 

For he is most envoluped in same. 

Come forth, sire Iloste, and offre fiisl anon, 

And thou shalt kissc the rclikcs cverieli on, 

Ye for a giote; uubokel anon thy purse. 

“ Nay nay,” quod he, “than have I Cn.-'toseurio, 
Let he,” quod he, “ it shal iKit he, so the ich. 
Thou woldest nialv(‘ me kisse thin olde brei'U, 

And swero it wore a relike of a scint, 

'I hough it wcic with thy loundcmerit (h*peint. 

Hut by the crois, which that Seiul IleiiMiic fond» 
r wolde I had thin coilons in min houd, 

Instede of relikes, or of stdntuaric. 

Let cut hem of, I wol thee help hem cariit ; 

'I’boy shul be shrined in an hogges tord.” 

This Pardoner answered not a word ; 

So wroth ho was, no word ne wolde he itay* 

“ Now,” quod our Hostc, “ I wol no longer play 
With thee, ne with non other angry man*” 

But right anon the worthy knight began, 

(Whan tliat hr saw that all the prple lough) 

“ No more of this font is nght ynoug^» 
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Sire Pardoner, be meiy and glad of chere; 
And ye, sire Hoste, that ben to me so dere, 
I pray you that ye kisse the Pai doner ; 
And, Pardoner, I pray thee draw thee ner, 
And as we diden, let us laugh and play.” 
Anon they kissed, and riden forth hir way. 


THE SHIPMANNES PROLOGUE. 

Our Hoste upon his stirrops stode anon, 

And saide ; “ Good men, herkeneth evench on, 
This was a thiifty tale for the nones. 

Sue parish preest,” quod he, “ for Goddes bones, 
Tell us a tale, as was thy forward yore: 

I see wel that ye lerned men in lore 
Can mochel good, by Goddes dignitee.” 

The Person him answerd, “ Benedicite! 

What eiieth the man, so sinfully to sweie?” 

Our Hoste answerd, “ O Jankin, be ye there ^ 
Now, good men,” quod our Hoste, “ herkneth to 
** [ smell a loller in the wind,” quod he. [me. 
Abideth for Goddes digne passion, 

For we shul han a piedication : 

This loller here wol prechen us somwhat.” 

** Nay by my fathers soule, that shal he nat,” 
Sayde the Shipnran, here shal he nat prcche, 

He shal no gospel glosen here ne teche. 

We leven all m the gret God,” quod be. 

“ He wolde sowen som difficultee. 

Or springen cockle in our dene come. 

And therfoie, hoste, I wame thee befoniei 
My joly body shal a tale telle. 

And t shal clinken you so mery a' belle. 

That I shal waken all this compagnie s 
TJut It shal not beh of philosophic, 

Ne of physike, ne termes queinte of lawe; 

Ther is but litel Latin in my mawe.” 


THE SHIPMAHNES TALE. 

A MARCH AUT whilom dwclled at Seint Denise, 
That uchc was, for which men held him wise, 
A wif be had ot excellent beautee. 

And compaignable, and levelous was she, 
Which IS a thing that causeth more dispence, 
Than worth is all the chere and reverence, 
That men hem don at festes and at dances, 
Swiche salutations and contenances 
Passen, as doth a shadwo upon a wall : 

But wo IS him that payen mote foi all. 

The scly Imsbond algate he mote pay, 

He mote us clothe and he mote us array 
All for his owen worship richely : 

In which array we dancen jolily. 

And if that he may not paraveutnre. 

Or ellos lust not swichc dispence endure, 

But thmketh it is wasted and ylost, 

I’han mote another paycu for our cost. 

Or l(‘ue us gold, and that is perilous 

I’his noble mai chant held a worthy hous. 
For which he had all day so giet repaire 
For his largesse, and for his wif was fane, 
That wonder is: but beikcncth to my tale. 

Amonges all thise gestes gret and smale, 
Ther was a monk, a fane man and a bold, 

I tiow a thritty winter he was old, 
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That ever m on was drawing to that place* 

This yonge monk, that was so faire of face, 
Acquainted was so with this goode man, 

Sithen that hir firste knowlege began^ 

That in his hous as familier was be. 

As it possible is any frend to be. 

And for as mochel as this goode man 
And eke this Monk, of which that I began, 

Were bothe two ybome in o village, 

The monk him claimeth, as for cosinage. 

And he again him sayd not ones nay, 

But was as glad therof, as foule of day j 
For to his heite it was a gret plesance. 

Thus ben they knit with eteme alliance, 

And eche of hem gan other for to ensure 
Of brotherhed, while that hir lif may dure, 

Free was Dan John, and namely of dispence 
As m that hous, and ful of diligence 
To don plesance, and also gret costage: 

He not forgate to yeve the leste page 
In all that hous ; but, after hir degree, 

He yave the lord, and sitheu his meinee. 

Whan that he came, som maner honest thing ; 

For which they were as glad of h-s coming 
As foule is fayn, whan that the Sonne up riseth* 

No more of this as now, for it snfficeth. 

But so befell, this marchanl on a day 
Sbope him to maken redy his array 
Toward the toun of Bnigges for to faiC, 

To byen ther a portion of ware * 

For which he hath to Paris sent anon 
A messager, and praied hath Dan John 
That he shuld come to Seint Denis, and pleie 
With him, and with his wif, a day or tweie. 

Or he to Brugges went, m alle wise. 

This noble monk, of which I you devise, 

Hath of his abbot, as him list, licence, 

(Because he was a man of high prudence. 

And eke an officer out for to ride, 

To seen hir granges, and hir bernes wide) 

And unto Seint Denis be cometh anon. 

Who was so welcome as my lord Dan John, 

Our dere cousin, ful of curtesie ? 

With him he brought a jubbe of Malvesie, 

And eke another ful of fine Vernage, 

And volatile, as ay was his usage: 

And thus I let hem etc, and drinke, and pleye, 
This marchant and this monk, a day or tweye. 

The thridde day this marchant up ariseth, 

And on his nedes sadly him aviseth : 

And up into his countour hous goth he. 

To reken with himselven, wel may be. 

Of thilke yere, how that it with him stood, 

And how that he dispended had his good, 

And if that he encresed were or non. 

His bookes and his bagges many on 
He layth befom him on his counting bord. 

Ful liche was his tresour and his hord ; 

For which ful fast his countour doie he shetj 
And eke he u'oldc no man shuld him let 
Of his accountes for the mcne time : 

And thus be sit, til it was passed prime. 

Dan John was risen in the morwe also,' 

And in the gardin walketh to and fro, 

And hath his thinges sayd ful curteisly. 

This goode wif came walking pnvely 
Into the gardin ther he walketh soft, 

And him salueth, as she hath don oft : 

A maiden child came in hire compagnie, 

Which as hire lust she may governe and gie, 
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For yet under the yerde was the maide, 

“ O dere cosin mm Dan John,’^ she saide, 

“ What aileth you so rathe for to aiise^^' 

'* Nece,” quod he, “ it ought ynough suffise 
Five houres for to slepe upon a night ; 

But it were for an olde appalled wight, 

As ben thise wedded men, that he and dare, 

As in a fourme sitteth a wery hare, 

Weie al forsti aught with houndes gret and sinale. 
But, dere necc, why be ye so pale? 

I tiowe certes, that oui goodo man 
Hath you laboured, sith this night began. 

That you were iiede to resten hastily.” 

And with that word he lough ful mevily, 

And of his owen thought he wexe all icd. 

This faire wif gan for to shake hive bed, 

And saied thus ; “ Ye, God wote all,” quod she. 

Nay, cosin ram, it stant not so with me. 

For by that God, that yave me soule and I if. 

In all the reame of Fraunce is ther no wif, 

Thai lasse lust hath to that sory play; 

For I may singe alas and wala wa 

That I was borne, but to no wight” (quod she) 

“ Dare I not tell how that it stant with mo. 
Wherfore I thinke out of this lond to wende 
Or elles of myself to make an ende, 

So full am I of drede and eke of care ’’ 

This monk began upon this wif to stare. 

And sayd, “ Alas I my nece, God forbede. 

That ye for any sorwe, or any drede, 

Fordo yourself : but telleth me your grefe, 
Favaventwre I may m your mischefe 
Conseile or heipe : and therfore telleth me 
All your annoy, for it shal ben secree. 

For on my portos here I make an oth, 

That never m my lif, for lefe ne loth, 

Ne shal I of no conseil you bewray,’* 

“ The same agen to you,” quod she, I say 
By God and by this portos I you swere, 

Though men me woldeu all m peces tero, 

Ne shal I nevei, for to gon to Helle, 

Bewrey o word of thing that ye me tell. 

Nought for no cosinage, ne alliance, 

But veraily for love and affiance.” 

Thus ben they swome, and hereupon they ki&te. 
And eche of hem told other what hem liste. 

“ Cosin,” quod she, if that I had a space. 

As I have non and namely m this place, 

Than wold I tell a legend of my lif, 

What I have suffred sith I was a wif 
With min husbond, al be he your cosin.” 

« Nay,” quod this monk, “ by God and Sciut 
He n’is no more cosin unto me, [Mai tin. 

Than is the leef that hangeth on the tree : 
t clepe him so by Semt Denis of France 
To han the more cause of acquaintance 
Of you, which I have loved specially 
Aboven alle woman sikerly, 

This swere I you on my professioun: 

Telleth your grefe, lest that he come adoun. 

And hasteth you, and goth away anon.*’ 

“ My dere love,** quod she, “ o my Dan John, 
Ful lefe weie me this conseil for to hide, 

But out it mote, I may no lenger abide. 

“ Myn husbond is to me the werste man. 

That ever was sith that the world began : 

But sith I am a wif, it sith not me 
To tellen no wight of oui pnvetee. 

Neither m bed, ne in non other place ^ 

God sbilde I slmld o it tc lien for his gi ace , 
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A wif ne shal not sayn of hire husbond 
But all honour, as I can understond ; 

Save unto you thus moch T tellen shal : 

As heipe me God, he is nought worth at all,- 
In no degiee, the value of a flie. 

But yet me greveth most his mgardie • 

And wel ye wot, that women naturally 
Desiren thinges sixe, as wel as I. 

They wolden that hir husbondes shulden be 
Haidy, and wise, and riche, and theito fiee, 

And buxome to his wif, and fresh a-bedde. 

But by that like Lord that for us bledde. 

For his honour niyselven for to airay, 

A Sunday next I muste nedes pay 
An hundred franks, or elles am I loine. 

Yet were me lever that I were unbome, 

Than me were don a sclandie or vilanie, 
iVnd if inin husbond eke might it espie, 

[ n’ere but lost , and therfore I you piey 
Lone me this summe, or elles mote I doy. 

Dan John, I say, lene me this hundred fiankes , 
Parde I wol not faille you my thankes, 

If that you list to do that I you pray. 

For at a certain day I wol you pay, 

And do to you what plesance and service 
That I may don, right as you list devise : 

And but I do, God take on me vengeance, 

As foule as ever had Genelon of France.” 

This geutil monk answered in this maneic j 
“ Now trewely mm owen lady dere, 

I have,” quod he, “ on you so grete a routlie, 
Tlvat I you sweie, and plighte you my trouthe, 
That whan your husbond is to Fiandres fare, 

I wol deliver you out of this care. 

For I wol bnngeu you an hundred fiankcs.” 

And with that word he caught hire by the tlankes. 
And hire embraced hard, and kiste hire oft. 

! “ Go now your way,” quod he, “ al stillo and soft, 
And let us dme as sone as that ye may, 

For by my kaleiider it is prime of day : 

Goth now, and beth as trewe as I shal be.** 

** Now elles God forbede, sire,” quod she; 

And forth she goth, as joly as a pie. 

And bad the cokes that they shuld hem linv 
So that men migbten dine, and that anon. 

Up to hire husbond is this wif ygon, 

And knocketh at his countour boldcl 5 % 

Quz €si la quod he. Peter, it am I,” 

Quod she, What, sire, how longe wol yc fast ? 
How longe time wol ye reken and cast 
Your summes, and your bookes, and your thinges } 
The devil have part of all swichc rekenmges. 

Ye han ynough parde of Goddes sonde. 

, Come doun to-day, and let your bagg<.“S atoude. 

Ne be ye not ashamed, that Dan John 
Shal fasting all this day cleiige goa ? 

What 5* let ns here a masse, and go we dme.” 

** Wif,** quod this man, litel canst thou ditme 
The cui lous besmesse that we have : 

For of us chapmen, all so God me save. 

And by that lord that doped is S<«nt Ivo, 

Scarsly amonges twenty ten shul thrive 
Contmuelly, lasting unto cure age. 

We moun wel maken cbere and good visage. 

And driven forth the world as it may be. 

And Tcepen our estat m privitee. 

Til wo be ded, or dies that wc play 
A pilgrimage, or gon out of the way. 

And therfore liavc I grot nccessitee 
Upon this quointo world to avisen me. 
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For evermore mote we stand in drede 
Of hap and fortune in our chapmanhede. 

“ To Flandres wol I go to-morwe at day;, 

And come agein as sone as ever I may : 

For which, my dere wif, I thee beseke 
As be to every wight buxom and meke, 

And for to kepe our good be curious, 

And honestly governc wel our hous. 

Thou hast ynough, in every maner wise. 

That to a thrifty houshold may suffice. 

Thee lacketh non airay, ne no vitaille; 

Of silver in thy purse shalt thou not faille,” 

And with that word his countour doie he shette. 
And doun he goth ; no lengei wold he lette , 

And hastily a masse was ther saide, 

And spedily the tables weie ylaide, 

And to the diner faste they hem spedde. 

And richely this monk the chapman fedde. 

And aftei diner Dan John soberly 
This chapman toke apart, and prively 
He said him thus j “ Cosin, it stondeth so. 

That, wel I see, to Brugges ye wol go, 

Ood and Semt Austin spede you and gide. 

1 pray you, cosin, wisely that ye iide ; 

Govenieth you also of your diete 
Attemprely, and namely m this hete. 

Betwix us two nedeth no strange fare ; 

Farewel, cosin, God shilde you fro care. 

If any thing ther be by day or night. 

If it lie in my power and my might, 

That ye me wol command in any wise,^ 

It shal be don, right as ye wol devise. ** 

But o thing or ye go, if it may be, 

1 wolde prayen you for to lene me 
An hundred frankes for a weke or tweye, 

For certain bestes that I muste beye. 

To storen with a place that is oures : 

(God helpe me so, I wold that it were youres) 

T shal not faille suiely of my day, 
ij^ot for a thousand frankes, a mile way. 

>But let this thing be secree, I you preye ; 

'For yet to-night thise bestes mote 1 beye. 

And fare now wel, mm owen cosin dere, 
iGrand mercy of your cost and of your chere.’* 

This noble marchantgentilly anon 
Answerd and said, “ O cosm min Dan John, 

Now sikeily this is a smal requeste; 

My gold is youies, whan that it you leste. 

And not only my gold, but my chaffare : 

Take what you lest, God shilde that ye spaie. 

But 0 thing is, ye know it wel ynough 
Of chapmen, that hir money is hir plough. 

We moun creancen while we han a name, 

But goodies for to ben it is no game. 

Pay it agen, whan it lith m your psc; 

After my might ful fayn wold J you plese/* 

Thise hundred frankes fet he forth anon, 

And pnvely he toke horn to Dan John : 

No wight in al this world wist of this lone, 

Saving this aiarchant, and Dan John alone. 

They drinke, and speke, andromea while and pleye^ 
Til that Dan John ndeth to bis abbey e. 

The morwe came, and forth tliis marchant rideth 
To Flandres ward, his prentis wel him gideth. 

Til he came in to Brugges merily. 

Now goth this marchant faste and besily 
About his nede, and bieth, and creauceth; 

He neither playeth at the dis, ne danceth^ 

But as a marchant, shortly for to tell, 

He ledeth his lif, and ther I let him dwell* 
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The Sonday next the marchant was agon, 

To Semt Denis ycomon is Dan John, 

With croune and berde all fresh and newe ysha^Cr 
In all the hous ther n’as so litel a knave, 

' Ne no wight elles, that he n’as ful fain. 

For that my loid Dan John was come again. 

And shortly to the point right for to gon, 

This faire wif accordeth with Dan John, 

1 That for thise hundred frankes he shuld all night 
Haven hire in his armes bolt-upiight : 

And this accord parformed was in dede. 

In miith all night a besy lif they lede 
Til it was day, that Dan John yede his way. 

And bad the meinie fare\vGl, have good day. 

For non of hem, ne no wight in the toun, 

Hath of Dan John right non suspectioun ; 

And forth he ndeth home to his abbey. 

Or wher him liste, no more of him I sey. 

This marchant, whan that ended was the faire. 
To Semt Denis he gan for to repaire. 

And with his wif be maketh feste and chere* 

And telieth hire that chalFare is so dere. 

That nedes muste he make a chevisance. 

For he was bonde m a recognisance, 

To payen twenty thousand sheldes anon 
For winch this marchant is to Pans gon 
To borwe of certain fiendes that he hadde 
A certain frankes, and som with him he ladde. 

And whan that he was come m to the toun, 

For gret chiertee and gret affectioim 
Unto Dan John he goth him first to pleye j 
Not for to axe or borwe of him moneye. 

Bat for to wete and seen of his welfare, 

And for to tellcD him of his chaf&re, 

As frendes don, whan they beu mette in fere. 

Dan John him maketh feste and mery chere } 
And he him toldc agen ful specially. 

How he had wel ybought and graciously 
(Thanked be God) all hole his marchandise : 

Save that he must in alle manerc wise 
Maken a chevisance, as for his beste : 

And than he shulde ben in joye and reste. 

Dan John answered, “ Certes 1 am fain. 

That ye in hele be comcn home again: 

And if that I were riche, as have I blisse, 

Of twenty thousand sheldes shuld ye no missc. 

For yc so kmdely this other day 
Leiite me gold, and as I can and in,ay 
I thanke you, by God and by Semt Jamp. 

But natheles I toke unto our dame. 

Your wif at home, the same gold again 
Upon your benche, she wote it wel certain, 

By ceitain tokens that I can hire tell. 

Now by your leve, I may no lenger dwell ; 

Our abbot wol out of this toun anon. 

And in his compagnie I muste gon. 

Grete wel our dame, min owen nece sweie, 

And farewel, dere cosin, til we mete.” 

This mai chant, which that was ful ware and wise 
Creanced bath, and paide eke in Paris 
To certain Lumbardes redy in hir bond 
The summe of gold, and gate of hem his bond, 

And home he goth, mery as a popingay. 

For wel he knew he stood in swiche array, 

That nedes muste he winne in that viage 
A thousand frankes, above all his costage. 

His wif ful redy mette him at the gate, 

As she was wont of old usage algate : 

And all that night m mirthe they ben sette. 

For he was nche^ and clerely out of dettfo 
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Whan it was day, this marchant gan enbrace 
HiS wif all newe, and kiste hire in hire face. 

And up he goth, and maketh it ful tough. 

No more,” quod she, “ by Godye )iave ynough 
And wantonly agen with him she plaide, 

Til at the last this merchant to hire saide. 

“ By God,” quod he, ** I am a litel urrothe 
With you, my wif, although it be me lothe : 
And wote ye why ^ by God, as that I gesse, 
That ye han made a maiiere strangenesse 
Betwixen me and my cosin Dan John. 

Ye shuld have warned me, or I had gon, 

That he you had an hundied franhes paide 
By ledy token: and held him evil apaide, 

■Por that I to him spake of chevisance : 

(Me semed so as by his ccntenance) 

But natheles by God our Heven king, 

I thoughte not to axe of him no thing. 

I pray thee, wif, ne do thou no more so. 

Tell me alway, er that I fio thee go, 

If any dettour hath in min absence 
Ypaide thee, lest thiirgh thy negligence 
I might him axe a thing that he hath paide.” 

Thi*. wif was not aferde ne aifraide. 

But boldely she saide, and that anon ; 

Mary I defie that false monk Dan John, 

I kepe not of his tokenes never a del : 

He toke me ceitam gold, 1 wote it wel. 

What ? evil thedome on his monkes snoute ! 
For, God it wote, I wend withouten doute, 

That he had yeve it me, because of you, 

To don therwith min honour and my prow. 

For cosinage, and eke for belle chere, 

That he hath had fill often times here. 

But sith i see I stonde m swiche disjoint, 

I wol aiiswere you shortly to the poiut 
“ Ye have mo slakke dettours than am I : 
For I wol pay you wel and ledily 
Fro day to day, and if so be I faille, 

J am your wif, score it upon my taile, 

And I shal pay as sone as ever I may. 

For by my trouth, I have on min airay, 

And not in waste, bestowed it every del. 

And for I have bestowed it so wel 
For your honour, for Goddes sake I say. 

As beth not wroth, but let us laugh and play. 
Ye shal my joly body han to wcdde: 

By God 1 nhll not pay you l?ut a-bedde : 
Foi 7 Cve it me, mm owen spouse dere ; 

Tume hitheiward and maketh better chere.” 

This marchant saw ther was no remedy ; 

And for to chide, it n'ere but a foly, 

Sith that the thing may not amended be. 

“ Now, wif,” he said, ** and I foiyeve it thee; 
But by thy lif ne be no more so large ; 

Kepe bet my good, this yeve I thee in charge.” 
Thus endeth now my tale, and God us sende 
Tiling ynough, unto our lives ende. 


THE PRIORESSES PROLOGUE. 

Wet said by corjms Domini , quod our Hoste, 
f* Now longe mote thou sailen by the coste, 
Thou gentii maister, gentil marinere, 

God give the monke a thousand last quad yerc. 
A ha, felawes, beth ware of swiche a jape. 

The monke put in the mannes hode an ape, 
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And in his wifes eke, by Seint Austin. 

Draweth no monkes more into your in. 

“ Buf now passe over, and let us seke aboute. 
Who shal now tellen first of all this route 
Another tale and with that word he said, 

As cuiteisly as it had ben a maid, 

“ My lady Pnoresse, by your leve. 

So that I wist I shuld you not agreve, 

I wolde depien, that ye tellen shold 
A tale next, if so were that ye wold. 

Now wol ye vouchesaiif, my lady deie?” 

Gladly,” quod she, and saide as ye shiil here. 


THE PRIORESSES TALE. 

O Loan our Loid, thy name how merveillous 
Is m this large woild ysprad (quod she) 

“ For not al only thv laude precious 
Parformed is by men of dignitce. 

But by the mouth of children thy bountee 
Parfoi med is, toi on the brest soaking 
Somtime shewen they thin herying. 

“ Wherfore in laude, as I can best and may, 

Of thee aud of the white Idy flour, 

Which that thee bare, and is a maide alway. 

To tell a stone I wol do my labour; 

Not that I may encresen hire honour. 

For she hireselven is honour and rote 
Of bountee, next hire sone, and soules bote. 

0 mother maide, o maide and mother fre, 

0 bushe unbrent, brennmg in Moyses sight, 

That ravishedest douu fro the deitee, 

Thurgh thin humblesse, the gost thatin thee alight: 
Of whos vertue, whan he thin herte light, 
Conceived was the fathers sapience : 

Helpe me to tell it in thy revci once. 

Lady thy bountee, thy niagniflceiico. 

Thy vertue and thy giet'huauhtce, 

Ther may no tonge expresse in no science ; 

For somtime, lady, or men pray to theo, 

Thou gost beforn of thy bcnignitec, 

And getest us the light, of thy praycrc, 

To giden us unto thy sone so dure. 

“ My conning is so weke, o blisful quene, 

For to declare thy grete wortliinesse, 

That I ne may the weighte not sustone ; 

But as a chil^ of twelf moneth old ox lesse. 

That can unnethes any word cxpiesse, 

Right so fare J, and iherforc J you pray, 

Gidcth my song, that I shal of you say.” 

Ther was in Asie, in a gret citee, 

Amoiiges Cnsten folk a Jewerie, 

Sustened by a lord of that contrcc, 

For foule usure, and lucre of vilanie, 

Hateful to Crist, and to his compagnie : 

And thui gh the strete men mighten ride' and wendc, 
For it was free, and open at ey ther ende. 

A litel scole of Cristen folk ther stood 
Doun at the ferther ende, in which ther were 
Children an hepe comen of Cristen blood. 

That lemed in that scole ycre by yere, 

Swiche manere doctrine as men used there ; 

This is to say, to smgen and to rede, 

As smale children don in bir childhede. 
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Among thise children was a widewes sone, 

A litel clevgion, sevene yere of age, 

That day by day to scole was his wone, 

And eke also, wheras he sey the image 
Of Cristes moder, had he in usage, 

As him was taught, to knele adoun, and say 
j4ve MarWf as he goth by the way. 

Thus hath this widewe hire litel sone ytauglit 
Our blisful Lady, Cnstes moder dere, 

To worship ay, and he forgate it naught: 

For sely childe wol alway sone lere. 

But ay, whan I remembie on this matere, 

Seint Nicholas stant ever in my presence, 

Foi he so yong to Cri&t did reverence. 

This litel childe his litel book lerning, 

As he sate m the scole at his piimeie. 

He Alma Redemptoi is herde sing, 

As children lered hir antiphonere : 

And as he dorst, he diow him nere and neie, 

And herkened ay the wordes and the note. 

Til he the firste vers coude al by rote^ 

Nought wist he what this Latin was to say, 

For he so yonge and tendre was of age j 
But on a day his felaw gan he pray 
To expounden him this song in his langage. 

Or telle him why this song was in usage . 

This prayde he him to construe and declare, 

Ful often time upon his knees bare. 

His felaw, which that elder was than he, 

Answerd him thus : “ This song, I have herd say, 
Was maked of our blisful Lady fre, 

Hire to salue, and eke hire for to prey 
To ben our help, and socour whan we dey. 

I can no more expound in this matere : 

I lerne song, I can but smal grammere.” 

“ And is this song maked in reverence 
Of Cristes moder said this innocent j 
Now certes I wol don my diligence 
To conne it all, or Cristemasse be went. 

Though that I for my primer shall be shent. 

And shal be beten thnes m an houre, 

1 wol it connc, our Ladle for to honoure.’’ 

His felaw taught him homeward pnvely 
Fro day to day, til he coude it by rote. 

And than he song it wcl and boldely 
Fro woid to word according with the note: 

Twies a day it passed thurgh his throte, 

To scoleward and homeward whan he wente : 

On Ciistes moder set was his entente. 

A-i I have said, thurghout the Jevj^eric 
This litel child as he came to and fro, 

Ful merily than wold he sing and cne, 

0 Alma Redemptoi IS f ever mo : 

The swetenesse hath his herte persed so 
Of Cristes moder, that to hiie to pray 
He cannot stint of singing by the way, 

Our firste fo, the serpent Sathanas, 

That bath in Jewes herte his waspes nest. 

Up swale and said, 0 Ebraike peple, alas ! 

Is this to you a thing that is honest. 

That swiche a boy shal walken as him leste 
In your despit, and sing of swiche sentence, 

Which is afirain our lawes reverence 


103 

Fiom thennesforth the Jewes lian conspired 
This innocent out of this woild to chace ; 

An homicide therto ban they hired, 

That m an aleye had a ptivee place. 

And as the child gan forthby for to pace. 

This cursed Jew him bent, and htrld him fast. 

And cut his throte, and in a pit him cast. 

I say that in a wardiope thev him threwe, 

Wher as thise Jewes puigen hir entraille. 

O cuised folk, of Heiodes alienewe. 

What may your e\il entente you availle ? 

, Mordre wol out, certem it wol not faille. 

And namely ther the honour of God shal sprede : 
The blood out crieth on your cursed dede. 

O martyr souded m virginitee, 

Now maist thou singe, and folwen ever in on 
The white Iamb celestial, quod she, 

Of which the gret Evangelist Soiut John 
In Pathmos wiote, which sayth that they that n 
Before this lamb, and singe a song al newe, 

That never fleshly woman they ne knewe. 

This poure widewe awaiteth al that night' 

, After hire litel childe, and he came nought : 

% For which as sone as it wa!» dayes light, 

With face pale of drede and besy thought, 

She hath at scole and elleswher him sought, 

Til finally she gan so fer aspie. 

That he last seen was in the Jewerie. 

With modres pitee in hire biest enclosed 
' She goth, as she were half out of hire minde. 

To every place, wher she hath supposed 
By likelihed hire litel child to finde : 

And evci on Cristes moder meke and kinde 
She cned, and at the laste thus she uTought, 
Among the cursed Jewes she him sought. 

She freyneth, and she praieth pitously 
To every Jew that dwelled m thilke place, 

To telle hire, if hire child went ought foitlib} : 
They sayden, Nay ; but Jesu of his grace 
Yave in hire thought, within a litel space, 

That m that place after hire sone she cride, 

Thei he was casten in a pit beside. 

O giete God, that parformest thy laude 
By mout^h of innoceutcs, lo here thy might I 
This gemme of chastitee, this emeraude. 

And eke of martirdome the rubie bright, 

Ther he with throte ycorven lay upright. 

He Alma redemptoris gan to singe 
So loude, that all the place gan to rmge. 

The Glisten folk, that thurgh the strete wente. 

In Cornell, for to wondre upon this thing : 

And hastifly they for the provost sente. 

He came anon withouten tarying, 

And heneth Gust, that is of Heven king. 

And eke his moder, honour of mankind. 

And after that the Jewes let he binde. 

This child with pitous lamentation 
Was taken up, singing hi& song alway : 

And with honour and gret procession, 

They carien him unto the next abbey. 

His moder swouning by the here lay j 
Unnethes might the peple that was there 
This newe Rachel bnngen fro his beie^ 



CHAUCERS POEMS. v. 13558—13577. 


10 ^ 

With turment, aucl with bhameful deth echc on 
This provost doth thise Jewes for to sterve, 

That of this inoxder wiste, and that anon ; 

He n’old no swiche cursednesse observe : 

Evil shal he have, that evil wol deserve. 

Therfore with wiide hors he did hem drawe. 

And after that he heng hem by the lawe. 

Upon his here ay lith this innocent 
Beforn the auter while the masse last : 

And after that, the abbot with his covent 
Had spedde hem for to bene him ful fast : 

And whan they holy water on him cast, 

Yet spake this child, whan spreint was the holy water, 
And sang, o Alma Kedemptoris Mater, 

This abbot, which that was an holy man, 

As monkes ben, or elles ought to be. 

This yonge child to conjure be began, 

And said , “ O dere child, I balse thee 
In vertue of the holy Trinitee, 

Tell me what is thy cause for to sing, 

Sith that thy throte is cut to my seming.** 

“ My throte is cut unto my nekke-bon,” 

Saide this child, “ and as by way of kmde 
I shuld have deyd, ye longe time agon : 

But Jesu Cnst, as ye in bookes finde, 

Wol that his glory last and be in minde, 

And for the worship of his moder dere. 

Yet may I sing o Alma loude and dere. 

“ This Welle of mercie, Cnstes moder swete, 

I loved alway, as after my conning : 

And whan that I my lif slmlde forlete, 

To me she came, and bad me for to 
This antem veraily in my dying, 

As ye han heide, and, whan that I had songe, 

Me thought she laid a grain upon my tonge. 

« Wherfore I sing, and sing I mote certain 
In honour of that blisful maiden ftee. 

Til fro my tonge of taken is the grain. 

And after that thus saide she to me $ 

‘ My litel child, than wol I fetchen thee, 

Whan that the grain is fro thy tong ytake : 

Be not agaste, f wol thee not forsake.’ ' 

This holy monk, this abbot him mene I, 

His tonge out caught, and toke away the grain \ 
And he yave up the gost ful softely. 

And whan this abbot had this wonder seiu, 

His salte teres trilled adoun as reyne : 

And groff he fell al platte upon the ground. 

And still he lay, as he had ben ybound. 

The covent lay eke upon the pavement 
Weping and herying Cnstes moder dere. 

And after that they nsen, and forth ben went, 

And toke away this m^tir fro his bere, 

And in a tombe of marble stones dere 
Enclosen they his litel body swete : 

Ther he is now, God lene us for to mete* 

0 yonge Hew of Lincoln, slam also 
With cursed Jewes, as it is notable, 

For it nhs but a litel while ago, 

Pray eke for us, we sinful folk unstable, 

That of his mercy God so merciable 
On us his grete mercie maltipli<=‘, 

For reverence of his moder Maries 
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Whan said was this iniiaele, every man 
As sober was, that wonder was to see, 

Til that our Hoste to japen he began, 

And than at erst he loked upon me, 

And saide thus ; “ What man art thou ?” quod he, 
“ Thou lokest, as thou woldest finde an hare. 

For ever upon the ground I see thee stale. 

“ Approche nere, and loke up menly. 

Now ware you, sires, and let this man have place. 
He m the waste is shapen as wel as 1 : 

This weie a popet m an arme to enbrace 
For any woman, smal and faire of face. 

He semeth elvish by his contenance, 

For unto no wight doth he daliance. 

“ Say now somwhal, sin other folk ban saide 5 
Tell us a tale of mirthe and that anon ” 

“ Hoste,” quod I, “ ne he not evil apaide, 

For other tale certes can I non, 

But of a rime I lerned yore agon.” 

“ Ye, that is good,” quod he, “ we shullen here 
Some deintee thing, me thinketh by thy chore.” 


THE RIME OF SIRE THOPAS, 

Listeneth, lordinges, in good entent, 
And I wol tell you verament 
Of mirthe and of solas, 

Al of a knight was faire and gent 
In bataille and in turnament, 

His name was sire Thopas. 

Ybome he was in fer contree, 

In Flandres, al bcyonde the see, 

At Popering in the place, 

His father was a man ful free, 

And lord be was of that contrec, 

A? it was Goddes grace. 

Sire Thopas was a doughty swain, 
White was his face as paindemainc 
His lippes red as rose. 

His rudde is like scat let in grain. 

And I you tell in good certain 
He had a semely nose. 

His here, his berde, was like safroun, 
That to his girdle raught adoun. 

His shoon of cordewanc ; 

Of Brugges were his hosen broun j 
His robe was of ciclatoun. 

That coste many a jane. 

He coude hunt at the witde dere, 

And ride on banking for tlie rivere 
With grey goshauk on honde : 
Therto he was a good archere, 

Of wrastlmg was thcr non his pere, 
Ther ony ram shuld stonde. 

Ful many a maide bright in bout 
They mourned for him par amour. 
Whan hem were bet to slepe ; 

But he was chaste and no lechoqr. 

And swete as 1 $ the bramble fiour^ 

That bereth the red hepe. 
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And so it fell upon a day, 

Forsoth, as I you telleu may, 

Sire Thopas wold out ride ; 

He worth upon his stede gray, 

And in his bond a lamicegay, 

A long swerd by his side. 

He priketh thurgh a faiie forest, 

Thenn is many a wilde best. 

Ye bothe buck and hare, 

And as he priked north and est, 

I telle it you, him had almeste 
Betidde a soiy care. 

Ther springen herbes grete and smale, 

The licoris and the setewale, 

And many a clone gilofrc, 

And notemuge to put in ale, 

Whether it be moist or stale. 

Or for to lam in cofre. 

The briddes singen, it is no nay. 

The sperhauk and the popingay. 

That joye it was to here, 

The throstel cok made eke his lay, 

The wode dove upon the spray 
He sang ful loude and clere. 

Sire Thopas fell in love-longing 
A1 whan he herd the throstel sing, 

And priked as he were wood 5 
His faire stede in his pnking 
So swatte, that men might him wring. 

His sides were al blo^. 

Sire Thopas eke so wery was 
For priking on the softe gras. 

So fiers was his corage. 

That doun he laid him in that place 
To maken his stede som solace, 

And yaf him good forage. 

“ A, Seinte Mary, hcnediate. 

What aileth this love at me 
To binde me so sore ? 

Me dremed all this night pardc. 

An elf-quene shal my lemman be, 

And slepe undei my gore. 

“ An elf-quene wol I love ywis. 

For m this world no woman iy 
Worthy to be my make || in toun,— 

All other women I forsake, 

And to an clf.quene I me take 
By dale and eke by doun.*’ 

Into his sadcl he clombe anon. 

And priked over stile and ston 
An elf-quene for to espie. 

Til he so long had ridden and gone, 

That he fond in a pnvee wone 
The contiee of Faerie. 

Wherin he soughlc north and south, 

And oft he spied with his month 
In many a forest wilde, 

For in that contree n’as ther non, 

•fhat to him dorst ride or gon, 

Neither wif ne chiJde. 


SIRE THOPAS. 

Til that ther came a gret geaunt. 

His name was sire Oliphaunt, 

A perilous man of dede. 

He sayde, “ Child, by Termagaunt, 

But if thou pnke out of myn haunt, 
Anon I slee thy stede || with mace — 
Here is the quene of Faerie. 

With harpe, and pipe, and simphonie. 
Dwelling m this place.” 

The child sayd, “ Al so mote I the. 

To morwe wol I meten thee, 

Whan I have min armoure. 

And yet I hopepai via fay ^ 

That thou shalt with this launcegay 
Abien it ful souiej jl thy mawe— 
Shal I perce, if I maj^, 

Or it be fully prime of the day, 

For here thou shalt be slawe.” 

Sire Thopas drow abak ful fast; 

This geaunt at him stones cast 
Out of a fel staffe sling : 

But fcnre escaped child Thopas. 

And all it was thurgh Gkiddes grace, 

And thurgh his faire bering. 

^ Yet listeneth, lordmgs, to my tale, 
Merier than the nightingale. 

For now I wol you roime, 

How sire Thopas with sides smale, 
Prikmg over hill and dale, 

Is comen agein to toune. 

His mery men commandeth he, 

To maken him bothe game and gle, 

Poi nedes must he fighte. 

With a geaunt with hedes three, 

For paramour and joUtee 
Of on that shone ful brighte. 

** Do come,” he sayd, my minestrales 
And gestours for to tellen tales 
Anon in min arming, 

Of romaunces that ben leales, 

Of popes and of caidmales, 

And eke of love-longing.” 

They fet him first the swete wia, 

And mede eke m a maselin, 

And real spicerie. 

Of ginger-bred that was ful fin, 

And licoris and eke comin. 

With suger that is trie. 

He didde next his white leie 
Of cloth of lake fin and clere 
A breche and eke a sherte. 

And next his shert an haketon, 

And over that an habergeon. 

For percing of his herte, 

And over that a fin hauberk, 

Was all y wrought of Jewes werk, 

Ful strong it was of plate. 

And over that his cote-armoure, 

As white as is the lily flouie. 

In which he wold debate. 
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His sheld was all of gold so red. 

And therin was a bores bed, 

A charboucle beside ; 

And ther he swore on ale and bred 
How that the geaunt shuld be ded, 
Betide what so betide. 

His jambeux were of cuirbouly, 

His swerdes sheth of ivoiy, 

His helme of latoun bright, 

His sadel was of rewel bone, 

His bridel as the sonne-shone, 

Or as the mone-light. 

His spere was of fin cypres. 

That bodeth werre, and nothing pees, 
The hed ful sharpe yground. 

His stede was all dapple gray. 

It goth an anmble m the way 
Ful softely and round || in londe— « 
Lo, lordes min, here is a fit j 
If ye wol ony more of it, 

To telle it wol I fond. 

Now hold your mouth poui chai ite, 
Bothe knight and lady fre, 

And herkeneth to my spell. 

Of bataille and of chevalne, 

Of ladies love and druerie, 

Anon I wol you tell. 

Men speken of lomaunces of pns, 

Of Hoinchild, and of Ipotis, 

Of Bevis, and sue Guy, 

Of sire Libeux, and Pleindatnour, 

But sire Thopas, he bereth the flour 
Of real chevalne# 

His goode stede he al bestrode, 

And forth upon his way he glode, 

As spaicle out of bronde j 
Upon his crest he bare a tour, 

And therin stiked a lily flour, 

God shilde his corps fro shonde. 

And for he was a knight auntrous, 

He n*olde slepen in non hous. 

But liggen in his hood, 

His brighte helm was his wanger, 

And by him baited his destrer 
Of herbes fin and good. 

Himself drank water of the well, 

As did the knight sire Percivell 
So worthy under wede. 

Til on a day^— —— 


PHOIOGUE TO MELIBEUS. 

** No more of this for Goddes dignitee,'' 

Quod cure Hoste, “ for thou makest me 
So wery of thy veray lewednebse, 

That al so wisly God my soule ble&se, 

Min eres aken of thy drafty spechc. 

Now swiche a nme the devil I betechc ; 

This may wel bo nine dogerel,*^ quod he* 

“ Why so quod I, “ why wolt thou letten me 
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Moic of my tal=*, than an other man. 

Sin that It is the beste nme I can 

« By God,” quod he, “ for plainly at o woid. 
Thy drafty riming is not worth a lord • 

Thou dost nought elles but dispendest time. 

Sire, at o word, thou shalt no lenger r:me, 

Let see wher thou canst tellen ought in geste, 

Or tellen in prose somwhat at the leste. 

In which ther be som rairthe or som doctrine,*' 

** Gladly,” quod I, by Goddes swete pme 
I wol you tell a litel thing in prose, 

That oughte liken you, as I suppose. 

Or elles certes ye he to dangerous. 

It is a moral tale vertuous, 

Al be it told somtime in sondry wise 
Of sondry folk, as I shal you devise. 

As thus, ye wote that every Evangelist, 

That telleth us the peine of Jesu Crist, 

Ne saith not alle thing as h^s felaw doth : 

But natheles Im sentence is al soth, 

And alle accorden as in hir sentence, 

Al be ther iii hir telling difference : 

Foi som of hem sav moie, and som say lesse. 
Whan they his pitous passion expressc ; 

I mene of Mark and Mathew, Luke and John, 
But douteles hir sentence is all on. 

Therfore, lordmges all, I you beseche. 

If that ye thmke I vary m my spechc, 

As thus, though that I telle som del more 
Of proverbes, than ye ban herde before 
Comprehended in this htel tretise here, 

To enforcen with the effect of my matere, 

And though 1 not the same wordes say 
As ye ban herde, yet to you alle I pray 
Blameth me not, for, as m my sentence, 

Shul ye nowher finden no difference 
Fro the sentence of thilke tretise litc. 

After the which this mcry tale I write. 

And therfore herkeneth what I shal say, 

And let me tellen all my talc I pray.” 


Tim TALE OF MELIBEUS. 

Ayomoe man called Mclibeus, mighty and liche, 
begate upon his wif, that called was Prudence, a 
doiighter, which tliat called was Sophie. 

Upon a day befell, that he for his disport is went 
into the feldes him to playc. His wif and eke his 
doughter hath he laft within his hous, of whicii the 
dores weren fast yshettc. Foure of his olde foos 
ban it espied, and setten ladders to the walles of 
his hous, and by the windowc's bcii cntreil, and 
beten hts wif, and wounded his doughter with five 
mortal woundes, m five sondry places ; this is to 
say, in hue feet, in hiie hondes, in hire ores, in 
hue nose, and m hire mouth; andleftcn hire for 
dode, and wen ten away. 

Whan Melibeus retorned was into his house, and 
sey al this meschief, he, like a mad man, rending 
his clothes, gan to wepe and crie. 

Prudence his wif, as fer forth as she dorst(‘, be- 
sought him of his weping for to stmt ; but not forth y 
he gan to cne and wepen ever lenger the more. 

This noble wif Prudence remembred hire upon 
the sentence of Ovide, in his book that eloped is 
the Bemedie of Love, wlieras he saith ; * Ho is a fool 
that distourbcth the moder to wepo, ui the doth of 
hue childe, til she have wept hire fille, as fur ^ 
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iertaln time : and than shal a man don his dili- 
gence with amiable wordes hire to reconforle and 
preye hire of hire weping for to stinte.’ For which 
reson this noble wif P» udence siilFied hire housbond 
for to wepe and crie, as for a certain space : and 
whan she saw hire time, she sayde to him in this 
wise “ Alas * my lord,” quod she, ** why mahe 
ye yourself for to be like a fool ^ Forsothe it ap- 
perteineth not to a wise man, to maken swiche a 
sorwe. Youre doughter, with the grace of God, 
shal warish and escape. And al were it so that 
she right now were dede, ye ne ought not as for 
hire deth youreself to destroye. Senek saith j ‘ The 
wise man shal not take to gret discomfort for the 
deth of his chiMien, but certes he shulde suffren 
it in patience, as wel as he abideth the deth of his 
Owen prop re peisone.” 

This Molibeus answered anon and saide, “What 
man” (quod he) “ shulde of his wepiug stinte, that 
hath so gret a cause for to wepe ^ Jesu Crist, our 
Loid, himself wepte for the doth of Lazarus his 
freed.” Prudence answered, “ Certes wel I wote, 
attempre weping is nothing defended, to him that 
sorweful is, among folk m sorwe, but it is rather 
graiinted him to wepe. The Apostle Poule unto 
the Romames wntetli , ‘ Man shal lejoyce with hem 
that maken joye, and wepen with swiche folk as 
wepen ^ But though attempre weping be ygranted, 
outrageous weping certes is defended. Mesure of 
weping shulde be consideied, after the lore that 
techeth us Senek ‘ Whan that thyfrend is dede 
(quod he) let cot thin eyen to moiste ben of teres, 
ne to muche drie ; although the teres comen to 
thin eyen, let hem not falle. And whan thou hast 
forgon thy frend, do diligence to get agem another 
frend : and tins is more wisdom than for to wepe 
for thy frend, which that thou hast lome, for therm 
is no bote.’ And therfore if ye goveme you by sa- 
pience, put away sorwe out of youre herte. Re- 
membieth you that Jesus Sirak sayth ; * A man that 
is joyous and glad in herte, it him conserveth flo- 
rishing in his age: but sothly a sorweful herte 
maketh his bones dne.’ He saith eke thus, that 

* sorwe in herte sleeth ful many a man.’ Salomon 
Sayth, that * right as mouthes in the shepes fleese 
anoicn to the clothes, and the smale wormesto the 
tree, right so anoieth sorwe to the herte of man.’ 
Wherfore us ought as wel m the deth of cure chil- 
dren, as in the losse of oure goodes tempoiel, have 
patience. 

“ Remembre you upon the patient Job, whan 
he hadde lost his children and bis temporel sub- 
staunce, and in his body endured and received ful 
many a grevous tribulation, yet sayde he thus : 
‘ Our Lord hath yeve it to me, oure Lord hath be- 
raft it me ; right as oure Lord hath wold, right so 
is it don j y blessed be the name of oure Lord.’ 
To thise foresaide thinges answered Melibeus unto 
his wif Piudeucc: “ All thy wordes” (quod he) 
“ ben trewc, and therto profitable, but trewely 
mm heilc is troubled with this sorwe so grevously, 
that I n’ot what to don.” — “ Let calle” (quod Piu- 
dence) “ thyn trewe frendes alle, and thy linage, 
which that ben wise, and telleth to hem your cas, 
and heikenetli what they saye in conseillmg, and 
governe you after hir sentence. Salomon saith, 

* Werke all thinges by conseil, and thou shalt never 
jrepente.* 

Than, by conseil of his wif Prudence, this Meli- 
let cajlen a grot congregation of folk, as siir- 
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giens, phisiciens, olde folk and yonge, and som of 
his olde enemies reconciled (as by hir semblant) ta 
h'S love and to his grace: and therwithal ther 
comen some of his neigheboures, that diden him 
reverence more for drede than for love, as it hap- 
peth oft. Ther comen also ful many subtil flater- 
ers, and wise advocats lemed in the lawe. 

And whan thise folk togeder assembled weren, 
this Melibeus in sorv eful wise shewed hem his cas, 
and by the manere of his speche, it semed that la 
herte he bare a cruel ire, redy to don vengeaunce 
upon his foos, and sodemly desired that the werre 
shulde beginne, but natheles yet axed he his con- 
seil upon this matere. A surgien, by licence and 
assent of swiche as weren wise, up rose, and unta 
Melibeus sayde, as ye moun here. 

“ Sire,” (quod he) “ as to us surgiens apper- 
temeth, that we do . to every wight the beste that 
we can, wher as we ben withholden, and to our 
patient that we do no damage: wherfore it hap- 
peth many time and ofte, that whan twey meuhau 
evench wounded other, o same surgien heleth hena 
both, wherfore unto our art it is not pertinent to 
nonce weire, ne parties to suppoite. But certes, 
as to the warishing of youre doughter, al be it so 
that perilously she be wounded, we shnln do so en- 
tentif besinesse fro day to night, that w'lth the 
grace of God, she shal be hole and sound, as sone 
as IS possible.” Almost right in the same wise the 
phisiciens answerden, save that they saiden a fewe 
wordes more, that right as maladies ben cured by 
hir contraries, right so shal man waiishe werre. 
His neigheboures ful of envie, his feined frendes 
that semed reconciled, and his Caterers, maden 
semblant of weping, and empeired and agregged 
muchel of this matere, m preysing gretly Melibee 
of might, of power, of nchesse, and of frend^, de- 
spising the power of his adversaries : and saiden 
outrely, that he anon shulde wreken him on his 
foos, and beginnen werre 

Up rose than an advocat that was wise, by leve 
and by conseil of other that were wise, and sayde : 
“ Lordmges, the nede for the which we ben assem- 
bled m this place, is a ful hevie thing, and an 
heigh matere, because of the wrong and of the wik- 
kednesse that hath be don, and eke by reson of the 
grete damages, that m time coming ben possible to 
fallen for the same cause, and eke by reson of the 
gret nchesse and power of the parties bothe, for 
the which resons, it were a ful gret peril to erren 
in this matere. Wherfore, Melibeus, this is oure 
sentence ; we conseille you, aboven alle thing, that 
right anon thou do thy diligence in kepmg of thy 
propie persone, in swiche a wise that thou ne want 
non espie ue watche, thy body for to save. And 
after that, we conseille that in thin hous thou sette 
suffisant gamison, so that they moun as wel thy 
body as thy hous defende. But certes for to mee- 
ven werre, ne sodenly for to do vengeaunce, we 
moun not deme in so litel time that it weie profit- 
able. Wbeifore we axen leiser and space to have 
deliberation in this cas to deme ; for the comune 
provexbe saith thus ; * he that sone demeth, sone 
shal repente.’ And eke men sain, that thilke juge 
IS wise, that sone understondeth a matere, and 
jugeth by leisei. For al be it so, that al tarying 
be anoifnl, algates it is not to repreve in yeving of 
jugement, ne in vengeaniie taking, whan it is sufla- 
sant and resonable. And that shewed pur Ixird 
r Jesn Crist by cnsample, for uban th^t thp woman 
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that was taken in advoutne, was bi ought in his 
presence to knowen what shuld be don with hire 
peisone, al be it that he wist wel himself what that 
he wolde answere, yet ne wolde he not answere so- 
dcmly, but he wolde have deliberation, and m the 
ground he wrote twies , and by thise causes we 
axen delibeiation : and we shuln than by the grace 
of God conseiUe the thing that shal be profitable.’* 

Up sterte than the yonge folk at ones, and the 
most partie of that compagnie han scoined this 
olde wise man, and begonnen to make noise and 
saiden ; Right so as while that iren is hot men 
shulde smite, right so men shuln do wreken hir 
wronges, while that they ben freshe and newe 
and with lOude voys they enden ** werre, werre.” 
Up rose tho on of thise olde wise, and with his 
hand made countenaunce that men shuld holde hem 
stille, and yeve him audience. “ Lordinges,” 
(quod he) “ ther is ful many a man that crieth 
werre, werre, that wote ful litel what werre amount- 
eth, Werre at his beginning hath so giet an en- 
trihg and so large, that every wight may enter 
whan him liketh, and lightly find wene: but 
certes what end that shal befall e, it is not light to 
know. Ror sothly whan that werre is ones begonne, 
ther IS ful many a child unborne of his moder, 
that shal sterve yong, by cause of thilke werre, 
other elles live in sorwe, and dien in wretched- 
nesse: and therfore or that any werre be begonne, 
men must have gret conseil and gret deliberation.” 
And whan this olde man wende to enforcen his 
tale by resons, wel nie alle at ones begonne they to 
rise, for to breken his tale, and bidden him ful oft 
his wordes for to abregge. For sothly he that 
precheth to hem that listen not heren his wordes, 
his sermon hem anoieth. For Jesus Sirak sayth, 
that musike in weping is a noious thing. This is 
to sayn, as muche availleth to speke befom folk to 
which bis speche anoietb, as to singe befoine him 
that wepetb. And whan this wise man saw that 
him wanted audience, al sliamefast he sette him 
doun agein. For Salomon saitli . * Ther as thou ne 
mayst have non audience, enforce thee not to 
speke.’ “ I see wel,” (quod this wise man) “ that tlie 
commune proverbe is soth, that good conseil want- 
eth, whan it is most nede.” 

Yet had this Mehbeus in his conseil many folk, 
that prively in his ere conseilled him certain thing, 
and conseilled him the contrary in general audi- 
ence. Whan Mehbeus had herd that the gretest 
partie of his conseil were accorded that he shulde 
make werre, anon he consented to hir conscilling, 
and fully affermed hir sentence. Than dame Piu- 
dence, whan that she saw how that hire hosbonde 
shope him for to awreke him on his foos, and to be- 
ginne werre, she in ful humble wise, whan she saw 
hire time, sayde him these wordes ; “ My lord,” 
(quod she) I you beseche as hertly as I dare and 
can, ne haste you not to faste, and for alle guer- 
dons as yeve me audience. For Piers Alphonse 
sayth 5 ‘ Who so that doth to thee outher good or 
harme, haste thee not to quite it, for m this wise 
thy frend wol abide, and thin enemie shal the 
lenger live m drede.’ The proverbe sayth ; ‘ he 
hasteth wel that wisely can abide; and in wikked 
hast is no profile. 

This Melibee answered unto his wif Prudence : 

I purpose not” (quod he) to werken by thy 
conseil, for many causes and resons; for certes 
every wight wold hold me than a fool 5 this is to 


sayn, if I for thy conscilling wolde change thiiigCi#, 
that ben oideinecl and affirmed by so many wise 
men. Secondly, I say, that all women ben wicke, 
and non good of hem all. * For of a thousand men,’ 
saith Salomon, * I found 0 good man : but certes 
of alle women good woman found I never.’ And also 
certes, if I governed me by thy conseil, it shulde 
seme that I had yeve thee over me the maistiie : 
and God forbede that it so were. For Jesus Sirak 
sayth, that * if the wif have the maistrie, she is con- 
trarious to hire husbond.’ And Salomon sayth; 

‘ Never m thy lif to thy wif, ne to thy childe, ne to 
thy frend, ne yeve no power over thyself : for bet- 
ter it were that thy childien axe of thee thinges 
that hem nedeth, than thou see thy self in the 
handes of thy children.’ And also if I wol werche 
by thy conscilling, ceiies it must be somtime se- 
crec, til it weie time that it be knowen: and this 
ne may not be, if 1 shulde be conseilled by thee. 
[For it IS written ; ‘ The janglerie of women ne can 
no thing hide, save that which they wote not.’ 
After the philosophre saith; ‘ In wikked conseil wo- 
men venquishen men .’ and for thise resons I ne owe 
not to be conseilled by thee.”] 

Whan dame Prudence, ful debonairly and with 
gret pacience, had herd all that hue husbonde 
liked for to say, than axed she of him licence for to 
speke, and sayde m this wise. “ My lord,” (quod 
she) “ as to your first reson, it may lightly ben an- 
swerd : for I say that it is no folie to chaunge con- 
seil whan the thing is chaunged, or elles whan the 
thing semeth otherwise than it semed afore. And 
moreover I say, though that ye have swomc and 
behight to performe your emprise, and nevertbeles 
ye weive to performe thilke same emprise by just 
cause, men shuld not say therfore ye were a Iyer, 
ne foiswom : for the book sayth, that ‘ the wise man 
maketh no lesing, whan he tumeth his coiage for 
the better.’ And al be it that your ompnse bo 
established and ordeineJ by gret multitude of folk, 
yet thar you not accomplish thilke ordinance but 
you liketh : for the trouthe of thinges, and the 
the profit, ben rather founden in fewe folk that ben 
wise and ful of reson, than by gret multitude of 
folk, ther every man crycth and clattereth what 
him liketh : sothly swiche multitude is not honest 
As to the second reson, wheras ye say, that alle 
women ben wicke : save your grace, certes yc de- 
spise alle women in this wise, and * he that all dc- 
spiseth,’ as saith the book, * all disploseth.’ And Sc- 
nek saith, that ‘ who so wol have sapience, shal no 
man dispreise, but he shal gladly techc the bcionco 
that he can, without presumption or pride ; and 
swiche thinges as he nought can, he bhal not ben 
ashamed to lere hem, and to enquere of lessc folk 
than himself * And, sire, that ther hath ben ful 
many a good woman, may lightly be proved ; for 
certes, sire, our Lord Jesu Crist n’oldc never han 
descended to be borne of a woman, if all women 
had be wicked. And after that, for the gret boun- 
tee that is in women, our Lord Jesu Crist, whan he 
was risen from deth to lif, appered rather to a wo- 
man than to his Apostles, And though that Salo- 
mon sayde, he found never no good woman, it fol- 
weth not therfore, that all women be wicked : for 
though that he ne found no good woman, certes 
many another man hath founde many a woman ful 
good and trewe. Or elleb peraventure the entent 
of Salomon was this, that m soveraine bountwj he 
found no woman ; this is to bay, that ther is nii* 
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^Mght that hath soveiaiue boimtee, save God alone, I better than jaspre ? Wisdom — ^And -what is bet- 
as he himself recordeth m his Evangehes. Forther ter than wisdom ? Woman. — And what is better 


IS no creature so good, that him ne wanteth som- 
what of the perfection of God that is his maker. 
Youre thndde reson is this; ye say that if that ye 
governe you by my conseil, it shulde seme that ye 
had yeve me the maistrie and the lordship of your 
person. Sire, save your grace, it is not so ; for if 
so were that no man shulde be conseilled but only 
of hem that han lordship and maistiie of his pei- 
son, men n’olde not be conseilled so often: for 
sothly thilke man that asketh conseil of a purpos, 
yet hath he free chois whether he wol werke after 
that conseil or non. And as to your fomth reson, 
ther as ye sain that the janglerie of women can 
hide thmges that they wot not , as who so say th, 
that a woman can not hide that she wote ; sire, 
thise wordes ben understonde of women that ben 
jangleresses and wicked; of which women men 
sain that three thinges driven a man out of bis 
hous, that IS to say, smoke, dropping of raine, and 
wicked wives. And of swiche women Salomon 
sa3rth, that ' a man were better dwell m deseit, 
than with a woman that is riotous.^ And, sire, by 
your leve, that am not I ; for ye have ful often as- 
saied my gret silence and my gret patience, and 
eke how wel that I can hide and hele thinges, that 
men oughten secretly to hiden. And sothly as to 
your fifthe reson, wheras ye say, that in wicked 
conseil women venquishen men ; God wote that 
thilke reson stant here in no stede: for under- 
atondeth now, ye axen conseil for to do wicked- 
nesse; and if ye wol werken wickednesse, and 
your wif restraineth thilke wicked purpos, and 
overcometh you by reson and by good conseil, 
ceites your wif ought lather to be preised than to 
be blamed. Tlius shulde ye underetonde the phi- 
losophre that sayth, * In wicked conseil women 
venquishen hir husbondes/ And ther as ye blamen 
all women and hir resons, I shal shewe you by 
many ensamples, that many women have ben ful 
good, and yet ben, and hir conseil holesome and 
profitable. Eke som men ban sayd, that Hhe con- 
seil of women is either to dere, or elles to litel of 
pris.’ But al be it so that ful many a woman be 
bad, and hire conseil vile and nought worth, yet 
han men founden ful many a good woman, and dis- 
crete and wise m conseiUmg. Lo, Jacob, thurgh 
the good conseil of his mother Kcbecke, wan the 
benison of his father, and the lordship over all his 
brethren. Judith, by hire good conseil, delivered 
the citee of Bethulie, in which she dwelt, out of the 
honde of Holofern, that had it beseged, and wolde 
it al dcstroye. Abigail delivered Nabal hire hous- 
bond fio David the king, that wolde han slam him, 
and appesed the ire of the king by hire wit, and by 
hire good conseilUng. Hester by lure conseil en- 
baunced gretly the peple of God, in the regne of 
Assuerus the king. And the same bountee m good 
oonscilling of many a good woman inoun men rede 
and tell. And further moie, whan that oiire Loid 
had created Adam cure foime father, he sayd in 
this wise; * It IS not good to be a man alione: 
make we to him an helpe semblable to himself/ 
Here mouri yo see that if women weren not good, 
and hir conseil gootl and profitable, cure Lord God 
of Heven wolde neither han wi ought liem, ne 
called hern helpc of man, but rather confusion of 
man. And ther sayd a clerk ones mtwovcis; 
^ What 19 better than gold? Jaspn*.— What is 


than a good woman ^ Nothing.’ And, sire, by 
many other resons moun ye seen, that many wo- 
men ben good, and hir conseil good and profitable. 
And therfore, sire, if ye wol troste to my conseil, 

I shal restore vou yonr doughter hole and sound : 
and I wol don to ^mu so muche, that ye shuln have 
honour m this cas.’' 

Whan Melibee had herd the wordes of his wif 
Prudence, he sayd thus : “ I se wel that the word 
of Salomon is soth , for he saith, that ‘ wordes, 
that ben spoken disci etly by ordinaunce, ben ho- 
niecombes, for they yeven swetencsse to the soule, 
and holsomnesse to the body.’ And, wif, because 
of thy swete wordes, and eke foi I have preved and 
assaied thy giete sapience and thy gicte trouthc, 

I wol governe me by thy conseil in alle thing.” 

** Now, sire,” (quod dame Prudence) “ and sin 
that ye vouchesafe to be governed by my conseil, 

I wol enforme you how that ye shuln governe your- 
self, m chesing of youve conseillonrs. Ye shuln 
first in alle your werkes mekely besechen to the 
heigh God, that he wol be your conseiUour ; and 
shapeth you to swiche entente that he yeve you 
conseil and comforte, as taught Tobie his sone; 

‘ At alle times thou shalt blesse God, and preiehina 
to dresse thy waves ; and loke that alle thy con- 
seils ben in him for evermore.’ Seint James eke 
sayth ; ‘ If any of you have nede of sapience, axe it 
of God.’ And afterwarde, than shuJlen ye take 
conseil in yourself, and examine wel youi owen 
thoiightes, of swiche thinges as you thinketh that 
ben best for your profit. And than shuln ye drive 
fio your herte thiee thinges that hen contrarious to 
good conseil, that is to sayn, iie, coveitise, and 
hastinesse. 

** First, he that axeth conseil of himself, certes he- 
must be witbouten ire, for many causes. The first 
is this • he that hath gret ire and wrath in himself, 
he wencth alway that he may do thing that he may 
not do. And secondly, he that is irous and wroth, 
he may not wel deme • and he that may not wel 
deme, may not wel conseille. The thirdde is this j 
* he that is nous and wroth/ as sayth Senek, ‘ ne 
may not speke but blameful thmges, and with his 
vicious wordes he stirreth other folk to anger and 
to ire\ And eke, sue, ye must drive coveitisc out 
of your herte. For the apostle sayth, that ' covei- ' 
tise is the lote of alle harmes.’ And tiosteth wel, 
that a covcitous man ne can not deme ne thinke, 
but only to fulfille the ende of his covetise ; and 
ceites that ne may never ben accomplised ; for 
ever the more baboundance that he hath of richesse, 
the moie he desiieth. And, sire, ye must also 
drive out of youre herte hastinesse : for certes ye 
ne moun not deme for the beste a soden thought 
that falleth in youie herte, but ye must avise you 
on it ful ofte* for as ye have herde heiebcforn, the 
commune proverbe is this ; ‘ He that sone demetb, 
sone icpenteth.’ 

“ Sire, ye ne be not alway in like disposition, for 
certes som thing tliat somtirae someth to you that 
it IS good for to do, another time it semeth to you 
the contrarie. 

“ And whan ye ban taken censeil in yourself, and 
han demed by good delibeiatiou swiche thing as 
you someth beste, than rede I you that ye kepe it 
sscrec. Bewreye not your conseil to no peri^one, 
but if so be tlnit ye wenen sikerly, that thurgh 
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youre bewreying yout condition slial ben to you 
more profitable. For Jesus Snak saith : * Neither 
to thy foo ne to thy trend discover not thy secree, 
ne thy folie : for they woln yeve you audience and 
lokihg, and supportation in youie piesence, and 
scome you in youre absence ’ Another clerk say th, 
that * scarsly shalt thou finden any persone that 
may kepe thy conseil secrely. The book sayth; 
* While that thou kepestthy conseil in thin heite, 
thou kepest it in thy prison . and whan thou bc- 
wreyest thy conseil to any wight, he holdeth thee 
m his snare.* And therfore you is better to hide 
your conseil m your herte, than tb preye Iiiin to 
whom ye han bewreyed your conseil, that he wol 
kepe it close and stille. For Seneca sayth: ‘ It so 
be that thou ne mayst not thin owen conseil hide, 
how darest thou preyen any other wight thy conseil 
secretly to kepe ? ’ But natheles, if thou wcne sikerly 
that thy bewreying of thy conseil to a peisone wol 
make thy condition to stonden in the better plight, 
than shalt thou telle him thy conseil m this wise. 
First, thou shalt make no semblant whether thee 
were level pees or wei re, oi this or that ; ne shewe 
him not thy will ne thin entente ; foi tioste wel 
that commuiily thtse conseillours ben flateiers, 
namely the conseillours of gi ete lordes, for they 
enforcen hem alway rather to speken plesant wordes 
enclining to the lordes lust, than wordes that ben 
trewe or profitable, and therfore men sayn, that 
' the riche man hath selde good conseil, but if he 
have it of himself.’ And after that thou shalt con- 
sider thy frendes and thin enemies. And as touch- 
ing thy frendes, thou shalt considei which of hem 
ben most feithful and most wise, and eldest and 
most approved in conseilling : and of hem shalt 
thou axe thy conseil, as the cas rcquireth. 

“ I say, that first ye shuln clepe to youre conseil 
youre frendes that ben trewe. For Salomon saith : 
that ‘ right as the herte of a man deliteth m savour 
that IS swote, right so the conseil of trewe fiendes 
yeveth swetcnesse to the soule.’ He sayth also, 

‘ Thei may nothing be likened to the tiewe frend ; 
for certes gold ne silver beii not so muche wbrth as 
the good will of a trewe fiend * And eke he sayth, 
that * a tiewe fiend is a stiong defence j who so 
that it findeth, certes he finde.th a gret tresor/ 
Than shuln ye eke consider if that your trewe 
frendes ben discrete and wise : for the book saith, 
^ Axe alway thy conseil of hem that ben wise * And 
by this same reson shuln ye clepcn to youre conseil 
yoine frendes that hen of age, swiche as han seyn 
and ben expert m many thinges, and ben approved 
in conseillinges. For the book sayth, * In olde men 
is al the sapience, and in longe time the prudence.’ 
And Tullius sayth, that * giete thinges ne ben not 
ay accomplised by strengtho, ne by delivemesse 
of body, but by good conseil, by authoritee of per- 
sones, and by science : the winch three thinges ne 
ben not feble by age, but cortes they enforcen and 
encresen day by day,’ And than shuln ye kepe 
this for a general icule. First ye shuln clepe to 
youie conseil a fewe of youre frendes that ben 
especial For Salomon saith ; * Many frendes have 
thou, but among a thousand chese thee on to be 
thy conseilloiir.’ For al be it so, that thou fust ne 
telle thy conseil but to a fowe, tliou mayest aftei- 
waide tell it to mo folk, it it be nede. But loke 
alway that thy conseilloui’s have thilkc three con- 
ditions that I have sayd before; that is to say, that 
they be trewe, wise, and of olde experience. And 


I werke not alway in every nede by on conseil lou> 
i allone : for somtime behoveth it to be conseilled 
I by many. For Salomon sayth ; * Salvation of 
' thinges IS wher as ther ben many con‘-eillours.’ 

“ Now sitli that t have told you of which folk ye 
shulde be conseilled: now wol 1 teche you which 
conseil ye ought to eschue. Fust ye shuln eschue 
[ the conseilling of fooles; for Salomon sayth, ‘ 7 ake 
no conseil of a fool: for he ne can coiiseille but 
aftei his owen lust and his affection.’ The book 
sayth, * The propietee of a fool is this : he trCweth 
lightly hai me of every man, and lightly troweth 
all bouutee in himself.’ Thou shalt eke eschue the 
conseilling of all flateiers, swiche as enforcen hcni 
lathei to pieiseii youre persone by flaterie, than fo^ 
to tell you the sothfastnesse of thinges. 

“ Wheifore Tullius sayth, * Among allc the pesti- 
lences that ben in freudship, the gietest is flateiic ’ 
And tberfoie iL is more nede that thou eschue and 
diede flaleieis, than any other peple. The book 
saith, ‘Thou shalt lather diede and flee fio the 
swete wordes of flateiing picisers, than fio the egie 
wordcb of thy frend that saith thee sothes.’ Salomon 
saith, that ‘the wordes of a flatcier is a siiaie to 
cacchcn innocents’. He sayth also, ‘ He that 
speketh to his frend wordes of swetenesse and of 
plesaunce, he setteth a net befoine his feet to 
cacchcn him.’ And therfore sayth Tullius, ‘ Encline 
not thin eres to fiaterers, ne take no conseil of 
wordes of flaterie.’ And Caton sayth, ‘ Aviso thee 
wel, and eschue woidcs of swetenesse and of ple- 
saunce.’ And eke thou shalt eschue the conseilling 
of thin olde enemies that ben reconciled. The book 
sayth, that ‘no wight retouineth safely into the 
grace of his olde enemie.’ And Ysope saith, ‘ Ne 
trust not to hem, to which thou hast somtime had 
wcne or enmitee, ne telle hem not thy conseil,' 
And Senek telleth the cause why. * It may not 
be,' saith he, ‘ ther as grot fire bath long time en- 
dured, that ther nc dwellcth som vapour of warm- 
ncsse.’ And theifoie saith Salomon, * In thin olde 
foo trost thou never ’ For sikcrly, though tlini 
encmie be reconciled, and maketh thee chere of 
humilitee, and louteth to thee with )iiR heel, nc trost 
him never: for certes he maketh tbilke femed 
humihtee more for his profite, than for any lore of 
thypei&one; because that ho deeineth to have 
victoiie over thy persone by swiche feined conte- 
nance, the which victone he might not have by 
strif of wcne. And Peter Alphonse sayth ; ‘ Make 
no felawsbip with thin olde enemies, for if thou do 
hem bountee, they wollen peiveiten it to wicked- 
nessc.” And eke thou must eschue the conseilling 
of hem that ben thy servaunts, niid beicii thee gret 
reverence for paraventure tiny fcni it more for 
drede than for love. And thei foie sjuth a philoso- 
phre in this wise : * Ther is no wight parfitly ticwo 
to him that he to sote drcdctli.’ And Tullius 
sayth, * Thern’is no might so gret of any emperour 
that longe may endure, but if he have nuire love of 
the peplo than drede.’ Thou shalt also eschue the 
conseilling of folk that ben dronkol(‘we, for they ne 
can no conseil hide. For Salomon sayth, ‘ Th<‘F 
n’is, no privetee ther as regneth dronkennesae,’ Ye 
shuln also have in suspect the conaeillmgof swiche 
folk as cont.eille you o thing prively, and couseille 
you the contrarie openly. For (Jassiodorc sayth, 
that ‘ it IS a manure sleiglite to hinder his enemy 
whan he sheweth to don a thing openly, and werk- 
eth piively the contrary.’ Thou shalt also have in 
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suspect the conselllmg of wicked folk, for hir conseil 
is alway ful of fraude. And David sayth , ‘ Blisful 
is that man that hath not folwed the consejllmg of 
shrewes,’ Thou shalt also eschue the conseilling 
of yonge folk* for hir conseilling is not ripe, as 
Salomon saith. 

“ Now, sire, sith I have shewed you of which folk 
ye shullen take youre conseil, and of which folk ye 
shullen eschue the conseil, now wol I teche you 
how ye shuln examine your conseil after the doc- 
trine of Tullius. In examining than of your con- 
seillours, ye shuln considie many thinges. Alder- 
first thou shalt considre that m thilke thing that 
thou purposest, and upon what thing that thou ! 
wolt have conseil, that veray tioulhe be said and 
conserved; this is to say, telle tiewely thy tale: 
for he that sayth false, may not wel be conseilled in 
that cas, of which he lieth. And after this, thou 
shalt considre the thinges that accorden to that 
thou puiposcbt for to do by thy conseillours, ifreseu 
accoid therto, and eke if thy might may atteme 
therto, and if the more part and the better pait of 
thin conseillours accorden therto or no. Than shalt 
tftou considre what thing shal folwe of that con- 
scilling j as hate, pees, werre, grace, prohte, or do- 
mage, and many other thinges : and m alle thinges 
thou shalt chese the beste, and weive alle othei | 
thinges. Than shalt thou considre of what roote 
is engendred the matere of thy conseil, and what 
fruit it may conceive and engendre. Thou shalt | 
eke considie alle the causes, fiom whennes they ben 
sprongen. And whan thou hast examined thy con- ; 
sell, as I have said, and which partie is the better 
and more profitable, and hast appreved it by many 
wise folk and olde, than shalt thou considre, if thou 1 
mayst peiforme it and maken of it a good ende. 
For coitcs reson wol not that any man shulde be- 
ginue a thing, but if he raighte peiforme it as him 
oughte : ne no wight shulde take upon him so bevy 
a charge, that he might not beien it. For the pro- 
verbe sayth ; ‘ lie that to muche embraceth dis- 
treineth litel.’ And Caton saitb ; ‘Assay to do 
swiche thinges as thou bast power to don, lest the 
charge oppiesse thee so soie, that thee behoveth to 
wcivc thing that thou hast begonne.’ And if so be 
that thou be in doute, whether thou mayst pev- 
fonne a thing or non, chose rather to suffrethan to 
begmne.’ And Peter Alphonse sayth; ‘If thou 
hast might to don a thing, of which thou must re- 
pontc, It is belter nay than ya this is to sayn, that 
thee 18 better to holde thy tonge stille than for to 
speke. Than mayst thou understonde by stronger 
resons, that if thou hast power to performe a werk, 
of which thou shalt repente, than is thee better 
that tliou fiufire than begmne. Wel sain they that 
defenden every wight to assaye a thing of which he 
is in doute whether he may performe it or non. 
And aftci whan ye hari examined youre conseil, as 
I have said beforne, and kiiowen wel that ye moun 
performe your emprise, conierme it than sadly tiJ 
It be at an cude. 

“ Now IS it reson and time that I shewe you whan, 
and wherfore, that ye moun chaunge your conseil, 
withouten reprove. Sothly, a man may change h»s 
purpos and his conseil, if the cause ceseth, or whan 
a newe cas iMitidcUi. For the lawe saith, that ‘ upon 
thinges that newly betiden, behoveth newe conseil.’ 
And Sonoca saytli ; ‘ If thy conseil is comeii to the 
eres of thin cnennes, chaungo thy conseil.^ Thou 
mayst also chamijjo tliy conseil, if so be tliati thou 


Ui 

find that by errour, or by other cause, harme or da* 
mage may betide. Also if thy conseil be disho* 
neste, other elles come of dishoneste cause, chaunge 
thy conseil- for the lawes sain, that ‘ all behestes 
that ben dishoneste ben of no value:* and eke, if so 
be that it be impossible, or may not goodly be per- 
formed or kept 

“ And take this for a general reule, that every 
conseil that is affermed so strongly, that it may not 
be chaunged for no condition that may betide, I say 
that thilke conseil is wicked.’^ 

This Mebbeus, whan he had herd the doctrine of 
his wif dame Prudence, answered in this wise. 
“ Dame,** quod he, “ as yet unto this tune ye han 
wel and covenably taught me, as in general, how 
I shal goveme me in the chesing and m the with- 
holding of iny conseillours ; but now wold I fain 
that ye wold condescend in especial, and telle me 
how hketh you, or what semeth you by ouie con- 
seillours that we han chosen in our piesent nede.’* 

“ My lord,** quod she, “ I beseebe you m alle 
humblesse, that ye wol not wilfully replie agem 
my resons, ne distempie your herte, though I speke 
thing that youdisplese; for God wote that, asm 
mm entente, 1 speke it for your beste, for youre 
honour and foi youre piofite eke, and sothly I hope 
that youre benignitee wol taken it in patience. 
And trosteth me wel,** quod she, “ that youre con- 
seil as m this cas ne shulde not (as to speke pro- 
prely) be called a conseilling, but a motion or a 
meving of folie, in which conseil ye han erred m 
many a sondry wise. 

“ First and foi ward, ye han erred in the assembling 
of youre conseillours; for ye sholde first han cleped 
a fewe folk to yoiue conseil, and after ye mighte 
ban shewed it to mo folk, if it hadde be nede. But 
certesye han sodeinlv cleped to your conseil a gret 
multitude of pcple, ful chargeant and ful anoyous 
for to here. Also ye han erred, for ther as ye 
shulde han only cleped to youre conseile youre 
trewc fiendes, olde and wise, ye han cleped strauuge 
folk, yonge folk, false flaterers, and enemies recon- 
ciled, and folk that don you reverence withouten 
love. And eke ye han erred, for ye han hi ought 
with you to youre conseil iie, coveitise, and hastif- 
nesse, the which three thinges ben contrary to every 
conseil honest and profitable: the which three 
thinges ye ne han not anicntissed or destroyed, 
neither m youreself ne m yome conseillours, as 
you ought. Yc han erred also, for ye han shewed 
to youieconseillouis youre talent and youre affec- 
tions to make werre anon, and for to do vengeaunce, 
and they han espied by youre wordes to what thing 
ye ben enclined : and therfore han they conseilled 
you lather to youre talent, than to youre profile. 
Ye han erred also, for it semeth that you sufficeth 
to han ben conseilled by thise conseillours only, 
and with litel avis, wheras in so high and so gret a 
nede, it had ben necessane mo conseillours, and 
more deliberation to performe your emprise. Ye 
han erred also, for ye han not examined your con- 
seil m the foresaid maneie, ne in duemanere, as 
the cas requiieth. Ye han eired also, for ye han 
maked no division betwix youie conseillours ; this 
is to sayn, betwix youre trewe frendes and youre 
femed conseilloiiis: nc ye han not knowe the wiHe 
of your fiendes, olde and wise, but yc ban cast alle 
hir woides m an hochepot, hnd enclmed youi lieite 
to the more part and to the gictei nomhie, and 
ther be ye condesoei^ded ; and sith ye w'ot wel that 



112 CHAUCER^S POEMS. 


men shnln alway finde a greter nombre of fooles 
than of wise men, and therfore the conseillings that 
ben at congxegations and multitude of folk, ther as 
men take more regard to the nombre, than to the 
sapience of persones, ye seen wel, that in swiche 
conseillings fooles han the maistrie.’’ Melibeus an- 
swered and said agem: “ I graunte wel that I have 
erred; but ther as thou hast told me heiebeforne, 
that he nMs not to blame that chaungeth his conseil 
m certain cas, and for certain and just causes, I am 
al redy to chaunge my conseil right as thou wolt 
devise* The proveibe sayth ; ‘ for to don sinne 
is mannish, but certes for to persevere long m smne 
is weike of the divel.” 

To this sentence answered anon dame Prudence, 
and saide ; “ Examineth’* (quod she) “ wel your 
conseil, and let us see the which of hem han spoken 
most lesonably, and taught you best conseil. And 
for as much as the examination is necessane, let us 
beginne at the siirgiens and at the physicians, that 
first spaken in this matei. I say that physiciens 
and surgiens han sayde you m youre conseil dis- 
cretly, as hem oughte: and m hir speche saiden 
ful wisely, that to the ofloice of hem apperteineth to 
don to every wight honour and profite, and no wight 
to anoye, and after hir craft to don gret diligence 
unto the cure of hem which that they han in hir 
govemauncc. And, sire, right as they han an- 
swered wisely and discretly, right so rede I tliat 
they be highly and soveramly guerdoned for hir 
noble speche, and eke for they shulden do the more 
ententif besmesse in the curation of thy dere dough- 
'ter. Tor al be it so that they ben your frendes, 
therfore shullen ye not sufiren, that they serve you 
for nought, but ye oughte the rather guerdone hem, 
and shewe hem youre largesse. And as touching 
the proposition, which the physiciens entreteden in 
this cas, this it to sain, that in maladies, that a con- 
trane is warished by another contrane : I wold fam 
knowe how ye understonde thilke text, and what is 
youre sentence,” “ Certes,” quod Melibeus, I 
understonde it m this wise; that right as they ban 
don me a contrarie, right so shulde I don hem ano- 
ther ; for right as they han venged hem upon me 
and don me wrong, right bO shall I venge me upon 
hem, and don hem wrong, and than have I cured a 
contrarie by another.” 

“ Lo, lo,” quod dame Prudence, “ how lightly 
is every man enclined to bis owen desire and his 
Owen plesaunce ! Certes” (quod she) ** the wordes 
of the physiciens ne shulden not han ben under- 
stonden m that wise ; for certes wickednesse is not 
contrane to wickednesse, ne vengeaunco to venge- 
aunce, ne wrong to wrong, but they ben semblable: 
and theiforc a ven geaunce is not warished by another 
vengeaunce, ne a wrong by another wrong, but 
evench of hem encreseth and aggreggeth other. 
But cei tes the wordes of the physiciens shulden ben 
understonde in this wise; for good and wickednesse 
ben two contraries, and pees and wcjne, vengeaunce 
and snffrauDce, discord and accord, and many othei 
thing es: but certes, wickednesse shal be warished 
by gooduesse, discord by accord, weiTe by pees, and 
so forth of other thinges. And heieto accordeth 
seint Poule the apostle in many places he saitli, 
‘ Ne yelde not harme for harinc, ne wicked speche 
for wicked speche, but do wel to him that doth to 
thee harme, and blesse him that saith to tlice harme.’ 
And in many other places he amonesteth pees and 
accord. But now wol I spehc to you of the conseil. 


which that was yeVen to you by the men of lawc,* 
and the wise folk, and old folke,that sayden alle by 
on accord as ye han herd befome, that ovei alle 
thinges ye shuln do youre diligence to kepe youre 
persone, and to wamestore your house : and saiden 
also, that in this cas you oughte for to werchen ful 
avisely and with gret deliberation. And, sire, as to 
the first point, that toucheth tlie keping of youre 
persone, ye shuln understond. that he that hath 
werre, shal ever more devoutly and mekely preien 
befome alle thinges. that Jesu Crist of his mercie 
wol han him in his protection, and ben his soveraine 
helping at his nede: for certes in this world ther is 
no wight that may be conseilled ne kept suffisantly, 
withoute the keping of oui e lord Jesu Crist. To this 
sentence accordeth the prophete David that sayth : 
* If God ne kepe the citee, in idel waketh he that 
kepeth it.’ Now, si' e, than shuln yc committe the 
keping of youre peisone to youre tiewe frendes, that 
ben appreved and yknowe, and of hem shuln ye 
a^en helpe, youi e persone for to kepe. Foi Caton 
saith : * If thou have nede of helpe, axe it of thy 
firendes, for thei n’ls non so good a physicien as thy 
trewe frend. ’ And after this than shuln ye kepe you 
fro alle straunge folk, and fro heres, and have alway 
m suspect hir compaigme. For Piers Alphonse 
sayth : ‘ Ne take no oompaignie by the way of a 
straunge man, but if so be that thou have knowen 
him of lenger time : and if so be that he falle into 
thy compaignie paraventure withouten thin assent, 
enqueic than, as subtilly as thou maist, of his con- 
versation, and of his lif befome, and feme thy way, 
saying thou wolt go thider as thou wolt not go ; and 
if he here a spere, hold thee on the light side, and 
if he here a swerd, hold thee on his left side.’ And 
after this than shuln ye kepe you wisely from all 
swiche manere peple as I have sayed before, and 
hem and hir conseil eschue. And after this than 
shuln ye kepe you in swiche manere, that for any 
presumption of youie strengthe, that ye ne despise 
not, ne account not the might of your advcisary so 
lite, that yc let the keping of youre persone for 
your presumption ; for every wise man dredeth Ins 
enemie. And Salomon sayth ; * Wclful is he that 
of alle hath drede ; for certes he that thurgh the 
hardinesse of his herte, and thurgh the hardiiiosse 
of himself, hath to gret presumption, him shal evil 
betide.* Thau shuln yc cvcimo countrewaito em- 
boyssements, and alle espiailc. For Senek sayth, 
that ‘ the wise man that diedeth haimcsjcschuclh 
harmes; ne he nefalletli into peuls, that penis cs- 
chucth ’ And al be it so, that it seme that thou 
art in siker place, yet shalt thou alway do thy dili- 
gence in keping of thy persone ; this is to sayn, ne 
be not negligent to kepe thin persone, not only fro 
thy gretest enemy, but also iro thy Icstc enemy. 
Senek sayth ; ‘ A man that is wel avised, he dredeth 
his leste enemie.* Ovide sayth, that * the Iitel 
wesel wol slee the gret bull and the wildc hart’ 
And the book sayth ; ‘ A htel thorne may prikkc a 
king ful sore, and a litel hound wol hold the wilde 
bore.* But natheles, I say not thou shalt be so 
cowaid, that thou doute wher as is no drede. The 
book saith, ‘ that som men [han taught hir dc- 
ceivour, for they han to muche dreded J to be de- 
ceived.* Yet shalt thou drede to be empoysoned; 
and [tbei fore shalt thoul kepe thee fro the com- 
pagnie of scomers: foi the book sayth, 'With 
scorners ne make no compagnie, but flee bir wordes 
as veaime.* 
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** Now as to the second point, wheias 3''oure wise 
conseillours conseilled you to wariiestore your hous 
with gret diligence, I wolde fain knowe how that ye 
undeistoode thilke woidesj and what is your sen- 
tence/^ 

Melibeus answered and saide; “Certes I under- 
stond it in this wise, that I shal wamestore min 
hous with toures, swiche as han castclles and other 
inanere edifices, and armure, and arteliies, by 
which IhiDges I may my persone and myn hous so 
kepen and defenden, that*mm enemies shuln ben 
in drede min hous for to approche/’ 

To this sentence answered anon Piudence. 

Wainestoring” (quod she) “ of heighe toures and 
of grete edifices, is with grete costages and with 
grete travaille , and whan that they ben accom- 
pliced, yet ben they not worth a stre, but if they 
ben defended by trewe frendes, that ben olde and 
wise. And undeistonde wel, that the greteste and 
strongeste gameson that a nchc man may have, as 
wel to kepen his persone as his goodes, is, that he 
be beloved with his subgets, and with his neighe- 
boures. For thus sayth Tullius, that * ther is a 
maner gameson, that no man may vanquish ne 
discomfite, and that is a lord to be beloved of his 
citizeins, and of his peple/ 

“ Now, sire, as to the thridde point, wheias youre 
olde and wise conseillours sa3'’den, that you ne 
oughte not sodein'y ne hast.ly pioceden m this 
nede, but that you onghte purveyen and appareilen 
you m this cas, with gret diligence and gret delibe- 
ration; trewely, I trowe, that they sayden right 
wisely and light soth. For Tullius sayth: * In 
every nede er thou beginne it, appareile thee with 
gret diligence ’ Than say I, that m vengeaunce 
taking, in werre, in bataille, and in waruestonng er 
thou beginne, I rede that thou appareile thee therto, 
and do it with gret deliberation. ForTullius sayth, 
that ‘ longe appareiling tofore the battaille, maketh 
short victorie/ And Cassiodorus sayth : ‘ The gar- 
neson is stronger, whan it is longe time avised/ 

But now let us speken of the conseil that was 
accorded by youre neigheboures, swiche as don you 
reverence withouten love ; youre olde enemies re- 
conciled ; your flateiercs, that conseilled you cer- 
tain thinges purely, and openly conseilled you the 
contrarie; the yonge folk also, that conseilled you 
to venge you, and to make werre anon. Certes, 
sire, as I have sayde beforne ye han gretly erred to 
han cleped swiche maner folk to youre conseil, 
which conseillours ben ynough repioved by the 
1 esons aforesaid. But natbeles, let us now descende 
to the special. Ye shul first proceden after the 
doctrine of Tullius. Ceites the trouthe of this 
matcre or of this conseil nedeth not diligently to 
enquere, for it is wel wist, which they ben that han 
don to jmu this trespas and vilanie, and how many 
tre‘?pasours, and in what inanere they han don to 
you all this wrong, and all this vilanic. And after 
this, than shuln ye examine the second condition, 
which that the same Tullius addeth m this matere. 
For Tullius putteth a thing, which that he elepeth 
consenting: this is to sayn, who ben they, and 
which beu they, and how many, that consenten to 
thy conseil in thy wilfuluessc, to don hastif veii- 
gcaunce. And let us considre also who beu they, 
and how many ben they, and which ben they, that 
consented en to youre adversaries. As to the first 
point, It IS wel knowen which folk they be that con- 
senteden to youre wilfulnesse. For tiewely, all tho 
VOL. 1 . 


that conseileden you to maken sodein werre, ne 
ben not youre frendes. Let us now considre whicli 
ben they that ye holden so gretly youre frendes, as 
to youre persone: for al be it so that ye be mighty 
and riche, certes ye ne ben but allone : for certes 
ye ne han no child but a doughter, ne ye ne han no 
brethren, ne cosms germains, ne non other nigh 
kinrede, wherfore that youre enemies for drede 
shulde stinte to plede with you, or to destroye 
yourepersone. Ye knowen also, th at youi richesses 
moten ben dispended in diverse parties j and whan 
that every wight hath his part, they ne wollen taken 
but litel regard to venge youie detb. But thin 
enemies ben three, and they han many brethren, 
children, cosins, and othei mgh kiniede : and 
though so were, that thou haddest slam of hem two 
or three, yet dwellenther ynow to wieken hirdeth, 
and to slee thy persone. And though so be that 
youre kinrede be more stedefast and siker than the 
km of your adversaries, yet natheles youre kinrede 
IS but a fer kinrede ; they ben but Ii tel sibbe to you, 
and the km of your^ enemies beh nigh sibbe to hem. 
And certes as m that, hir condition is better than 
youres. Than let us considre also of the conseilling 
of hem that conseilled you to take sodem venge- 
ance, whether it accorde to reson : and certes, ye 
knowe wel, nay; for as bynght and reson, ther 
may no man taken vengeaunce on no wight, but 
the juge that hath the jurisdiction of it, whan it is 
ygraunted him to take thilke vengeaunce hastily, 
or aitemprely, as the lawe requireth. And yet 
moreover of thilke woid that Tullius elepeth con- 
senting, thou shalt considre, if thy might and thy 
power may consente and suffice to thy wilfulnesse, 
and to thy conseillours: and certes, thou mayest 
wel say, that nay ; for sikerly, as for to speke pio- 
prely, we moun do nothing but only swiche thing 
as we moun don rightfully: and certes rightfully ye 
ne mowe take no vengeance, as of your propre 
anctontee. Than mowe ye sen that your power ne 
consenteth not, ne accoideth not to your wilful- 
nesse. Now let us examine the thridde point, that 
Tullius elepeth consequent. Thou shalt ander- 
Stonde, that the vengeaunce that thou purposesfe 
for to take, is the consequent, and therof folweth 
another vengeance, peril, and werre, and other 
damages withouten nombre, of which we ben not 
ware, as at this time. And as touching the fourthe 
pointy that Tullius elepeth engendring, thou shalt 
consider, that this wrong which that is don to thee, 
is engendred of the hate of thin enemies, and of the 
vengeaunce taking upon that wold engender another 
vengeaunce, and muchel sorwe and wasting of 
nchesses, as I sayde eie. 

“ Now, sire, as to the point, that Tullius elepeth 
causes, which that is the last point, thou shalt un- 
derstonde, that the wrong that thou hast received, 
hath certaine causes, which that clerkes clepen 
ortens, and eJHcens, and causa longmqna, and causa 
piopmquoi this is to sayn, the fer cause, and the 
nigh cause. The fer cause is almighty God, that 
IS cause of alle thinges. the ner cause, is thin three 
enemies , the cause accidental was hate ; the cause 
material, ben the five woundesof thy doughter j the 
cause formal, is the maner of hir werking, that 
broughten ladders, and clomben in at thy wind owes ; 
the cause final was for to slee thy doughter; it 
letted not in as muche as in hem was. But for to 
speke of the fer cause, as to what ende they shuln 
come, or what shal finally betide of hem in this f as, 

I 
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ne can I not deme, but by conjecting and supposing : 
for we sbuln suppose, that they bhuhi come to a 
wicked ende, because that the book of Decrees 
sayth : * Selden or with gret peine ben causes 
ybi ought to a good ende, whan they ben badly be- 
gonne." 

“ Now, sire, if men wold axen me, why that God 
suffred men to do you this vilanie, certes I can not 
wel answer, as for no sothfastnesse. For the Apostle 
say th, that * the sciences, and the jngements of oure 
Lord God Almighty ben ful depej ther may no man 
comprehend ue sei cfee hem suffisantly.* Natheles, 
by certain presumptions and conjectings, I hold and 
beleve, that God, which that is ful of justice and 
of nglitwisenesse, hath suffered this betide, by just 
cause lesonable. 

“ Thy name is Melibeo, this is tosayn,,a man that 
drinketh bony. Thou hast dronke so miiche bony 
of swete tempoiel nchesbes, and delices, and honours 
of this world, that thou art dronken, and hast for- 
gotten Jesu Ciist thy creatour* thou ne hast not 
don to him swiclie honour and leverence as thee 
ought, ne thoune hast wel ytaken kepc to the woi des 
of Ovide, that sayth* * Under the honey of the 
gooiles of thy body is hid the venime that sleth the 
soule.’ And Salomon sayth . * If thou hast founden 
hony, ete of it that sufficeth ; for if thou ete of it 
out of mesnre, thou shalt spewe, and be nedy and 
poure.’ And peraventui e Cnst hath thee in despit, 
and hath toumed away fio thee his face, and his 
eres of misericorde; and also he hath suffred, that 
thou hast ben punished in the manere that thou 
hast ytrespased. Thou hast don sinne again oure 
Lord Crist, forcertesthe three enemies of mankind, 
that is to sayn, the flesh, the fend, and the world, 
thou hast suffired hem entre into thm heite wilfully, 
by the windowes of thy body, and hast not defend^ 
thyselfsuflisantlyagemhir assautes, and hir temp- 
tations, so that they hau wounded thy soule m five 
places, this is to sayn the dedly smnes that ben 
entred into thyn heite by thy five wittes : and m 
the same manere our Lord Crist hath wold and suf- 
fired, that thy three enemies ben entred into thyn 
hoos by the windowes, and ban *ywounded thy 
doughter m the foresayd manere.” 

“ Certes,” quod Melibee, “ I see wel that ye en- 
force you mucbel by wordes to overcomem me, in 
swicbe manere, that 1 shal not venge me on mine 
enemies, shewing me the perils and the evils that 
mighten falle of this vengeaunce : but who so wolde 
considre in alle vengeaunces the perils and evils that 
mightensueof vengeaunce taking, a man wold never 
take vengeaunce, and that were haime : for by the 
vengeauncetakingbentbewicked men dissevered fio 
the goode men. And they that han will to do wick- 
ednesse, restreinen hir wicked purpos, whan they 
sen the punishing and the chastising of the tres- 
pasours.” [To this answered dame Prudence; 
“ Certes,^’ quod she, “ I graunte you that of venge- 
aunce taking cometh muche evil and muche good j 
but vengeaunce taking appei temetb not to everich 
on, but only to juges, and tp hem that han the juris- 
diction over the trespasours;] and yet say X more, 
that right as a singuler persone siuneth in taking 
vengeaunce of another man, ngbt so sinneth the 
jugo, if he do no vengeaunce of hem that it han de- 
served. For Senek sayth thus : < That maister' 
(he sayth) * is good, that preveth shrewes,' And 
Cassiodore saith; ‘ A man dredeth to do outrages, 
whan be wot and knoweth, that it displeseth’ to the 


juges and soveraines.* And another sayth ; * The 
juge that dredeth to do nght, maketh men shrewes.’ 
And Semt Poule the Apostle sayth m his Epistle, 
whan he wnteth unto the Romaines, that ‘ the juges 
beren not the spere withouten cause, but they beren 
it to puinslic the shrewes and misdoers, and for to 
defende the goode men.’ If ye wiln than take 
vengeaunce of yo me enemies, ye shuln retouine or 
have your recoui*s to the juge, that hath the juris- 
diction upon hem, and be shal punishe hem, as the 
lawe axetli and lequireth.” 

** A,” sayd Melibee, “ this vengeaunce liketh me 
nothing. I bethink me now, and take hedc how 
that fortune hath nonshed me fro my chilclhode, 
and hath holpeii me to passe many a stronge pas : 
now wol I assayvii hire, trowing, with Goddes heipe, 
that she shal hclpe me my shame for to venge.” 

“ Certes,” quod Piudencc, if ye wol weike by 
my conseil, ye shuln not assaye fortune by no way; 
ne ye ne shuln not lene or bowe unto hire, aftei the 
wordes of Senek ; for thinges that ben fohly don, 
and tho that ben don in hope of fortune, shuln never 
come to good ende. And as the same Senek sayth : 
‘ The more clere and the moic shining that fortune 
is, the more biotcl and the soncr broke she is.* 
Trusteth not in hire, for she n’is not stedefast ne 
stable: for whan thou trowest to be most siker and 
seute of hire heipe, she wol faille and deceive thee. 
And wheras ye sayn, that fortune hath nonshed 
you fro youre childhode, I say that m so muchel ye 
shuln the lessc truste in hire, and in hire wit. 
For Senek saith : * What man that is norished by 
fortune, she maketh him a gret fool.* Now than 
sin ye desire and axe vengeaunce, and the venge- 
aunce, that is don after the Jawe and before the 
the juge, ne liketh you not, and the vengeaunce, 
that is don in hope of fortune, is perilous and un- 
ceitam, than have ye non other remedie, but for to 
have your recouis unto the sovcraine juge, that 
vengeth alle vilanies, and wronges ; and he shal 
venge you, after that himself witnesseth, wheras he 
saith 5 * Leveth the vengeaunce to me, and I shal 
do It’.” 

Mclibeus answered : “If I ne venge me of the 
vilanie that men han don to me, I sompne or wame 
hem, that ban don to me vilanie, and alle other, to 
do me anothei vilanie. For it is written ; * If thou 
take no vengeaunce of an olde vilany, thou somp- 
nest thin adversanes to do thee a newe vilanie ;’ and 
also for my suffraunce, men wolden do me so muebe 
vilanie, that I might neither here it ne susteine ; 
and so shulde I ben put and holden over lowe. For 
som men sain, * In muchel suffnngshul many thinges 
falle unto thee, which thou shalt not mowe suffre’.’* 

“ Ceite3>” quod Prudence, “I graunte you wel, 
that overmuchel suffraunce is not good, but yet nc 
folweth it not therof, that every persone to whom 
men don vilanie, shuld take of it vengeaunce ; for 
that apperteineth and longeth all only to the juges, 
for they shu) venge the vilanies and injuries ; and 
therfore tho two auctoritces, that ye han sayd above, 
ben only understonden in the juges : for whan they 
suffren ovei muchel the wronges and vilames to be 
don, withouten punishing, they sompne not a man 
all only for to do newe wronges, but they coin- 
maunden it; al so as a wise mansaytb, that * the 
juge that conecteth not the sinner, commaundeth 
and biddeth him do sinne.* And the juges and so- 
veraines mighten in hir load so miichc suffre of the 
shrewes and misdoers, that they shuldcnbyswiclw; 
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sufltifuauce, by proces oi' time, wexea of swichc cannot have patience, or wol not receive patience, 
power and might, that they shiild putte out the For Salomon sayth, that ‘ the doctrine and wit of a 
the juges and the soveraines from hir places, and man is knowen by patience? And in another p^ace 
Ette laste maken hem lese hir loidshippes. he sayeth, that ^ he that is patient, govemeth him 

“ But now let us putte, that ye have leve to venge by gret prudence.' And the same &lomon saith i 
3mu : I say ye be not of might and power, as now * The angne and wrathful man maketh noises, and 
to venge you : for if ye wol maken comparison unto the patient man attempreth and stilleth hem/ He 
the might of youre adversaries, ye shuln finde in saith also, * It is more worth to be patient than for 
many thinges, that I have shewed you er this, that to be light stiong,’ And he that may have the 
hir condition is better than youres, and therfore lordshipe of his owen herte, is more to preise, than 
say I, that it is good as now, that ye suffre and be he that by his force or strengthe taketh gret citc-cb. 
patient. And therfore sayth Seint James m his epistle, that 

“ Forthermore ye knowen wel, that after thecom- ‘ patience is a gret vertiie of peifection’/’ 
mune saw, it is a woodnesse, a man to stiive with “ Certes,'* quod Melibee, ** I grauute you, dame 
a stronger, or a more mighty man than he is him- Prudence, that patience is a gret vertue of pei-fec- 
self: and for to strive with a manof evenstiengthe, tion, but every man may not have the perfection 
that is to say, with as strong a man as he is, it is that ye seken, ne I am not of the nombie of the 

peril j and for to strive with a weker man, it is right parfit men : for min herte may never be in 

folie ; and therfore shulde a man flee stiivmg, as pees, unto the time it be venged. And al be it so, 
muchel as he mighte. For Salomon sayth: f It is that it was giet peril to min enemies to do me a 
E gret worship to a man to kepe him fro noise and vilanie in taking vengeaunce upon me, yet token 
strif/ And if it so bappe, that a man of gi*eter they non hede of the peril, but fulfilleden hir wicked 
mighte and strengthe than thou art, do thee gre- will and hir corage: and therfore me thmketh men 
vaunce : studie and besie thee rather to stille the oughten not repreve me, though I put me in a Iitel 
same grevaunce, than for to venge thee. For Senek penl for to venge me, and though I do a gret ex- 

sayth, that * he putteth him m a gret penl, that cesse, that is to sayn, that I venge on outrage by 

striveth with a greter man than he is himself.' another.'* 

And Caton sayth ; ‘ If a man of higher estat or “ A," quod dame Pi udence, “ ye sayn your will 
degree, or moie mighty than thou, do thee anoye or and as you liketh, but in no cas of the world a 
grevance, suffre him : for he that ones hath greved man shulde not don outrage ne excesse, for to 
thee, may another time rcleve thee and helpe thee.* venge him. For Cassidore sayth, that * as evil doth 
Yet sette I cas, ye have bothe might and licence be that vengeth him by outrage, as he that doth 
ft)r to venge you, I say that ther ben fill many the outrage.' And therfore ye shuln venge you 
thinges that shuln restreine you of vengeance after the ordie of right, that is to sayn, by the 
taking, and make you for to enclme to suffre, and lawe, and not by excesse, ne by outrage. And 
for to han patience mthewronges that ban ben don also if you would venge you of the outrage of 
to you. First and forward, if ye wol considre the youre adversaries, m other manere than right 
defautes that ben in youie owen persone, for wluch commaundeth, ye siunen. And therfore sayth 
defautes God hath suffred you have this tnbula- Senek, that ‘ a man shal never venge shrewednesse 
tion, as I have sayd to you herebefome. For the by shrewednesse.' And if ye say that right axeth 
poete sayth, that * we oughten patiently taken the a man to defende violence by violence, and fighting 
tribulations that comeii to us, whan that we thinken by fighting: certes ye say soth, whan the defence 
and consideren, that we han deserved to have hem/ is don withouten intervalle, orwithouten tarying 
And Semt Gregone sayth, that * whan a man con- or delay, for to defende him, and not for to venge. 
sidereth wel the nombre of his defautes aud of his And it behoveth, that a man putte swiche attem- 
sinn^, the peines and the tribulations that he suf- peraunce in his defence, that men have no cause 
fereth, semen the lesse unto him.* And in as ne mater to repreve him, that defendeth him, of 
muche as him thmketh his sinnes more hevy and outrage and excesse, for elles were it againe reson. 
grevous, in so muche semeth his peine the lighter Parde ye knowen wel, that ye maken no defence 
and the esier unto him. Also ye owen to enclme as now, for to defende you, but for to venge you: 
and bowe youre herte, to take the patience of oure and so sheweth it, that ye han no will to do youre 
liOrd Jesu Crist, as sayth Seint Peter in his epistles, dede attemprely : and therfore me thinketh that 
‘ Jesu Crist’ (he saith) * hath suffred for us, and patience is good. For Salomon sayth, that * he 
ycveti ensample to every man to folwe and sue that is not patient, shal have gret harme*.’* 
him. for he did never sinne, ne never came ther a « Certes,** quod Melibee, “ I graunte you, that 
vilams word out of his mouth. Whan men cursed whan a man is impatient and wrothe, of that that 
him, be cursed hem nought; and whan men beten toucheth him not, and that apperteinelh not unto 
him, he manaced hem nought.' Also the gret him, though it harme him it is no wonder. For the 
patience, which scintcs, that ben m Paradis, han lawe saith, that ' he is coupable that entremeteth 
had in Iribulatious that they han suffred, withouten or medleth with swiche thing, as apperteineth not 
hir desert or gilt, oughte muchel stirre you to pa- unto him.* And Salomon saith, that * he that en- 
tience. Forthermore, ye shulde enforce you to tremeteth of the noise or stnf of another man, is 
have patience, considering that the tubulations of like to him that taketh a straunge hound by the 
this world but litel while endure, and sone passed eres: for right as he that taketh a straunge hound 
ben and gon, aud the joye that a man seketh to by the eies is otherwhile bitten with the hound, 
han by patience in tribulations IS perdurable; after right in the same wise, it is reson that he have 
that the apostle sayth in bis epistle; ‘ Thejoye of harme, that by liis impatience medleth him of the 
God,* he sayth, <13 perdurable,’ that is to sayn, noise of another man, wheras it apperteineth not 
eveilastiug. Also trowetU^and belcveth stedfastly, unto him.’ But ye knowe wel, that this dede, that 
that be n% not wel ynorished nc wel ytaught, that is to sayn, my greef and my disese, touch'eth me 
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light nigh. And th^rfoie though I be wroth and 
impatient, it is no meivaiUc: and (saving your 
giace) I cannot see that it might gretly haime me, 
though I took vengeauncc, for I am iicher and 
more mighty than mm enemies ben : and wcl 
knowe ye, that by money and by having grete 
possessions, ben alle thinges of this world governed 
And Salomon saytb, that ‘ alle thinges obeye to 
money’.** 

Whan Prudence had herd hire husbond avaunte 
him of his nchesse and of his money, dispreismg 
the power of his adversaries, she spake and sayd 
m this wise: Certes, dere sire, I granute you that 
ye ben riche and mighty, and that nchessses ben 
good to hem that han wel ygeten hem, and that 
wel conne usen hem. For right as the body of a 
man may not liven withouten soul, no more may 
it liven withouten tempoi el goodes, and by richesses 
may a man gete him grete frendes. And therfore 
sayth Pamphilas : ‘ If a netherdes doughter’ (he 
sayth) ‘ be riche, she may obese of a thousand 
men, which she wol take to hue husbond. for of a 
thousand men on wol not foisaken hire ne lefosen 
hire.’ And this Pamphilus saith also : ‘ If thou 
be light happy, that is to sayn, if thou be nght 
riche, thou shalt finde a gret nombre of felawes 
and frendes; and if thy fortune chaunge, that 
thou wexe poure, farewel frcndshipe and felaw- 
shipe, for thou shalt be al allone withouten any 
compaignie, but if it be the compaignie of pome 
folk.’ And yet sayth this Pamphilus moreover, 
that ‘ they that ben bond and thialle of linage, 
shuln be made worth and noble by iichesses.’ And 
light so as by nchesses ther comen many goodes, 
light so by poverte come ther many harmes and 
cviles: for giet poverte constreineth a man to do 
many eviles. And therfore clepeth Cassiodoie 
poverte the moder of ruinc, that is to sayn, the 
model' of overthrowing or lulling doun. And ther- 
fore sayth Piers Alphonse * ‘ On of the gretest ad- 
versitees of this world, is whan afiee man by kinde, 
or of birthe, is constreined by poverte to eten the 
almessc of his enemie.’ And the same sayth 
Innocent in on of his bookes: he sayth, that 
‘ sorweful and mishappy is the condition of a pouie 
begger, for if he axe net his mete, he dieth for 
hunger, and if he axe, he dieth for shame : and 
algates necessitee constreineth him to axe ’ And 
therfore sayth Salomon, that ‘ better it is to die, 
than for to have swiche poverte ’ And as the same 
Salomon sayth : * better is it to die of bitter deth, 
than for to liven in swiche wise.’ By thise resons 
that I have said unto you, and by many other 
resons that I coude saye, I giaunte you that 
richesses ben good to hem that wel getenhem, 
and to hem that wel usen tho iichesscs : and ther- 
fore wol I shewe how ye shuln behave you in gader- 
ing of youre richesses, and m what manure ye 
shuln usen hem. 

“ First, ye shuln geten hem withouten gret desir, 
by good leiser, sokmgly, and not over hastifly, for 
a man that is to desiring to gete richesses, aban- 
doneth him fust to thefte and alle other eviles. j 
And ther/ore sayth Salomon ‘ He that hasteth him 
to besily to wexe nclic, he shal be non innocent.’ 
He sayth also, that * the nchesse tliat hastily cometh 
to a man, sone and lightly goeth and passeth fiom 
a man, but thatrichesse that cometh liteland Iitel, 
wexeth alway and miiltipheth.’ And, sire, ye 
shileri goto richesses by yoiiie wit and by yome 


travaille, unto youie piolite, and that witliotltew 
wrong or harme doing to any other persone. For 
the lawe sayth : * Ther niaketh no man himself 
riche, if he do harme to another wight,’ this is to 
say, that nature defendeth and forbedeth by right, 
that no man maketh himself riche, unto the harme 
of another persone. And Tullius sayth, that * no 
sorwe, ne no drede of deth, ne nothing that may 
falle unto a man, is so muchel ageins nature, as a 
man to eiiciese his owen profile, to harme of an- 
other man’ And though the giete men and the 
mighty men geten richesses more lightly than thou, 
yet shalt thou not ben idcl ne slowe to do thy pro- 
file, for thou shalt in alle wise flee idelnesse. For 
Salomon sayth, that ‘ idelnesse techeth a man to 
do many eviles,’ And the same Salomon sayth, 
that ‘ he that travailleth and besieth him to tillen 
his Jond, shal ete hied but he that is idel, and 
casteth him to no besmesse ne occupation, shal 
falle into poverte, and die for hungei.* And he 
that IS idel and slow, can never find covenable time 
for to do his piofite. For ther is a versifioor sayth, 
that * the idel man excuseth him in winter, because 
of the giet cold, and in summer by encheson of 
tlie hete.* Foi thise causes, sayth G!dtoa, ‘ waketh 
and enclmeth you not over muchel to slope, for 
ovei muchel reste uorishcth and causeth many 
vices.’ And therfore sayth Seint Jerome : * Doeth 
som good dcdcs, that the devil, which is our euemiey 
ne finde you not unoccupied, foi the devil ne taketh 
not lightly unto his working swiche as he findeth 
occupied in goode werkes.’ 

Than thus in geting richesses ye musten flee 
idelnesse And aftcrwaid ye shuln usen the 
richesses, which ye han geten by youie wit and by 
youre travaille, m swiche manere, that men holdc 
you not to scarce ne to sparing, ne fool-laige, that 
IS to say, over large a spender: for light as meu 
hlameii an avaricious man, because of his scarcitce 
and chincheiie, lu the same wise is he to blame, 
that spendeth over laigely. And therfinc saith 
Canton • * Use,’ (sayth he) ‘ the ncht^ses that thou 
hast ygeten in swiche manere, that men have no 
niatere ne cause to calle thee nother wretche nc 
chmche : for it is a gret shame to a man to have a 
poure herte and a riche purse.’ lie sayth also; 

‘ The goodes that thou hast ygoten, use hem by 
mesure, that is to sayn, spende mesurably ; for 
they that folily wasten and dispcndeii the goodes- 
that they han, whan they han no moic pioprc of 
bir owen, than they 'ihapen hem to take the goodes- 
of another man.* I say than that ye shuln fleo 
avance, using youre richesses ni swiche manere, 
that men sayn not that your i ichesses ben yheried, 
but that ye have them in youre might, and in youre 
welding. For a wise man lepuiveth the avaiicioujfr 
man, and sayth thus in two vers. * Wherto and 
why beneth a man his goodes by bis gret avance, 
and knoweth wel, that nodes must he die, for deth 
IS the end of every man> as in this present lif ? and 
for what cause or encheson jometh he him, or 
knittcth he him so fast unto Ins goodes, that alio 
hi.‘> wittes mown not disseven him, or departen him 
from his goodes, and kuoweth wel, or ought to 
knowe, that whan he is ded, he shal nothing hero 
with him out of this world And therfore sayth 
Semt Augustine, that ‘ the avaricious man is likened 
unto Helle, that the more it swalwcth, the more 
desire it hath to swalwe and devoure.’ And as wel 
as ys wolde eschuc to be called an avaricious majt^ 
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ox diinche, as wel shuld ye kepe you and ^overne victone of batailles that hen in this world, lith 
you in swiche a wise, that men calle you not fool- not m gret nombre or multitude of peple, ne 
large. Therfore saith Tullius : ‘ The goodes of thin inthevertue of man, but it lith in the will and 
hous ne shuld not ben hid ne kept so close, but that in the bond of cure Lord God Almighty And 
they might ben opened by pitee and debonairetee;’ therfore Judas Machabens, which was Goddes 
that IS to sayn, to yeve hem part that han gret knight, whan he shuld fight again his adversane, 
nedes ' ne thy goodes shulden not ben so open, to be that hadde a greter nombre and a greter mul- 
every mannes goodes.’ Afterward, in geting of titude of folk, and stronger than was the peple 
youre richesses, and in using of hem, ye shuln of this Machabee, yet he recomforted his litel 
alway have thiee thingcs m youre herte, that is to compagnie, and sayd light in this wise: * Al so 
say, ouie Lord God, conscience, and good name, lightly’ (sayd he) ‘may our Lord God Almighty- 
First, ye shuln have God m youre herte, and for no yeve victone to a fewe folk, as to many folk ; for 
richesse ye shuln do no thing, which mav in any the victorie ot a bataille cometh not by the^giet 
manere displese God that is your creatour and nombre of peple, but it cometh from ouie Lord 
maker For after the word of Salomon, ‘ It is God of HevenJ And, dere sire, for as muchel as 
better to have a litel good with love of God, than ther is no man certaine, if it be worthy that God 
to have muchel good, and lese the love of his Lord yeve him victone or not, after that Salomon sayth, 
God.’ And the piophete sayth, that ‘ better it is ‘ Therfore e^^-ery man shulde gretlv drede werres to 
to ben a good man, and have litel good and tresor, beginne : and because that m batailles fallen many 
than to be holden a sbrewe, and havegreterichesses.’ perils, and it happeth other while, that as sone is 
And yet I say forthermore, that ye shulden alway the gret man slain, as the litel man and, as it is 
-do youre besmesse to gete you lichcsses, so that ye ywntten in the second book of Kinges, ‘ The dedes 
gete hem with good conscience. And the apostle of batailles ben aventurous, and nothing certain, 
sayth, that * ther n’ls thing in this world of which we for as lightly is on hurt with a spere as another j’ 
shulden have so giet joye, as whan our conscience and for ther is gret peril in wene ; therfore shulde 
bercth us good witnesse.’ And the wise man sayth, a man flee and eschne werre in as muchel as a 
‘ The substaunce of a man is ful good, whan sinne is man may goodly. Foi Salomon sayth : ‘ He tiiat 
not in mannes conscience.’ Afterward, m geting ioveth peril, shal falle m penP.” 
of youre richesses, and in using of hem, ye must After that dame Prudence had spoken in this 
have gret besmesse and gret diligence, ttiat youre manere, Melibee answei*d and saide: “ I see wel, 
good name be alway kept and conserved. For dame Prudence, that by youre faire wordes and by 
Salomon sayth, that * beter it is, and moie it youre resons, that ye han shewed me, that the 
availeth a man to have a good name, than for to weire liketh you nothing : but T have not yet herd 
have grete richesses and therfore he sayth in an- your conseil, how I shal do in this nede.” 
other place : * Do grete diliffonce’ (sayth Salomon) “ Ceites,” quod she, “ I conseille you that ye 

* in keping of thy frendes, and of thy good name, accorde with youre adversaries, and that ye have 
for it shal lenger abide with thee, than any tresor, pees with hem For Semt James sajiih m his 
•he it never so precious.* And certes, he shulde not epistle, that * by Concorde and pees, the smale 
be called a gentilman, that after God and good richesses wexen grete, and by debat and discorde 
conscience, alle thinges left, ne doth his diligence grete richesses fallen dounP And ye knowen w'el, 
and besmesse, to kepen his good name. And Gas- that on of the gretest and moste soveraine thing, 
siodore sayth, that * it is a signe of a gentil herte, that is in this world, is unitee and pees And ther- 
whan a man Ioveth and desireth to have a good fore sayde oure Lord Jesu Ciist to his apostles m 
name.’ And therfore sayth Semt Augustine, that this wise : ‘ Wel happy and blessed ben they that 

* ther ben two thingcs that am right necessarie and loven and purchabtn pees, for they ben called the 

nedeful ; and that is good conscience, and good children of God’.” “ A,” quod Melibee, “ now see 
los that is to sayn, good conscience to thin owen 1 wel, that ye loven not min honour, ne my wor-^ 
persone inward, and good los for thy neigheboiir shipe. Ye kno^ven wed that mm adversaries han 
outward. And he that trosteth him so muchel m begonne this debat and bnge by hir outrage, and 
his good conscience, that he despiseth and setteth ye see wel, that they ne requeren ne prayen me 
at nought his good name or los, and recketh not not of pees, ne they axen not to be reconciled j 
though he kepe not his good name, n’is but a cruel wol ye than that I go and meke me, and obeye me 
cherl. to hem, and cue hem mercie? Forsoth that were 

Sire, now have I shewed you ye shulden do in not my woi shipe: for nght as men sayn, that over- 
geting richesses, and how ye shuln usen hem : and gret homline&se engendieth dispreismg, so fareth it 
I see wel that for the trust that ye han in youre by to giet bumilitee or mekenesse.” 
richesses, ye wiln move werre and bataille. I con- Than began dame Prudence to make semblaunt 
seille you that ye begmne no bataille ne werre, in of wrathe, and sayde : “ Certes, Sire, (sauf your 
trust of youre tichesscs, for they ne sufficen not grace) I love youie honour and youie profite, as I 
werres to mainteine And therfore sayth a philo- do mm owen, and evei have don ; ye, non other 
sophre : ‘ that man that desireth and wol al gates seynneier the contrary : and if 1 had sayde, that 
han werre, shal never have sufBisaunce: for the ye shulde han purchased the pees and the recon- 
richer that he is, the greter dispences mast he ciliation, I ne hadde not muchel mistake me, ne 
make, if he wol have worship and victorie.* And sayde amis. For the wise man sayth : * The dis- 
Salomon saith, that * the greter richesses that a man sention beginneth by another man, and the recon- 
hath, themodispendourshehath.* And, dere sire, ciling beginneth by thyself* And the prophete 
al be It so, that for your richesses ye moun have saitb; * Flee shrewednesseand do goodnesse 5 seke 
muchel folk, yet bchovetb it not, ne it is not good pees and folwe it, in as muchel as in thee is.* Yet 
to beginne werre, wheras ye moun m other manere say I not, that ye shuln rather pursue to your ad- 
have pees, unto youre worship and profite: for the versaries for pees, than they shuln to you « for I 
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know wel that ye ben so hard-herted, that ye wol 
do nothing for me ; and Salomon say th : ' He that 
hath over hard anherte, atte laste he shal mishappe 
and mibtide’.*’ 

Whan Melibee had herd dame Prudence make 
semblaant of wrath, he bayde in this wise. “ Dame, 
I pray yon that ye be not displesed of thinges that 
I say, for 1 know wel that I am angry and wroth, 
and that is no wondci ; and they that ben wroth, 
woten not wel what they don, ne what they sayn. 
Therfore the prophete sayth, that ‘ troubled eyen 
han no clere sighte.’ But sayth and conseilleth 
me as you liketh, for I am redy to do right as ye 
wol desire. And if ye repieve me of my folie. I 
am the more hold en to love you and to preise you. 
Tor Salomon saith, that ‘ he that lepreveth him 
that doth folie, he shal find greter graee, than he 
that deceiveth him by swete wordes’.” 

Than sayde dame Prudence , “ I make no sem- 
blaunt of wrath ne of anger, but for youie grete 
profite. For Salomon saith : * He is more worth, 
that rcpreveth or chideth a fool for his folie, shew- 
ing him semblaunt of wrath, than he that support- 
eth him and preiseth him in his misdoing, and 
laugheth at his folie.* And this same Salomon 
saith afterward, that ‘ by the sorweful visage of a 
man,’ that is to sayn, by the sory and hevy coun- 
tenance of a man, ‘ the fool correcteth and amend- 
eth himself’.” 

Than said Melibee ; shal not conne answere 
unto so many faire resons as ye putten to me and 
shewen : sa^h shortly youre will and yonre cou- 
seil, and I am al redy to performe and fulfille it.” 

Than dame Prudence discovered all hire will 
unto him and saide : ** I conseille you,” quod she, 
'' above alle thinges that ye make pecs betwene 
God and you, and be reconciled unto him and to his 
grace, for as I have sayde you herebeforen, God 
hath suffered you to have this tiibulation and dis- 
ese for ..youre sinnes: and if ye do as I say you, 
God wol sonde youre adversaries unto you, and 
make hem falle at youre feet, redy to do youre will 
and youre coinmaundements. For Salomon sayth j 
* Whan the condition of man is plesaunt and liking 
to God, he chaungcth the hertes of the manncs ad- 
versaries and constreineth hem to besechen him of 
pees and of gvace.’ And 1 pray you let me speke 
with your adversaries in pnvee place, for they 
shuln not knowe that it be of youre will or youre 
assent; and than, whan X knowe hir will and hir 
entente, I may conseille you the more seurely.” 

“ Dame,” quod Melibeus, “doth youre will and 
youre liking, for I putte me holly in youie disposi- 
tion and ordinaunce.” 

Than dame Prudence, when she bey the good 
will of hire hiisbond, dehbered unto hire, and toke 
avis in hire self, thinking how she might bring this 
nede unto goode ende. And whan she sey hire 
time, she sent for thise adversaries to come unto 
hire in to a piivee place, and shewed wisely unto 
hem the grete goodes that comoti of pees, and the 
grete harmes and penis that ben in werre; and 
saide to hem, in a goodly maneie, how that hem 
ought have gret fepentaunce of the injunes and 
wronger, that they badden don to Melibeus hire ; 
lord, and unto hire and to hire doughter. i 

And whan they herden the goodly wordes of 
dame Prudence, they weren so surprised and ra- i 
vished, and had den so gret joye of hire, that won- 
del was to telle. “ A, lady,” quod they, “ ye have j 


shewed unto us the blessing of swetenesse, aftei 
the saying of David the prophete ; for the recon- 
ciling, which we be not worthy to have m no ma- 
nere, butwe oughten leqiieren it with giete con- 
trition and humilitce, ye of youre grete goodiicss€ 
have pieseuted unto ns. Now see we wel, that th€ 
science and conning of Salomon is fill Irewe ; foi 
he saith, that * swete woidcs multiplien and en 
cresen frondes, and makeii shrewes to be debonaire 
and meke.' 

“ Certes,” quod they, “ we putten onre dede, 
and all oure matei c and cause, al holly in youre 
good will, and ben redy to obeye unto the speche 
and commaundement of my lord Melibeus, And 
therfore, dcre and benigne lady, we praye you and 
beseche you as mekely as we coune and moiin, that 
it like unto youie giete goodnessc to fulfille in dede 
j’oiire goodly wordes. For w'e considereu and knowe- 
lechen, that we han offended and gieved my lord 
Melibeus out of mesure, so fer forth, that wc ben 
not of power to maken him amendes , and therfore 
we oblige and binde us and ouie fieudcs, for to dc 
all his will and his commaiiudements : but pera- 
venture he hath swiche hevincssc and swiche wrath 
to us waid, because of oure offence, that he wol 
enjoynen us swiche a peine, as we monn not here 
ne susteme ; and thetfore, noble Jadie, we beseche 
to youre womanly pittee to take swiche aviseracnt 
in this nede, that we, ne oure frendes, ben not dis- 
hented and destioied, thurgh ouie folie.” 

“ Certes,” quod Pi udence, “ it is an hard thing 
and right perilous, that a man putte him all outrely 
in the arbitration and jugement, and m the might 
and power of his eiiemie ; for Salomon sayth ; 
‘ Leveth me, and yeveth credence to that I shall 
say : to thy sone, to thy wif, to thy frend, nc to thy 
brother, ne yeve thou never might ne maistie over 
thy body, while thou livest' — Now, sith be de- 
fendeth that a man shulde not yeve to his bi other, 
ne to his frond, the might of his body, by a stron- 
ger reson he defendeth and forbedetli a man to 
yeve himself to his enemy. And nathcles, I con- 
seille you that yc mistiuste not my lord : for C wot 
wel and know veraily, that he is debonaire and 
meke, laige, ciutcis, and nothing desirous nc co- 
veitous of good ne ricbessc: forther is nothing in 
this world that he dcsireth, save only woishipe and 
honour. Foithermore I know wel, and am right 
siuc, that he shal nothing do in this nede without- 
en my conseil ; and I shal so werkeu in tins oas, 
that by the grace of cure Lord God ye shuln be n‘- 
I conciled unto us.” 

Than saiden they with o vois; “ Wonshipful lady, 
we putten us and oure goodes al fully in youre will 
and disposition, and ben redy to <‘onui, what day 
that it like unto youre noblesse to liunte u« or as- 
signe us, for to make oure obligation and bond, as 
strong as it liketh unto youre goo<lncsBe, that we 
moun fulfille tlic will of you and of my lord MeU- 
bee.” 

Whan dame Prudence had herd the answer of 
thise men, she bad hem go ogein prively, and she 
retoumed to hire lord Melibee, and told him how 
she fond hisad\crsaries ful repentaunt, kiiowlee.h- 
ing ful lowly hir sInnes and trospaa, and how they 
weren redy to suffren all peine, rcrjucring and prey- 
ing him of mercy and pitet*. 

Than saide Melibee; “ He U wel worthy to have 
pardon smd foTyevenesse of hissinne, that excusetU 
not his sinne, but knowiccheth, and repenteth him. 
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axing indulgence. For Senek saith: * Ther is the 
remission and foryeveiiess, wher as the confession 
is; for confession is neighebour to innocence.’ 
And therefore I assente and conferme me to have 
pees, but it is good that we do nought withouten 
the assent and will of our frendes.” 

Than was Piudeuce right glad and joyeful, and 
saide ; “ Certes, sire, ye han wel and goodly an- 
swered : for right as by the conseil, assent, and 
helpe of your frendes, ye han be stired to venge 
you and make wene, right so withouten hir conseil 
shul ye not accord you, ne have pees with youre 
adveisaries. For the lawe saith : * Ther is nothing 
so good by way of kinde, as a thing to be unbounde 
by him that it was yboimde.''*^ 

And than dame Prudence, withouten delay or 
tarying, sent anon hire messageres for hir kin and 
for hir olde frendes, which that were trewe and 
wise : and told hem by ordre, m the presence of 
Melibee, all the matere, as it is above expressed 
and declared, and preied hem that they wold 
yeve hir avis and conseil, what were best to do in 
this nede. And whan Melibeus frendes hadden 
taken bir avis and deliberation of the foresaid ma- 
tere, and hadden examined it by gret besinesse and 
gret diligence, they yaven fal conseil lor to have 
pees and reste, and that Melibee shulde receive 
with good herte his adversaries to foryevenesse and 
mercy. 

And whan dame Piudence had heicl the assent 
of hire lord Melibee, and the conseil of his frendes, 
accord with hire will and hire entention, she was 
wonder glad in hire heite, and sayde; “ Ther is an 
olde Proverbe,” quod she, “ saytb, that the good- 
nesse that thou maist do this day, do it, and abide 
not, ne delay it not til to morwe : and therfore I 
conseille, that ye sende youre messageres, swiche 
as ben discrete and wise, unto youre adversaiies, 
telling hem on youre behalf, that if they wol trete 
of pees and of accord, that they shape hem, with- 
outen delay or tarying, to come unto ns.” Which 
thing parfourmed was indede. And whan thise 
trespasours and repenting folk of hir folies, that is 
to sayn, the adversaries of Melibee, hadden herd 
what thise messageres sayden unto hem, they 
weren right glade and joyeful, and answerden ful 
mekely and bemgnely, yeldmg graces and thank- 
inges to hir lord Melibee, and to all his compagnie ; 
and shopen bcm withouten delay to go with the 
messageres, and obeye to the commanndement of 
hir lord Melibee. 

And right anon they token hir way to the coart 
of Melibee, and token with hem som of hir trewe 
frendes, to make feith for hem, and for to ben hip 
borwes. And whan they weie cotnen to the pre- 
sence of Melibee, he saide hem thise wordes : It 
stant thus,’' quod Melibee, “ and soth it is, that ye 
causcles, and withouten skill and resou, han don 
grete injuries and wronges to nae, and to my wif 
Piudence, and to my doughteralso, for ye had en- 
tred mto myn hous by violence, and have don 
swiche outrage, that alle men knowen wel that ye 
han deserved the deth : and therfore wol I know 
and weie of you, whether ye wpt putte the punish- 
ing and chastising, and the vengeaunce of this out- 
rage, m the will of n>e and of my wif, or ye wol 
not” 

Than the wisest of hem three answered for hem 
alle, and saide. “ Sire,” quod he, “ we knowen 
vel, that we ben upwortiy to come to the court of 


119 

so gret a lord and so worthy as ye ben, for we han 
so gretly mistaken us, and han offended and agilte 
in swiche wise agein youre high loidshipe, that 
I trewely we han deserved the deth ; but yet for the 
grete goodnesse and d^onairetee, that all the 
world witnesseth of youre persone, we submitten us 
to the excellence and benignitee of youre gracious 
lordshipe, and ben redy to obeye to alle youre co- 
mandements, beseching you, that of youre merci- 
able pi tee ye wol consider e cure grete repentance 
and lowe submission, and graunte us foryevenesse 
of cure outragious tiespas and offence : for wel we 
knowen, that youre liberal grace and merclestretch- 
en hem forther mto goodnesse, than don oiire owt- 
ragious giltes and trespas into wickednesse ; al be 
it that cursedly and dampnably we han. agilte 
again youre highe lordshipe.” 

Than Melibee toke hem up fio the ground ful 
bemgnely, and received hir obligations, and hir 
bondes, by hir othes upon hir plegges and borwes, 
and assigned hem a certain day to retoume unto 
his court for to receive and accept sentence and 
jugement, that Melibee wolde commande to be don 
on hem, by the causes aforesaid ; which thinges 
ordeined, every man retoumed to his hous. 

And whan that dame Pi udence saw hire time, 
she fremed and axed hire lord Melibee, what ven- 
geance he thoughte to taken of his adversaries. 

To which Melibee answerd, and saide : ** Certes,** 
quod he, I thinke and purpose me fully tp dis- 
herite hem of all that ever they han, and for to 
putte hem in exile for ever.” 

“ Certes,” quod dame Prudence, this were a 
cruel sentence, and mucbel agein reson. For ye 
ben riche ynough, and han no nede of other mepnes 
good ; and ye might lightly m this wise gete you a 
coveitous name, which is a vicious thing, and 
oughte to ben ^chewed of every good man : for 
after the sawe of the Apostle, ‘ Coveitise is rote of 
alle harmes,* And therfore it were better for you 
to lese mucbel good of yourowen, than for to take 
of hir good in this manere. For better it is to lese 
good with worship, than to wmne good with vilanie 
and shame. And every man oughte to do his dili- 
gence and his besinesse, to gete him a good name. 
And yet shal he not only besie him m keping his 
good name, but he shal also enforcen him alway to 
do som thing, by which he may renovelle his good 
name : for it is written, that ‘ the olde good los, or 
good name, of a man is sone gon and passed, whan 
it is not newed-' And as touching that ye sayn, 
that ye wol exile your adversaries, that thinketh 
me muchcl ageiii reson, and out of mesure, consi- 
dered the power that they han yeven you upon 
hemself. And it is written, that ‘ he is worthy to 
lese his pnrilege, that misuseth the might nnd the 
power that is yeven him.’ And I sette cas. ye 
might enjoine hem that peine by nght and by 
lawe, (which I trowe ye mowe not do) I say, ye 
might not putte it to execution peraventune, and 
than it were like to retoume to the werre, as it was 
befom. And therfore if ye wol that men do you 
obeisauDce, ye must deme more curteisly, that is 
to sayn, ye must yeve more esie sentences and 
jugements. For it is written : ‘ He that most cur- 
teisly commandeth, to him men most obeyai.* 
And therfore I pray you, that ju this necessitee 
and in this nede ye caste you to overcome youre 
hcrtc. For Senek sayth, that « he that overcometh 
his herte, overcometh twies.* Ai>d Tnllms saith; 
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♦ ther is nothing !ao commendable m a gret loid, as 
wban he is debonaire and meke, and appeseth him 
lightly.’ And I pray you, that ye wol now for- 
boie to do vengeaunce, in swiche a manere, that 
your good name may be kept and conserved, and 
that men mown have cause and matere to preise 
you of pitee and of mercy ; and that ye have no 
cause to repente you of thing that ye don. For 
Seneke saieth : ‘ He overcometh in an evil manere, 
that repenteth him of his victorie,’ Wherfore I 
pray you let mercy be in youre herte, to the effect 
and entente, that God Almighty have mercy upon 
you m hib last jugement : for Seint James saithm 
his Epistle : * J ugement withoute mercy shal he do 
to him, that hath no mercy of another wight.’ ” 
Whan Melibee had herd the grete skilles and 
resons of dame Prudence, and hiie wise informa- 
tions and techmges, his herte gan encline to the 
will of his wif, considering hire tiewe entente, en- 
forced him anon and assented fully to werken after 
hire conseil, and thanked God, of whom procedeth 
all goodnesse and all vertue, that him sent a wif 
of so gret discretion. And whan the day came 
that his adversaries shulde apperc in his presence, 
he spake to hem ful goodly, and saide m this wise. 
** A 1 be it so, that of youie pride and high pie- 
sumption and folie, and of youre negligence and 
I inconning, ye have misborne you, and Irespasud 
unto me, yet for as muchel as I see and behold 
youre grete humilitee^ and that ye ben sory and 
repentant of youre giltes, it constieinetb me to do 
you grace and mercy i wherfore I receive you into 
ray grace, and foryeve you outrely alle the of- 
fences, injuries, and wiouges, that ye have don 
agcin me and mine, to this effect and to this ende, 
that God of his endeles mercie wol at the time of 
cure dying foryeve us oure giltes, that we ban tres- 
pased to him in this wretched world : for douteles, 
if we be sory and repentant of the sinnes and giltes, 
which we han trespased in the sight of cure Loid 
God, he is so fiee and so merciable, that he wol 
foryeven us oure giltes, and bnngen us to the blisse 
that never hath cade. Amen.^* 


THE MONKES PROLOGUE, 

Whan ended was the tale of Melibee, 

And of Prudence and hire benigmtee. 

Our Hoste saide , “ As I am faithful man, 

And by the precious corpus Madricm, 

I badde lever than a barell of ale. 

That goode lefe my wif had horde this tale : 

For she n’ls no thing of swiche patience. 

As was this Melibeus wif Piudence. 

** By Goddes bones, whan I bete my knaves, 
She bringeth me the grete clobbed staves, 

And cryeth ; ‘ Slec the dogges eveiich on. 

And brake hem botbe hak and every bon.’ 

“ And if that any neighebour of mine 
Wol not in chirche to my wif cncline. 

Or be so hardy to hire to trcspace, 

Whan she cometh home she lampeth in my face. 
And ciyeth ; ‘ False coward, wteke thy wif ; 

By corpus Homim, I wol have thy knif. 

And thou shall have my distaf, and go spinne,* 
Fio day til uight i iglit thus she wol beginne. 

“ * Alas,’ she saith, ‘ that ever I was ^’'shape 
Xo wed a railk*5op, or a coward ape, 
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That wol ben overladdc with every wight • 

Thou darst not stonden by thy wives nght ’ 

** This IS my lif, but if that I wol fight. 

And out at dore anon I mote me dight, 

Or elles T am lost, but if that I 
Be like a wilde Icon, fool-hardy. 

“ I wote wel she wol do me slec som day 
Som neighebour, and thanne go ray way, 

For I am perilous with knif m honde, 

Al be it that I daie not hire withstonde : 

For she is bigge m armes by my faith. 

That shal he finde, that hire misdoth oi saith. 

But let us passe away fro this matere. 

" My lord the Monk,” quod he, ** be mery of chere. 
For ye shul telle a tale trewely. 

Lo, Rouchester stondeth here faste by. 

Ride forth, min owen lord, breke not our game. 
But by my trouthe T can not telle yomc name 5 
I Whether shal I call you my lord Dan John, 

I Oi Dan Thomas, or dies Dan Alboii ? 

Of what hous be ye, by your fader kin ^ 

I vow to God, thou hast a ful fane skin ; 

It is a gentil pastuic thei thou gost j 
Thou art not like a penaunt 01 a gost, 

“ Upon my faith thou art som officer, 

Som woithy sextein, or som oelerer. 

For by my fad res soule, as to my dome. 

Thou art a maisler, wliiu thou art at home ; 

No poure cloisterer, ne non novice. 

But a governoui both ware and wise, 

And therwithal of braunes and of bones 
A right wel faring peisone for the nones, 
f pray to God yeve him confusion, 

That fiisf thee brought into idigion. 

I’hou woldest han ben a tredc-foul a right, 

Haddest thou as grete leve, as tlioii hast might. 

To parfounne all thy lust m engenflriuc, 
j Thou haddest begeten many a creatuic. 

I Alas • why wercst thou so wide a cope > 

God yeve me soiwe, but, and 1 woio pope, 

Not only thou but every mighty man, 

Though he were shore ful high upon his pan, 

Shuld have a wif, for al this world is lorn j 
Religion bath take up all the com 
Of treding, and we borel men ben shrlmpcs : 

Of feble trees ther comen wretched impes. 

This maketh that our beiies ben so scleiidre 
And feble, that they moun not wel engonUro. 

This maketh that our wives wol assaye 
Religious folk, for they moun better paye 
Of V^enus payementes than mowen we: 

God wote, no lusshebcrghes payen ye. 
j But be not wroth, my lord, thougli timt T play; 

Ful oft m game a sothe have I herd say.’’ 

This worthy Monke tokc all in patiem^e, 

And saide 5 " I wol don all my diligence, 

As fer as souneth into honcstec. 

To tellen you a talc, or two or three. 

And if you list to berk on hiderward, 

I wol you sayn the lif of SeUil Edward j 
Or dies tragedies liist I wol telle, 

Of which I have au hundred in my ccllc. 

Tragcdie is to sayn a certain storic, 

As olde bookes maken us memune, 

Of him that stood in gret prosperitee, 

And is yfallen out of high degree 
In to miscric, and endeth wietchedly. 

And they ben versified comrmm^y 
Of SIX feet, which men elepen exametmu 
In prose eke ben endited many on, 
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And eke m metre, in many a sondry wise. 
liO, this declaring ought ynough suffice. 

“ Now herkeneth, if you Iiketh for to here. 
But first I you beseche m this matere, 
Though I by ordre telle not thise thJnges, 

Be it of popes, emperoures, or kinges, 

After hir ages, as men written iinde. 

But telle hem som before and som behmde, 
As it now cometh to my remembrance. 

Have me excused of min ignorance.” 
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X woL bewaile in manere of tragedie 
The harm of hem, that stode in high degree, 
Apd fellen so, that ther n’as no lemedie 
To bring hem out of hir adversitee. 

For certain whan that fortune list to flee, 

Ther may no man of hire the cours withholde : 
Let no man trust on blinde prospentee; 

Beth ware by thise ensamples trewe and olde. 

lUCTFER. 

At Lucifer, though he an angel were 
And not a man, at blm I wol begmne 
For though foitune may non angel deie, 

From high degree yet fell he foi his siiine 
Doun into Hellc, wheras he yet is inne. 

O Lucifer, brightest of angels alle. 

Now art thou Sathanas, that maist not twiune 
Out of miseiie, m which that thou art falle. 

ADAM. 

Lo Adam, in the feld of Damascene 
With Goddes owen finger wrought was he, 

And not begeten of mannes sperme unclene, 

And welte all Paradis saving o tree: 

Had never worldly man so high degree 
As Adam, til he for misgovemance 
Was driven out of his prosperitee 
To labour, and to Hclle, and to meschance. 

SAMPSON. 

Lo Sampson, which that was annunciat 
By the angel, long or his nativitee : 

And was to God Almighty consecrat, 

And stode in noblesse while he mighte see i 
Was never swiche another as was he, 

To,speke of strength, and therto hardinesse; 

But to his wives tolde he his secree, 

Thurgh which he slow himself for wretchednesse. 

Sampson, this noble and mighty champion, 
Withouten wepeii, ^ave his handes twey. 

He slow and all to-rente the Icon, 

Toward his wedding walking by the wey: 

Ills false wife conde him so plese, and pray, 

Til she Ins cons(‘il knewe j and she untiewe 
Unto his foos his conseil gan bewiay, 

And him ibrsoke, and toke another newe. 

Three hundred foxes toke Sampson for ire. 

And all Inr tayles he togeder bond : 

And set the foxes tayles all on fire. 

For he in every tayl bad knit a brond. 

And they brent all the comes in tliat Jond, 

And all hir oliveres, and vines ckc. 

A thousand men he slow eke with Ins bond, 

And had no wepen, but an asses cheke. 
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Whan they were slam, so thursted him, that he 
Was wel me lome, for which he gan to preye. 
That God wold on his peine ban som pitee, 

And send him drinke, or elles moste he deye : 

And of th,s asses cheke, that was so dreye, 

Out of a wang toth sprang anon a welle. 

Of which he dranke ynough, shortly to seye. 

Thus halp him God, as Judicum can telle. 

By veray force at Gasa on a night, 

Maugre the Philistins of that citee. 

The gates of the toun he hath up plight. 

And on his bak yeaned hem hath he 
High on an hill, wher as men might hem se. 

O noble mighty Sampson, lefe and dere, 

Haddest thou not toM to women thy secree. 

In all this world ne had ther ben thy pere. 

This Sampson never sider drank ne wme, 

Ne on his bed came rasour non ne shere. 

By precept of the messager divine, 

For all his strengthes in his heres were: 

And fully twenty winter yere by yere 
He hadde of Israel the governance: 

But sone shal he wepen many a tere, 

For women shuln him brmgen to meschance. 

Unto his lemman Dalida he told. 

That in bis heres all his stiengthe lay, 

And falsely to his fomen &he him sold ; 

And sleping in hire barme upon a day 
She made to clip or shere his here away. 

And made his fomen all his craft espien ; 

And whan that they him fond m this'array, 

They bond him fast, and putten out his eyen. 

But or his here was clipped or yshave, 

Ther was no bond, with which men might him bind. 
But now is he in prison m a cave, 

Wheras they made him at the queme grinde. 

O noble Sampson, stiongest of mankind 

0 whilom juge in glory and nchesse, 

Now mayest thou wepen with thin eyen blind, 

Sith thou fro wele art falie m wretbhednesse. 

The ende of this caitif was, as I shal seye : 

His fomen made a feste tipon a day, 

And made him as hir fool before hem pleye : 

And this was in a temple of gret array. 

But at the last he made a foul affray. 

For he two pillers shoke, and made hem falle. 

And doun fell temple and all, and ther it lay. 

And slow himself, and eke his.fomen alle. 

This IS to sa3m, the pnnees everich on, 

And eke three thousand bodies were ther slain 
With falling of the gret temple of ston. 

Of Sampson now wol I no more sain : 

Beth ware by this ensamp^e old and plain, 

That no men tell hir conseil to hir wives 
Of swiche thing, as they wold han seciee fain. 

If that it touch hir limmes or hir lives. 

HERCULES. 

Of Hercules the soveraine conquerour 
Singen his werkes laude, and high renoun } 

For in his time of stren^h he was the flour. 

1 He slow and raft the skinne of the leon ; 

I He of Centaures laid the host adoun ; 

I He Harpies slow, the cruel briddes felle ; 

He golden apples raft fro the dragon , 

He drow out Cerberus the hound of Hellc* 
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He slow the cruel tirant Busirus, 

And made his hois to fret him flesh and bon ; 

He slow the firy serpent venemous ; 

Of Achelous two homes biake he on. 

And he slow Cacus m a cave of ston ; 

He slow the geaunt Anteus the strong ; 

He slow the gnsely boie, and that anon ; 

And bare the Hevene on his nekke long. 

Was never wight sith that Hie world began. 

That slow so many monstres, as did he , 
Thurghont the wide world his name lan. 

What for his strength, and for his high bounlee. 
And every reaumc went he for to see. 

He was so strong that no man might him let 5 
At bothe the worldes endes, saith Trophee, 

In stede of boundes he a piiler set 

A lemman had this noble champion. 

That highte Deiamre, as fresh as May^ 

And as thise clerkes maken mention, 

She hath him sent a sherte fiesh and gay : 

Alas’ this sherte, alas and wala wa * 

Evenimed was sotilly withalle, 

That or that he had wered it half a day, 

It made his flesh all from his bones falle. 

But natheles som clerkes hire excusen 
By on, that highte Nessus, that it maked ; 

Be as may be, I wol hire not accusen; 

But on his bak this sherte he w'ered al naked, 

Til that his flesh was for the venim blaked : 

And whan he saw non other remedie ; 

In bote coles he hath himselven raked. 

For with no vemme deigned him to die. 

Thus starf this worthy mighty Heiculcs. 

Lo, who may trust on fortune any throw ^ 

For him that folweth all this world of pres, 

Or he be ware, is oft ylaid ful lowe : 

Fnl wise is he, that can himselven knowe. 

Beth ware, for whan that fortune li&t to glose. 
Than waiteth she hire man to overthrowe 
By swiche a way, as he wold lest suppose. 

MABUCHOSONOSOR. 

The mighty Irone, the precious tresor. 

The glorious sceptre, and real majestee, 

That hadde the king Nahuchodonosor, 

With tonge unnethes may desenved be. 

(He twies wan Jerusalem the citee, 

The vess'ell of the temple he with him ladde ^ 

At Babiloiuc was his soveraine sec, 

In w'hich his glorle and his debt he hadde. 

The fayrest children of the blood real 
-Of Israel he did do gelde anon, 

And maked eche of hem to ben his thral. 
Amonges other Daniel was on, 

That was the wisest child of evcrich on ; 

For he the dremes of the Uug exponned, 

Wher as in Caldee clerk ne was ther non. 

That wiste to what fin his dremes souned. 

This proude king let make a statue of gold 
Sixty cuhites long, and seven m brede, 

To which image bothe yonge and old 
.Commanded he to loute, and have in drede. 

Or m a fourneis, ful of Games rede, 

He shuld be brent, that M'olde not obeye: 

But never wold assenten lo that dedc 
Daniel, nc his yonge felawes tweye. 
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This, king of kinges proud was and elat ; 

He wend that God, that sit in majestee, 

Ne might him nat bereve of his estat : 

But sodenly he I'ost his dignitee, 

And like a best him semed for to be. 

And ete hey as an oxe, and lay therout : 

In ram with wilde bestes walked he. 

Til certain time was ycome about. 

And like an egles fctheis wex his heres, 

His neyles like a hriddes cl awes were. 

Til God relesed him at certain yeres. 

And yaf him wit, and than with many a tore 
He thanked God, and ever his lif in feie 
Was he to don amis, or more trespace : 

And til that time he laid was on his here, 

He knew that God was ful of might and grace. 

BALTUASAR. 

His sone, which that highte BaUbasar, 

That held the regne after his fadres day. 

He by his fader coude not beware, 

For pioude he was of herte, and of array: 

And eke an ydol aster was he ay. 

His high estat assured him in pndc ; 

But fortune cast him doun (and ther he lay) 

And sodenly his regne gan devide. 

A feste he made unto his lordes alle 
Upon a time, and made hem blithe be. 

And than his officeres gan he calle; 

“ Goth, bnngeth forth the vessels,” quod he, 

“ Which that my fader m his prosperitee 
Out of the temple of Jerusalem beiaft, 

And to our highe goddes thanke we 
Of honour, that our eldrcs with us laft,” 

His wif, his lordes, and his concubines 
Ay dronken, while hir appetites last, 

Out of tliise noble vessels sondry wines. 

And on a wall this king his eyen caist, 

And saw an hand armies, that wrote ful fast, 

For fere of whiche he quokc, and siked sore. 

Tins hand, that Balthasar so sore agast. 

: Wrote Mane techel p hares , and no more. 

Id al that lond magicien was non, 

' That coud expounen what this lettrc ment. 

But Daniel expounded it anon, 

! And said ; ** O king, God to thy fader lent 
Glorie and honour, regne, ti*esour, and rent ; 

And he was proud, and nothing God nc dradde; 
And therforc God gret wretche upon him iont, 
And him beraft the regne that he hadde, 

" He was out cast of mannes compagnic, 

With asses was his habitation ; 

And ete hey, as a best, in wete and drie. 

Til that he knew by grace and by rcson, 

That God of Hevcii hath domination 
Over every regne, and every orcaturo : 

And than had God of him compassion. 

And him restored his regno and his figure. 

“ Eke thou, that art his sone, art proud also, 

And knowest all thiso thinges veraily ; 

And art rebel to God, and art hi» fo* 

Thou drankc eke of his vessels boldcly, 

Thy wif eke, and thy wenches sinfully 
Drankc of the same vessels sondiy wines, 

And hcried false goddes cursedly, 

Therfore to thee ybhapen ful gret pine U. 


CHAUCEIVS POEMS. 



T. 14237—14364. THE MONKES TALE. 12J 


“ This hand was sent fro God, that on the wall 
Wrote Mme techel phaieS) tmstcth me; 

Thy regne is don, thou weyest nought at all ; 
Divided IS thy regne, and it shal be 
To Medes and to Perses yeven,” quod he. 

And thilke same mght this king was slawe ; 

And Darius occupied his degree, 

Though he therto had neither nght ne lawe. 

Lordinges, ensample hereby moun ye take, 

How that in lordship is no sikernesse : 

For whan that fortune wol a naan forsake. 

She bereth away his regne and his nchesse, 

And eke his frendes, bothe more and lesse. 

For what man that hath frendes thurgh fortune, 
Mishap wol make hem enemies, I gesse. 
Thisproverbe is fal soth, and ful commune. 

ZENOBIA. 

Zenobia, of Palmerie the queue, 

(As wnten Per&iens of hire noblesse) 

So worthy was In armes, and so kene, 

That no wight passed hire in hardmesse, 

Ne in linage, ne m other gentillesse. 

Of kinges blood of Perse is she descended ; 

I say not that she hadde most fairenesse, 

But of hire shape she might not ben amended. 

From hire childhode I finde that she fledde 
Office of woman, and to wode she went ; 

And many a wilde hartes blood she shedde 
With arwes brode that she to hem sent ; 

She was so swift, that she anon hem hent. 

And whan that she was elder, she wold kille 
lueons, lepards, and beres al to-rent, 

And in hire armes weld hem at hire wille. 

She doTst the wilde bestes dennes seke, 

And rennen in the mountaignes all the night, 
And slepe under the bush ; and she coud eke 
Wiastlen by veray force and veray might 
With any yong man, were he never so wight ; 
Ther mxghte nothing in hire armes stonde j 
She kept hire maidenhode from every wight, 

To no man deigned hire for to be bonde. 

But at the last hire frendes ban hire marled 
To Odenate, a prince of that contree ; 

Al were it so, that she hem long taried. 

And ye shul understonden, how that he 
Hadde swiche fantasies as hadde she ; 

But natheles, whan they were knit in fere, 
They lived in joye, and in felicilee, 

For cche of hem had other lefe and dere. 

Save 0 thing, that she n’olde never assente, 

By no way, that he shulde by hire he 
But ones, for it was hire plaine entente 
To have a childe, the world to multiplie : 

And al so sone as that she might espie, 

That she was not with childe with that dede. 
Than would she suffer him don his fantasie 
Eftsonc, and not but ones out of drede. 

And if she were with child at thilke cast, 

No more shuld he playcn tbilke game 
Till fully fourty dayes weren past : 

Than wold she ones suffre him do the same. 

Al were this Odenate wild or tame, 

He gate no more of hire, for thus she sayde, 

It was to wives lecherie and shame, 

Ju other cas if that men with hem playde. 


Two sones by this Odenate had she. 

The which she kept in vertue and lettruie. 

But now unto our tale tume we : 

I say, so worshipful a creature, 

And wise therwith, and large with mesure, 

So pemble m the werre, and curteis eke, 

Ne more labour might m werre endure, 

Was non, though ai this world men shuklen seke. 

Hire riche array ne mighte not be told, 

As wel m vessel as m hire clothing : 

She was al clad m pierrie and in gold. 

And eke she lefte not for non hunting 
To have of sondry tonges ful knowing, 

Whan that she leiser had, and for to entend 
To lemen bookes was all hire liking, 

How she m vertue might hire lif disp^nJ. 

And shortly of this stone for to trete, 

So doughty was hire hus?bond and eke she, 

That they conquered many regnes giete 
In the orient, with many a faire citee, 
Appertenaunt unto the majestee 
Of Rome, and with strong hand held hem ful fast 
Ne never might hir fomen don hem flee, 

Ay while that Odenates dayes last. 

Hire batailles, who so list hem for to rede, 

Agame Sapor the king, and other mo, 

And how that all this processe fell in dede, 

Why she conquered, and what title therto. 

And after of hire mischcfe and hue wo. 

How that she was beseged, and ytake, 

Let him unto my maister Petrark go. 

That wnteth ynough of this, I undertake, 

I^Tian Odenate was ded, she mightily 
The regnes held, and with hire propre bond 
Agains hire fos she fought so cruelly, 

That ther n’as king ne prince in all that lond. 
That he n’as glad, if he that grace fond 
That she ne wolde tipon his lond werreye : 

With hire they maden alliaunce by bond 
To ben in pees, and let hire nde and pleye, 

The emperonr of Rome Claudius, 

Ne, him befom, the Romani Galien 
Ne dorste never be so corageous, 

Ne non Eimin, ne non Egiptien, 

Ne Surrien, ne non Arabien 

Within the feld ne dorste with hire fight, 

Lest that she wold hem with hire hondes slen, 

Or with hire mcmie patten hem to flight. 

In kinges habite wente hire sones two, 

As heires of hir fadres regnes alle, 

And Hcremanno and Timolao 

Hir names were, as Pei^siens hem calle. 

But ay fortune hath in hiie honey galle : 

I This mighty quene may no while endure, 

Foitune out of hhe regne made hire falle 
To wietcbednesse, and to misaventure* 

Aurelian, whan that the governance 
Of Rome came into his hondes twey, 

He shope upon this quene to do vengeance, 

And with his legions he toke his way 
Toward Zenobie, and shortly for to say, 

He made hire flee, and ntto last hire hent, 

And fettred hire, and eke hire children tway, 
Apn wan the lond, and home to |lpme he went. 
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Amonges other thinges that he wan, 

Hire char, that was with gold wrought and pierne, 

This grete Romara, this Aurelian 

Hath with him lad, for that men shuld it see, 

ISeforen his triumphe walketh she 

Witli giUe chaines on hire ncclic hongmg, 

Crouned she was, as after hire degree, 

And ful of pieine charged hire clothing. 

Alas fortune ' she that whilom was 
Dredeful to kinges and to empeioures. 

Now gaureth all the iieple on hire, alas ’ 

And she that helmed was m starke stoures, 

And wan by force tounes stronge and toures, 

Shal on hire bed now were a vitremite : 

And she that bare the sceptre ful of flourcs, 

Shal here a distaf hire cost for to quite. 

NERO. 

Although that Nero were as vicious, 

As any fend, that lith ful low adoun, 

Yet he, as telleth us Suetonius, 

This wide world had in subjectioun, 

Eoth est and west, south and septentrioun. 

Of rubies, saphircs, and of perles white 
Were all his clothes brouded up and doun, 

For he in gemmes gretly gan delite. 

Moie delicat, more pompous of airay, 

Moie proude, was never ernperour than he 3 
That like cloth that he had wered 0 day, 

After that time he n’olde it never see ; 

Nettes of gold threde had he gret plentec, 

To fish m Tibei, whan him list to playj 
His lustes were as law, in his degiee. 

For fortune as his fiend wold him obay. 

He Rome brente for his dehcacio; 

Tlie senatours he slow upon a day, 

To hcren how that men wold wepe and crie ; 

And slow his brother, and by his siislci lay. 

His moder made he in pitous art ay, 

For he hire wombe let slittcn to beliold 
Wher he conocived was, so wala wa ’ 

That he so litel of his moder told. 

Nc tcro out of his eyen for*that sight 
Ne came, but sayd, a faire woman was she. 

Gret wonder is, how that he coud or might 
Be domesman of hire dede heautee: 

The wine to brmgen him commanded he, 

And dranke anon, non other wo he made. 

Whan might is joined unto crueltee, 

Alas • to depe wol the venime wade. 

In youthe a maister had this ernperour 
To techen him lettrure and curtesie, 

For of moralitee he was the flour, 

As in his time, but if bookes he. 

And while this maister had of him maistric, 

Ele maked him so conning and so soiiplc, 
rhat longe time it was, or tyrannic, 

3r any vice dorst in him uncouple. 

This Seneka, of which that 1 devise, 

Because Nero had of him swichc drede. 

For he fro vices wold him ay chastise 
Discretly, as by word, and not by dede, 

“ Sire,’’ he wold say, an ernperour mote nede 
Be vertuous, and haten tyrannie.^^ 

Foi which he made him in a bathe to blcdo 
On botbe his armes, till he muste die. 
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This Nero had eke of a custumaunce 
In youth ageins his maister for to rise ; 

Which afleiward him thought a gict gicvauncc, 
Tlierfore he made him dien m this wise. 

But nathelcs this Seneka the wise 
dices in a bathe to die in this mancre. 

Rather than han another tui mentiso : 

And thus hath Nero slam his maister deie. 

Now fell it so, that fortune list no lenger 
The highe pride of Nero to chence: 

For though that he were strong, yet was she sti engcr. 
She thoughte thus ; By God I am to nice 
To set a man, that is fulfilled of vice, 

In high degree, and ernperour him calle: 

By God out of bis sete I wo! him tnce. 

Whan he lest weneth, sonest shal he falle.” 

The peple rose upon him on a night 
For his defaute, and whan he it espied. 

Out of his dores anon he hath him dight 
Alone, and ther he wend han ben allied, 

He knocked fast, and ay the more he cried, 

The faster shetten they hir dores alle: 

Tho wist he wel he had himself misgied, 

And went his way, no lenger dorst he calle. 

The peple cried and rombled up and doun. 

That with his cres herd he how they sayde, 

“ Wher IS this false tyrant, this Neioun?” 

For fere almost out of his wit he brayde. 

And to his goddes pitously he preide 
Forsocour, but it mighte not betide: 

For drede of this him thoughte that he deide, 
i And ran into a gardin him to hide. 

! And in tins gaidin fond he cheilcs tweye 
That saten by a fire giet and red, 

And to thise cheiles two he gan to preyc 
To sleu him, and to giideti of his bed, 

That to his body, whan that he weic cled, 

Weie no dcspit ydon for his defame, 
fliinsclf he slow, he coud no better rede, 

Of which fortune lough and haddc a game. 

nOtOFERNES. 

Was never capitaine under a king, 

That regnes mo put in subjectioun, 

Ne stienger was in fcid of alia thing 
As m his time, ne greter of rcnoiin, 

Ne more pompous in high prc'sumptioun, 

Than Holofenic, which that fortiini' ay kist 
So likeroubly, and lad him up and doun. 

Til that his bed was of, or that he wist. 

Not only that this world had him in awe 
For lesing of nchesse and libeiten , 

But he made every man roneie his lawc* 

** Nabuchodonosor was Cod,’^ sayd he ; 

Non other God ne shulde honoured be.” 

Agcins his heste thcr dare no wight trcspacc, 
j Save in Bethulia, a strong <ntcc, 

Wher Eliachim a preest was of that place. 

But take kepe of the deth of Holofcme : 

Amid his host he dronken lay a night 
i Within his tente, large as is a berne ; 

And yet for all his pompe and all his might, 
Judith, a woman, as he lay upright 
Sloping, bis bed of smolc, and fio hi« tente 
Ful pnvely she stale from every wight. 

And with his bed unto hire toun she wente. 
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ANTIOCHUS. 

What nedeth it of king Antiochus 
To tell his high and real majestee. 

His gret pride, and his werkes venimons ^ 

For swiche another was ther non as he ; 

Redeth what that he was in Machabe. 

And redeth the proud wordes that he seid, 

And why he fell from his prospentee, 

And in an hill how wretchedly he deid. 

Foitune him had enhaunsed so in pride, 

That veraily he wend he might attame 
Unto the sterres upon eveiy side, 

And in a balaunce weyen eche mountaine, 

And all the floodes of the see restreine : 

And Goddes peple had he most m hate, 

Hem wold he sleen m turment and in peine, 
Wening that God ne might his pride abate. 

And for that Nichanor and Timothee 
With Jewes weie venquished mightily. 

Unto the Jewes swiche an hate had he. 

That he bad greithe his charfal hastily. 

And swoie and sayde ful despitously, 

Unto Jerusalem he wold eftsone 
To wreke his ire on it ful cruelly. 

But of his purpos was he let ful sone. 

God for his manace him so sore smote. 

With invisible wound, ay incurable. 

That in his guttes carfe it so and bole. 

Til thatte his peines weren importable ; 

And certainly the wreche was resonable, 

For many a mannes guttes did he peine; 

But from his purpos, cursed and damnable. 

For all his smerte, he n'olde him not restreine: 

But bade anon apparailen his host 
And sodenly, or he was of it ware, 

God daunted all his piide, and all his host j 
For he so sore fell out of his chare, 

That it his limmes and his skinnc to-tare, 

So that he neither mighte go ne ride , 

But in a chaiere men about him bare, 

Allc forbrused bothe bak and side. 

The wreche of God him smote so cruelly, 

That thurgh his body wicked wormes crept. 
And therwithal he stanke so horribly. 

That non of all his meinie that him kept> 
Whether so that he woke or elles slept, 

No mighte not of him the stinke endure. 

In this mischiefe he wailed and eke wept, 

And knew God, Lord of every creature. 

To all his host, and to himself also 
Ful wlatsom was the stinke of bis careinc; 

No man ne mighte him beren to ne fio. 

And in this stinke, and this horrible peine. 

He btaif ful wretchedly m a mountaine. 

Thus hath this robbour, and this homicide. 
That many a man made to wepe and pleine, 
Swiche gueidon, as belongetli unto pride^ 

ALEXANDER. 

The storie of Alexandre is so commune, 

That every wight, that hath discretioun, 

Hath held somwhat or all of his fortune, 

This wide world, as m conclusioun. 


He wan by strength, or for his high renoun 
They weren glad for pees unto him sende. 

The pnde of man and host he layd adoun, 

Wher so he came, unto the worldes ende. 

Comparison might never yet be maked 
Betwix him and another conquerour, 

For al this world for drede of him hath quaked; 

He was of knighthode and of fredome flour; 
Fortune him maked the heir of hire honour. 

Save wine and women, nothing might asswage 
His high entente in armes and labour. 

So was he ful of leomn corage. 

What pris were it to him, though I you told 
Of Darius, and an bundled thousand mo. 

Of kinges, pnnees, dukes, erles bold, 

Which he conquered, and brought hem into wo * 

I say, as fer as man may nde or go 

The world was his, what shuld I more devise ? 

For though I wrote or told you ever mo 
Of his knighthode, it mighte not suffice. 

Twelf yere he regned as saith Machabe ; 

Philippas sone of Macedoine he was. 

That fiist was king in Grece the contree. 

O worthy gentil Alexandre, alas 

Tliat ever shuld thee fallen swiche a cas ! 

Knpoisoned of thyn owen folke thou were; 

Thy sis fortune hath turned into an as. 

And yet foi thee ne wept she never a tere. 

Who shal me yeven teres to complaine 
The deth of gentillesse, and of fraunchise^ 

That all this world welded in his demaine. 

And yet him thought it mighte not sufiice? 

So ful was his corage of high emprise. 

Alas * who shal me belpen to endite 
False foitune, and poison to despise? 

The wbiche two of all this wo I wite, 

JOLltrs CESAR. 

By wisdome, manhode, and by gret labour, 

From hiimblehede to real majestee 
Up rose he Julius the conquerour. 

That wan all the Occident, by lond and see, 

By strengthe of bond, or elles by tretee, 

And unto Rome made hem tnbutane ; 

And sith of Rome the emperour was he, 

Til that fortune wexe his adversarie. 

0 mighty Cesar, that in Thessalie 
Ageins Pompeius father thin in lawe. 

That of the orient had all the chivalrie, 

As fer as that the day begmneth dawe, [slawe. 
Thou thurgh thy knighthode hast hem take and 
Save fewe folk, that with Pompeius fledde, 

Thuigb which thou put all the orient in awe, 
Thanke foitune, that so wel thee spedde. 

But now a litel while I wol bewaile 
This Pompeius, this noble govemour 
Of Rome, which that fled at this bataille. 

1 say, on of his men, a false traitour. 

His hed of smote, to winnen him favour 
Of Julius, and him the hed he brought: 

Alas, Pompeic, of the orient conquerour. 

That foitune unto swiche a fin thee bi ought ! 
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To Home again repaireth Julius 
With his trmmphe laureat ful hie, 

But on a time Brutus and Cassius, 

That ever had of his high estat envie, 

Ful prively had made conspiracie 
Ageins this Julius in sotil wise : 

And cast the place, m which he shulde die 
With bodekins, as 1 shal you devise. 

This Julius to the capitolie wente 
Upon a day, as he was wont to gon, 

And m the capitolie auon him hente 
This false Brutus, and his othei foon, 

And stiked him with bodekins anon 

With many a wound, and thus they let him lie 

But never gront he at no stroke but on. 

Or elles at two, but if his stone he. 

So manly was this Julius of herte. 

And so wel loved estatly honestee, 

That though his dedly woundes sore sineite, 

His mantel over his hippes caste he, 

For no man shulde seen his piivetee : 

And as he lay of dying in a tiance, 

And wiste veiaily that ded was he, 

Of honestee yet had he remembrance. 

Lucan, to thee this storie I recommende. 

And to Suetou, and Valerie also, 

That of this storie writen word and endc ; 

How that to tbise gret conqueroures two 
Fortune was first a frend, and sith a fo. 

No man ne trust upon hire favour long, 

But have hire in await for evermoj 
Witnesse on all tbise conqueroures strong. 

CEESUS* 

The riche Cresus, whilom king of Lide, 

Of whiche Cresus, Cirus sore him dradde, 

Yet was he caught amiddes all his pride, 

And to be brent men to the fire him ladde : 

But swiche a rain doun from the welken shadde. 
That slow the fiic, and made to him escape : 

But to bewaie no giace >et be hadde, 

Til fortune on the galwes made him gape. 

Whan he escaped was, he can not stint 
For to beginne a newe werre again: 

He wened wel, for that fortune him sent 
Swiche hap, that he escaped thurgh the rain, 
That of his foos he mighte not be slain ; 

And eke a sweven upon a night he mette, 

Of which he was so proud, and eke so fain. 

That m vengeance he all his herte sette. 

Upon a tree he was, as that him thought, 

Ther Jupiter him weshe, both bak and side; 

And Phebus eke a faire towail him brought 
To drie him with, and therfore wex his pride. 
And to his doughter that stood him beside. 
Which that he knew m high science habound, 

He bad hire tell him what it signified, 

And she Ins dreme began right thus expound. 

“ The tree” (quod she) “ the galwes is to mene. 
And Jupiter betokeiicth snow and ram, 

And Phebus with Ins towail clere and dene, 

Tho ben the Sonnes stremes, soth to sain : 

Thou shalt anhanged be, fadei, certain; 

Rain shal thee wash, and Sonne shal thee drie.” 
Thus warned him ful plat and eke ful plain 
His doughter, which that called was Pliaiue. 
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Anhanged was Cresus the pioude king. 

His real trone might him not availle: 

Tragcdie is non other maner thing, 

Ne can in •ringing cnen ne bewaile. 

But for that fortune all day wol assaille 
With unware stroke the regnes that ben prOude ; 
For whan men trusten hire, than wol she faille. 
And cover hire bright lace with a cloude. 

PETER OF SPAINC, 

O noble, o worthy Petio, glone of Spaine, 

Whom fortune held so high m majestee, 

Wel oughten men thy pitous deth coinplainc. 

Out of thy lond thy bi other made thee flee, 

And after at a sege by sotiltee 

Thou were betiaied, and lad unto his tent, 

Wher as he with his owen bond slow thee. 
Succeeding in thy icgne and in thy rent. 

The feld of snow, with th’ egle of blak tlierin. 
Caught with the limerod, coloured as the gledc. 
He brewed this curseduesse, and all this sinnt; j 
The wicked neste was werker of this dede; 

Not Charles Oliver, that toke ay hede 
Of trouthe and honour, but of Armoiike 
Genilon Olivei, corrupt for mode, 

Bioughte this worthy king m swiche a brike. 

PETRO, KINO OF CYPRC. 

O wolthy Petro king of Cypre also, 

That Alexandne wan by high maistrie, 

Ful many an hethen wroughtest thou ful w'o, 

Of which thin owen lieges had envie : 

And for no thing but for thy chivalne, 

They m thy bed han slain thee by the morw'ej 
Thus can fortune hire whele goveinc and gic. 

And out of joye bringen men to sorwe. 

^ BARNABO VISCOUNr. 

Of Milane grete Bamabo Viscount, 

God of debt, and scourge of Lumbardie, 

Why shuld I not thm infortune accounl^ 

Sitb in estat thou clomben were so high ? 

Thy brothers sonc, that was thy double alliir, 

For he thy nevew was, and sonc in lawc, 

Within his prison made he thi'c to die, 

But why, ne how, n’ot I that thou were slawo, 

IltrOETilN or PISK. 

Of the erl Hugehn of Pise tho langoiir 
Ther may no tongc tellen for pltee. 

But litel out of Pise stant a lour, 

In whiche tour m prison yput wa.s ho, 

And with him ben his htel children throe. 

The eldest scarsely five yere was of age : 

Alas^ fortune, it was grot cruultee 
Swiche briddes for to jmt in swiche a cagi'« 

Dampned was ho to die m that prison. 

For l^ger, which that bishop was of Wse, 

Had on him made a false suggestion, 

Thurgh which tlie pople gan upon him rise, 

And put him in prison, in swiche a wise, 

As ye ban herd; and mete* and drinke he had 
So smale, that wel unuetlie it may sufH.se, 

And thei withal it was ful pourc amd bad. 
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And on a day befell, that in that houre. 

Whan that his mete wont was to be brought, 

The gailer shette the dores of the toure 5 
He hered it wel, bat he spake right nought. 

And in his herte anon ther fell a thought, 

That they for hunger wolden do him dien; 

“ Alas quod he, “ alas that I was wrought • ” 
Therwilh the teres fellen fro his eyen. 

His yonge sone,that three yere was of age. 

Unto him said, “ Fader, why do ye wepe ^ 

Whan will the gailer bringen our potage ^ 

Is ther no morsel bred that ye do kepe ^ 

I am so hungry, that I may not slepe. 

Now wolde God that I might slepen ever, 

Than shuld not hungei m my wombe crepe ; 

Ther n’ls no thing, sauf bred, that me weie lever.” 

Thus day by day this childe began to cne, 

Til iQ his fadres barme adoun it lay. 

And saide^ “ Farewel, fadei, I mote die 
And kist his fader, and dide the same day. 

And whan the woful fader did it sey, 

For. wo his armes two he gan to bite, 

And saide, ** Alas ! foitune, and wala wa * 

Thy false whele my wo all may I wite.” 

His cbildien weoden, that for hunger it was 
That he his armes gnowe, and not for wo, 

And s^iyden : ** Fader, do not so, alas i 
But rather ete the flesh upon us two. 

Our flesh thou yaf us, take our flesh us fro. 

And ete ynough right thus they to him seide. 
And after that, within a day or two, 

They laide hem in his lappe adoun, and deide. 

Himself dispeiied eke for hunger staif. 

Thus ended is this mighty erl of Pise ; 

Fiom high estat fortune away him cai'f. 

Of this tragedie it ought ynough suffice; 

Who so wol here it in a longer wise, 

Redeth the grete poete of Itaille, 

That highte Dante, for he can it devise 
Fro point to point, not 0 word wol he faille. 
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Ho 1 ” quod the Knight,** good sire, no moreofthis ; 
That ye han said, it right ynough ywis, 

And mochel more ; for htel hevinesse 
Is right ynough to mochel folk, I gesse. 

I say for me, it is a gret disese, 

Wher as men have ben in gret wclth and ese, 

To hcren of hir soden fall, alas 1 

And on the contrary is joye and gret solas. 

As whan a man hath ben m poure estat, 

And dimbeth up, and wexeth foitunat, 

And ther abideth in prosperitee 1 
Swiche thing is gladsom, as it thinketh me, 

And of swiche thing were goodly for to telle. 

** Ye," quod our Hoste, ‘* by Seint Poules belle. 
Ye say right sotli; this Monk hath clapped toude; 
He spake, how fortune covered with a cloude 
I wote not what, and als of a tragedie 
Right now ye herd ; and parde no remedie 
It is for to bewailen, ne complaine 
That that is don, and alt it is a paine. 


As ye han said, to here of hevinesse. 

Sire Monk, no more of this, so God youblessej 
Your tale anoyeth all this compagnie ; 

Swiche talking is not worth a boterflie. 

For therin is ther no disport ne game : 

Tberfoie, sire Monk, dan Piers by your name, 

I pray you hertely, tell us somwhat elles. 

For sikerly, n’ere clinking of your belles. 

That on your bridel hang on every side, 

By Heven king, that for us alle dide, 

I shuld er this have fallen douu for slepe, 

Although the slough had ben never so depe : 

1 ’han hadde your tale all ben tolde in vain. 

For certainly, as that thise clerkes sain, 

Vinber as a man may have non audience. 

Nought helpeth it to tellen his sentence. 

And wel I wote the substance is in me, 

If any thing shal wel reported be. 

Sire, say somwhat of huntmg, I you pray. 

“ Nay,” quod this Monk, “ I have no lust to play: 
Now let another telle as I have told.” 

Than spake our Hoste with rude speche and bold : 

, And sayd unto the Nonnes Freest anon, [John, 
[ ** Come nere, thou Freest, come hither, thou sire 
! Telle us swiche thing, as may our hertes glade. 

I Be blithe, although thou nde upon a jade. 

I What though thyn horse be bothe foule and lene, 

I If he wol serve thee, recke thee not a bene . 

Loke that thyn herte be mery evermo.’* 

** Yes, Hoste,” quod he, ** so mote I ride or go, 
But 1 be mery, y wis I wol be blamed.” 

And right anon his tale be hath attamed: 

And thus he said unto us everich on. 

This swete Freest, this goodly man sire John. 


THE NONNES PREESTES TALE. 

A POURE widewe, somdel stoupen in age. 

Was whilom dwelling in a narwe cotage. 

Beside a grove, stondmg in a dale. 

This widewe, which I tdl you of my tale. 

Sin thilke day that she was last a wif. 

In patience led a ful simple lif. 
j For litel was hixe catel and hire rente : 

By husbondiy of swiche as God hire sente, 

She found hireself, and eke hire doughtren two; 
Three large sowes had she, and no mo: 

Three kine, and eke a sheep that highte Malle.' 
Pul sooty was hire boure, and eke hire halle. 

In which she ete many a slender mele. 

Of pomant sauce ne Imew she never a dele. 

No deintee morsel passed thurgh hire throte ; 

Hire diete was accordant to hire cote. 

Repletion ne made hire never sike; 

Attempre diete was all hire physike. 

And exercise, and hertes su&ance. 

The goute let hire nothing for to dance, 

No apoplexie shente not hire hed. 

No win ne dranke she, neyther white ne red: 
Hire bord was served most with white and. black. 
Milk and broun bred, m which she fond nc lack, 
Scinde bacon, and somtime an ey or twey; 

For she was as it were a maner dey. 

A yerd she had, enclosed all about 
With stickes, and a drie diche without. 

In which she had a cok highte Chaunteclere, 

In all the land of crowing n’as bis pere. 

His vois was mener than the mery orgon. 

On masse dales that in the chirches gon. 
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Wei sikerer was his crowing in his loge, 

Than is a dole, or any abbey orloge. 

By nature he knew echo ascentioun 
Of the equinoctial in thilke toun ^ 

For whan degrees fiftene were ascended, 

Than crew he, that it might not ben amended. 

His combe was redder than the fin corail, 
Enbattelled, as it were a castel wall. 

His bill was black, and as the jet it shone ^ 

3 Like asme weie his legges and his tone ; 

His nailes whiter than the lilie flour. 

And like the buiued gold was his colour. 

This gentil cok had in his governance 
Seven hennes, for to don all his plesance, 

Which were his susters and his paramoures, 

And wonder like to him, as of coloures. 

Of which the fairest hewed in the throte. 

Was clepedfaire damoselle Pcrtelote, 

Curteis she was, discrete, and debonaiie. 

And compenable, and bare hircself so faire, 
iSithen the day that she was sevennight old. 

That trewelich she hath the herte in hold 
Of Chauntecleie, loken in every litb : 

He loved hire so, that wel was him therwith. 

But swiche a joye it was to here hem sing. 

Whan that the brighte Sonne gan to spring. 

In swete accord: “ My lefe is fare m lond.'* 

For thilke time, as I have understood, 

Bestes and bnddes couden speke and sing. 

And so befell, that in a dawemng. 

As Chaunteclere among his wives alle 
Sate on his perche, that was in the halle, 

And next him sate his faire Pertelote, 

This Chaunteclere gan gronen in his throte. 

As man that in his dreme is di etched sore. 

And whnn that Pertelote thus herd him roie, 

She was agast, and saide, “ Herte dere, 

What aileth you to grone in this manere ^ 

Ye ben a veray sleper, fy for shame.’’ 

And he answered and sayde thus; Madame, 
I piay 3mu, that ye take it not agiefe: 

By God me mette I was in swiche mischefc 
Bight now, that yet min herte is soie afrigbt. 

Now God” (quod he) “ my sweven recche aright, 
And kepe my body out of foule pnsoun. 

** Me mette, how that I romed up and douu- 
Within our yeide, wher as I saw a beste, 

Was hke an hound, and wold han me areste 
Upon my body, and han had me ded. 

His colour was betwix yelwe and red ; 

And tipped was his tail, and both his ercs 
With black, unlike the remenant of his heres. 

His snout was smal, with glowing eycn twey : 

Yet for his loke almost for fere I dey : 

This caused me my groning douieles.” 

“ Avoy,” quod she, “ fy on you hertelcs. 

Alas quod she, “ for by that God above 
Now han ye lost myn herte and all my love; 

I cannot love a coward by my faith. 

For certes, what so any woman saith. 

We all dcsiren, if it mighte be. 

To have an husbond, hardy, wise, and free, 

And secree, and non niggard ne no fool, 

Ne him that is agast of every tool, 

Ne non avantoiir by that God above. 

How dorsten ye for shame say to your 
That any thing might raaken you aferde ^ 

Kan ye no mannes herte, and han a herde ? 

Alas ’ and con ye ben agast of swevenis > 

Nothing but vanitee, God wote, m sweven is. 
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Swevenes engendren of lepletions. 

And oft of fume, and of complexions, 

Whan humouis ben to liabundant in a wight 
Certes this dieme, which ye han met to-night, 
Cometh of the giete superfluitee 
Of youre rede colera parde, 

Which causeth folk to dieden in hir dremes 
Of arwps, and of fiie with rede lemes, 

Of rede bestes, that they wol hem bite. 

Of conteke, and of waspes gret and lite ; 

Right as the humoiu of melancolie 
Causeth ful many a man in slope to crie, 

For fere of holies, and of beres blake, 

Or elles that blake devils wol hem take. 

“ Of other humouis coud I telle also. 

That werken many a man m slepc moch vro : 

But I w’ol passe, as lightly as I can. 

Lo Caton, which that was so wise a man, 

Said he not thus ? * Ne do no foice of dromes’. 

“ Now, sire,” quod she, whan we flee for the 
For Goddes love, as take som Jaxatif r [bemesi, 

Up peiil of my soulo, and of my lif, 

I conseil you the best, I wol not lie, 

That both of colei, and of melancolie 
Ye pmge you; and for ye shul not tane, 

Though in this toun be non apotecane, 

I shal myself two herbes techen j^ou, 

That shal be for your hele, and for your piow j 
And m our yerde, the herbes shall I findc. 

The which han of hir propietee by kmde 
To puigen you benethe, and ckc above# 

Sue, forgete not this for Goddes love ; 

Ye ben ful colenke of complexion; 

Ware tliat the Sonne m his ascention 
Ne find you not lepleie of humours hotc: 

And if it do, I daie wel lay a gioto. 

That ye shul han a fever tei tiane, 

Or ellcs an ague, that may be your banc. 

A day oi two ye shul han digestives 
Of w'ormes, or ye take yom laxatives, 

Of lauieole, centaune, and fumetere. 

Or dies of ellebor, that groweth there. 

Of catapucc, or of gaitrc-beru's, 

Or herbe ive growing m our yeid, that mcry iss 
Picke hem right as they grow, and etc horn m# 

Beth mcry, husbond, for your fader kin ; 

Dredeth no dreme ; I can say you no more,” 

“ Madame,” quod he, ‘*gr««d nurc?/ of your lore* 
But natheles, as touching dan Caton, 

That hath ot wisdome swiche a gret renoun, 

Though that he bade no dri'incs for to diaU*, 

By God, men moun in olde bookc's rede, 

Of many a man, more of nuthoritec 
ITian ever Caton was, h) mote I flu*, 

That all the revers sayn of bis sente nc«, 

And han wcl foundi'U by expeiionee, 

That dremes bon significations 
As wd of joyp, as tribulations, 

That folk enduren in this hf present. 

Thcr nedeth make of this non argument; 

The veray prove sheweth it indede* 

“ On of the gretest auctorcs that men rode, 

Saith thus ; that whilom twey fdawea weute 
On pilgrimage in a ful gocxl (mtentcj 
And happed <^0, they came into a toun> 

Wher ther was swiche a congregatioun 
Of peple, and eke so streit of herbergage. 

That they no founde as mochc as a eotage^ 

In which they both might yloggetl be: 

^Yherfore they mustea of uccessitcc. 
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As for thal' nu ht, depaiten compagnie^ 

And oche of bem goth to h>s hostefrie, 

And toke logging as it wolde felle. 

“ T/iat on oi hem was logged in a staJIe, 

Fer in a yeid with oxen of the plough ; 

That O' her man was logged wel ynough. 

As was his aveutnie, or his fortune, 

That us governeth all, as in commune. 

“ And so befell, that, long or it were day, 

This man met in his bed, ther as he lay, 

How that his felaw gan upon him calle, 

And said, ‘ Alas 1 for in an oxes stalle 
This night shal I be mordred, ther I lie. 

Now helpe me, dere brother, or I die ; 

In alle haste come to me,’ he saide. 

** This man out his slepe for fere abraide 5 
But whan that he was waked of his slepe. 

He turned him, and toke of this no kepe ; 

Him thought his dreme was but a vanitee. 

Thus twics m his sleping dremed he. 

“ And at the thirdde time yet his felaw 
Came, as him thought, and said, ‘ I now am slaw : 
Behold my blody woundes, depe and wide. 

Arise up eily, in the morwe tide. 

And at the west gate of the toun’ (quod he) 

‘ A carte ful of donge ther shalt thou see, 

In which my body is hid pnvely. 

Do thilke carte arresten boldely. 

My gold caused my mordre, soth to sain.* 

And told him every point how he was slain 
With a ful pitous face, pale of hewe. 

And tiusteth wel his dreme he found ful trewe. 
For on the morwe, as sone as it was day. 

To his felawes mne he toke his way : 

And whan that he came to this oxes stalle, 

After his felaw he began to calle, 

“ The hosteler answeied him anon, 

And saide, * Sire, your felaw is agon, 

As sone as day he went out of the toun.* 

This man gan fallen m suspecioun 
Hcmembring on his di ernes that he mette. 

And forth he goth, no lenger wold he lette. 

Unto the west gate of the toun, and fond 
A dong carte, as it went for to dong lond, 

That was anaied m the same wise 
As ye ban heide the dede man devise : 

And with an hardy hertc he gan to crie, 
Vengeance and justice of this felonie : 

‘ My felaw mordred is this same night. 

And in this carte he litb, gaping upright. 

I erie out on the ministrcs,* quod he, 

* That shuldcn kepe and reulen this citee : 

Ilarow I alas ! here lith my felaw slam.* 

What shuld 1 more unto this tale sain ? 

The peple out stert, and cast the cart to ground. 
And in the middel of the dong they found 
The dede man, that moidied was all newe. 

“ O blisful God, that ait so good and tiewe, 
Lo, how that thou bewreyest mordre alway. 
Mordre wol out, that see we day by day, 

Mordre is so wlatsom and abhominable 
To God, that is so just and resonable, 

That he ne wol not suffre it hylled be : 

Though it abide a yere, or two, or three, 

Mordre wol out, this is my conelusioun. 

“ And right anon, the mimstres of the toun 
Han hent the carter, and so sore him pined, 

And eke the hosteler so sore engined, 

That they beknew bir wickedne&se anon. 

And were anhanged by the neckc bon, 

VOL, I. 
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“ Here moim ye see that dremes hen teJ diede. 
And certes in the same book I rede. 

Right m the next chapitre after this, 

(I gabbe not, so have I joye and bhs) 

Two men that wold han passed over the see 
For certain cause m to a fer contree, 

; If that the wind ne hadde ben contraiie. 

That made hem in a citee for to tane. 

That stood ful mery upon an haven side. 

But on a day, agein the even tide, 

The wind gan change, and blew right as hem lest* 
Jolif and glad they wenten to hir rest, 

And casten hem ful erly for to saile ; 

But to that 0 man fell a gret mervaile. 

“ That on of hem in sleping as he lay, 

He mette a wonder dreme, again the day : 

Him thought a man stood by his beddes side, 

And him commanded, that he shuld abide, 

And said him thus ; ‘ If thou to morwe wende, 
Thou shalt be dnentj my tale is at an ende.' 

“ He woke, and told his felaw what he met, 

And praied him his viage for to let, 

As for that day, he prayd him for to abide. 

His felaw that lay by his beddes side, 

Gan for to laugb, and scorned him ful faste* 

‘ No dreme,’ quod he, * may so mv herte agaste. 
That f wol leten for to do my thinges, 

I sette not a straw by thy dreminges, 

For swevens ben but vanitees and japes. 

Men dreme al day of oules and of apes, 

And eke of many a mase therwithal , 

Men dreme of thing that never was, ne shah 
But sith I see that thou wolt here abide. 

And thus forslouthen wilfully thy tide, 

God wot it reweth me, and have good day,* 

And thus he took bis leve, and went his way. 

But or that he had half his cours ysailed, 

N*ot I not why, ne what meschance it ailed. 

Bat casuelly the shippes bottom rente, 

And ship and man under the water wente 
la sight of other shippes thei beside, 

That with him sailed at the same tide. 

“ And therfore, faire Pertelote so dere, 

By swiche ensamples olde maist thou lere, 

That no man shulde be to reccheles 
Of dremes, for I say thee douteles. 

That many a dreme ful sore is for to drede. 

Lo, in the lif of Seint Kenelme, 1 rede, 

That was Kenulphus sone, the noble king 
Of Mercenrike, how Kenelm mette a thing. 

A iitel 01 he weie mordred on a day, 

His mordre in his avision he say. 

His nonce him expouned eveiy del 

His sw'even, and bade him for to kepe him wet 

For treson j but he n'as but seven yere old, 

And therfore litel tale hath, he told 
Of any dreme, so holy was his herte. 

By God I hadde lever than my sherte. 

That ye had red his legend, as have 

“ Dame Pertelote, I say you trewely. 
Macrobus, that writ the avision 
In Aflftike of the worthy Scipion, 

Affirmeth dremes, and sayth that they* ben 
Warning of thmges, that men after seen. 

“ And forthetmore, I pray you loketh wet 
In the Olde Testament of Darnel, 

If he held dremes any vanitee. 

“ Rede eke of Joseph, and ther shuin ye seq 
Wher dremes ben somttme (I say not alle) 
Warning of thinges that sbuln after falle. 

K 
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Loke of Egipt the king, dan Pharao, 

His baker and his boteler also, 

Wheder they ne felten non effect in dremes- 
Who so wol seken actes of sondry i ernes, 

May rede of dremes many a wonder thing. 

“ Lo Cresus, which that was of Lydie king, 
Mette he not that he sat upon a tree, 

Which signified he shuld anhanged be ? 

Lo hire Andromacha, Hectores wif, 

That day that Hector shulde lese his hf, 

She dremed on the same night beforae. 

How that the lif of Hector shuld he lorne. 

If thilke day he went into bataille : 

She warned him, but it might not availle 5 
He went forth for to fighten natheles, 

And was y slain anon of Achilles. 

“ But thilke tale is al to long to telle. 

And eke it is mgh day, I may not dwelle.- 
Shortly I say, as for conclusion, 

That I shal ban of this avision 
Adversitee : and I say forthcimoic, 

That I ne tell of laxatives no store, 

For they ben venimous, I wot it wel : 

I hem defde, I love hem never a del. 

But let us Speke of mirthe, and stinte all this 5 
Madame Pertelote, so have I blis, 

Of 0 thing God hath sent me large grace : 

For whan I see the beautee of your face. 

Ye ben so scarlet red about your eyen, 

It maketh all my drede for to dien, 

For, al so siker as In poincipio, 

Muher est kormnis confuno. 

(Madame, the sentence of this Latine is. 

Woman is mannes joye and mannes hlis.) 

For whan I fele a-night your softe side, 

, Al be it that I may not on you lido, 

For that our perche is made so narwe, alas ! 

I am so ful of joye and of solas. 

That I defSe bothe sweven and dremc.” 

And with that word he flew doun fro the beme. 
For it was day, and eke his hennes alle ; 

And with a chuk he gan hem for to calle, 

Foi he had found a com, lay m the yerd. 

Beal he was, he was no more afeid. 

He fethered Pertelote twenty time. 

And trade hire eke as oft er it was ptiuic. 

He loketh as it were a grim leoun ; 

And on his toos he rometh up and doun, 

Him deigned not to set his feet to ground : 

He chukketh, whan he hath a com yfound, 

And td him rennen than his wives* alle. 

Thus real, as a prince is in his lialle, 

Leve I this Chaunlecleie m his jiasture; 

And after wol I tell his aventuie 

Whan that the month in which the woild began. 
That highte March, whan God first maked man, 
Was complete, and ypassed were also, 

Sitheu March ended, tfaritty dayes and two, 

Befell that Chaunteclere in all his pride, 

His seven wives walking him beside*, 

Cast up his eyen to the biighte Sonne, 

Thatm the signe of Tauius hadde yronne 
Twenty degrees and on, and somwiiat mou* ; 

He knew by kind, and by non other lore, 

That it was pnme, and crew with hlisful steven. 

The Sonne,^' he said, is cloinben up on Ilcvcn 
Twenty degrees and on and more ywis. 

Madame Pertelote*, my woildos blis, 

Heikeneth thise bljsful brides how they amg. 

And see the freshe flourcs how they springs 
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Ful IS min herte of revel, and solas.*^ 

But sodenly him fell a sorweful cas j 
For ever the latter ende of joye is wo : 

God wote that worldly joye is sone ago : 

And if a rethor coude feire endite, 

He in a chronicle might it saufly wiite, 

As for a soverame notabilitee. 

Now eveiy wise man let him heiken me; 

Tins story is al so tiewc, I undeitakc, 

As is the book of Launcelot du lake, 

That women holde in ful giet levcience. 

Now wol I tunie agen to my sentence. 

A col fox, fill of sleigh iniquitee, 

That in the giove liad wonned yeics three, 

By high imagination foiecast, 

The same night thurghout the hegges biast 
Into the yerd, ther Chaunteclere the faire 
Was wont, and eke his wives, to repan c: 

And m a bedde of woites stillc he lay, 

Till it was passed undern of the day, 

Waiting his tune on Cheunteclcie to falle: 

As gladly don thise homicides alle, 

That in await liggen to mordre tnen- 
O false moideroui, rucking m thy den ! 

O newe Scariot, newe Gcnelon ’ 

O false dissimulour, o Greek Sinon, 

That brougbtest Troye al uttoily to sorwe \ 

0 Chaunteclere, accuised be the niorwe, 

That thou into thy yerd flew fro the bemes; 

Thou weie ful wel y warned by thy dremes, 

That thilke day was perilous to thee- 

But what that God forewote most nedes be, 

Afitci the opinion of certain clerkcs. 

Witnesse on him, that any parfit clerk is. 

That m scole is gret altercation 
In this matere, and gret disputisou, 

And hath ben of a hundred thousand men. 

But I ne cannot boult it to the bi en. 

As can the holy doctoui Augustin, 

Or Bocce, or the bishop Biadwardin, 

Whetlici that Goddes worthy foiewcting 
Sticiueth me iiodly foi to don a thing, 

(Nedely dope I simple nccessitee) 

Or dies if free chois be gi anted me 
To do that same thing, or to do it nought, 
Though God forowot il, or tliat it was wrought ; 
Or if his weting streineth never a del, 

But by necessitee condicioncl. 

1 wol hot ban to don of swicho matere ; 

My tale is of a cok, as yc may here, 

That took his couseil of his wit with sorwe 
To walkcn in the yeid upon the uunwe, 

That he had mot the di erne, as I you told. 
Womennos coiiseilos bon ful otr<‘u cold; 
Womannes conseil brought us iiist to wo, 

And made Adam fro Paradis to go, 

Ther as he was ful mery, and wed at ew*. 

But for I n’ot, to whom I might displese, 

If I oonseil of women wohU; blaini*, 

Passe over, foi I said it m my uutm*. 

Rede aiictouis, wher th<‘y tn‘tc of swichc matere. 
And what they sayn of women ye mown here, 
Thise ben the eokk<*s wov<leK, and not mine; 

I can non harme of no woman devim*. 

Faire m the send, to bath hire merily, 

Lilh Pertelote, and all hire susters by, 

Agein the Sonne, and Cha«nTecler<‘ so free 
Sang merier than the mermaid in the sec, 

For Phiriiologus sayth sikurly, 

IIow that they siugen wel and merily. 
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And so befell that as he cast his eye 
Amorifj the wortes on a boteiflie. 

He was ware of this fox that lay ful low. 
Nothing ne list him thanne for fo crow, 

But cr ed anon cok, cok, and up he sterte, 

As man that was affraied in his herte. 

For naturelly a beest desiieth flee 
Fro his contrarie, if he may it see. 

Though he never erst had seen it with his eye. 

This Chaunteclere, whan he gan him espie. 
He wold ban fled, but that the fox anon 
Said ; “ Gentil sire, alas ’ what wol ye don? 
Be ye affiaid of me that am your frend ^ 

Now certes, I were wei se than any fend, 

If I to you wold harme or vilanie. 

I n’am not come your consed to espie. 

But trewely the cause of my coming 
Was only for to herken how ye sing: 

For trewely ye han as mery a Steven, 

As any angel hath, that is in Heven ; 
Therwith ye han of musike more feling, 

Than had Boece, or any that can sing. 

My lord your fader (God his soule blesse) 
And eke your moder of hire gentillesse 
Han in myn hous yben, to my gret ese : 

And certes, siie, ful fain wold I you plese. 

Bur foi men speko of singing, I wol sey, 

So mote I brouken wel min eyen twey, 

Save you, ne herd I never man so sing, 

As d'd your fadei m the moiwening. 

Certes it was of heite all that he song. 

And for to make his vois the more strong, 

He wol so peine him, that with both his eyen 
He muste winke, so loud he wolde crien, 

And stonden on his tiptoon therwilhal. 

And stretchen forth his necke long and smal. 
And eke he was of swiche discretion, 

That thei n’as no man in no region, 

That him in song or wisdom mighte passe* 

I have w'cl red m dan Buinel the asse 
Among his vers, how that thcr was a cok, 
That, for apieestes sone yave him a knok 
Upon his leg, while, he was yonge and nice, 
He made him foi to lese his benefice. 

But certain tlier is no coinpai ison 
Betwix the wisdom and discretion 
Of youre fader, and his subtilitee. 

Now singcth, sire, for Semte Chai itee, 

Let see, can yc vour fader contrefete 
This Chaunteclere his winges gan tohete, 
As man that coud not his tresou espie, 

So was he ravished with his flaterie, 

Alas ^ ye lordes, many a false flatour 
Is in your court, and many a losengeour. 
That plcseth you wel more by my faith, 

Than he that sothfastnesse unto you saiih. 
Redeth Ecc esiast of flaterie, 

Beth ware, yc lordes, of hire trecherie. 

This Chaunteclere stood high upon his toos 
Stretching his necke, and held his eyen cloos. 
And gan to crowen loude for the nones : 

And dan Russel the fox steri up at ones. 

And by the garget hente Chaunteclere, 

And on his back toward the wood him here. 
Fur yet no was ther no man that him sued. 

O deslinee, that maist not ben cschued ' 
Alas, that Chaunteclere flew fro the bemes! 
Alas, his wif ne raughte wot of dremes ’ 

And on a Friday fell all tins meschance. 

O Venus that art goddessc of plcsance. 


Sin that thy servant was this Chaunteclere, 

And m thy seivice did all his powere. 

More for debt, than world to multiplie, 

Why wolt thou suffre him on thy day to die ^ 

O Gaufride, deie maister soveraiii, 

That, whan thy worthy king Richard was slaia 
With shot, complainedest his deth so sore. 

Why ne had I now thy science and tby' Lie, 

The Friday for to chiden, as did ye ^ 

(For on a Fi iday sothly slam was he) 

Than xvold I shew you how that I coud plaine. 

For Chauntecleres drede, and for his paine. 

Certes swiche cry, ne lamentation 
N’as never of ladies made, whan Ilion 
Was wonne, and Pirrus with his st.eite sveid 
Whan he had hent king Priam by the beid. 

And slain him, (as saith us Eneulo^ ' 

As maden all the hennes in the cloos, 

Whan they had seen of Chaunteclcio the sight. 

But soveramly danue Pertelote shnglit, 

Ful louder than did Hasdruballes wif. 

Whan that hire hiisbond hadde ylost h s h*. 

And that the Romaines hadden brent 
She was so ful of turment and of rage, 

That wilfully into the fire she steite. 

And brent hireselven with a stedfast herte. 

0 woful hennes, right so ciiden ye, 

As, whan that Nero brente the citee 
Of Rome, cried the senatomes wives, ^ 

For that hir husbonds losten alle hir lives ; 
Withouten gilt this Nero hath hem slam. 

Now wol I tume unto my tale agen. 

The sely widewe, and hire doughtren two, 

Herden thise hennes cne and maken w’O, 

And out at the dores sterteu they anou. 

And saw the fox toward the wode is gon. 

And baie upon his back the cok away ; 

They criden, out 1 “ Harow and wala wa 1 

' A ha the fox !” and him they ran, 

And eke with staves many another man ; 

Ran Colie our dogge, and Talbot, and Gerlond, 

And Malkin, with hire distaf in hire bond j 
Ran cow and calf, anS eke the very hogges 
So fered were for berking of the dogges. 

And shouting of the men and vomen eke, 

They ronnen so, hem thought hir heitcs breke. 
They yelleden as fendes don in Helle: 

The dokes crieden as men wold hem quelle ; 

■ The gees for fere flewen over the trees. 

Out of the hive came the swarme of bees, 

So hidous was the noise, a benedk^te ^ 

Certes he Jakke Straw, and his meinie, 

Ne maden never shoutes half so shnlle. 

Whan that they wolden any Fleming kille, 

As thilke day was made upon the fox. 

Of bras they bi oughten beemes and of box. 

Of bora and bone, m which they blew and pouped, 
And therwithal they shriked and they hoiiped, 

It seined, as the Heven shulde falle. 

Now, good men, I pray you hei keneth alle , 

Lo, how fortune turneth sodenly 
The hope and piide eke of hue enemy. 

This cok that lay upon the foxes bake, 

In all his drede, unto the fox he spake. 

And sayde ; “ Sire, if that I were as ye. 

Yet wolde I sayn, (as wisly God he pe me) 
Turneth agein, ye proude cherles alle, 

A veray pestilence upon yon falle. 

Now am I come unto the wodes side, 

Maugre your bed, the cok shal here abide ; 
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I wol hitn ete in feitl, and that anon.” 

The fox answered, “ In faith it shal be don:’* 
And as he spake the word, al sodenly 
The cok brake from his mouth deliveily, 

And high upon a tree he flew anon. 

And whan the fox saw that the cok was gon, 

“ Alas 1” quod he, “ o Chaunteclere, alas ! 

I have** (quod he) “ ydon to you trespas, 

In as moche as I maked you aferd, 

Whan I you hente, and brought out of your yerd ; 
But, sire, I did it in no wikke entente : 

Come donn, and I shal tell you what 1 mente. 

I sha! say sothe to you, God helpe me so.** 

Nay then,*’ quod he, “I shrewe us bothe two. 
And first I shrewe myself, bothe blood and bones. 
If thou begile me oftener than ones. 

Thou shalt no more thurgh thy flatene 
Do me to sing and winken with myn eye. 

For he that winketh, whan he shulde see, 

Al wilfully, God let liim never the ’* [chance, 
“ Nay,^* quod the fox, “ but God yeve him mes- 
That IS so indiscrete of go\eniiauce. 

That jaaigleth, whan that he shuld hold his pees.*’ 
Lo, which it is for to be reccheles 
And negligent, and trust on flatene. 

But ye that holden this tale a folie. 

As of a fox, or of a cok, or hen, 

Taketh the moralitee therof, good men. 

For Seint Poule sayth, “ that all that writen is. 

To our doctrine it is ywritten ywis 
Taketh the fruit, and let the chaf be stille.** 

Now, goode God, if that it be thy wille. 

As saitb my lord, so make us all good men ; 

And bring ns to thy highe blisse. Amen, 

** Sire Nonnes Freest,’* onr Hoste sayd anon, 

“ Yblessed be thy breche and every ston^ 

This was a mery tale of Chaunteclere. 

But by my trouthe, if thou were seculere. 

Thou woldestben a tredefoule a right: 

Tor if thou have corage as thou hast might. 

Thee were nede of hennes, as I wene. 

Ye mo than seven times seventene. 

Se, whiche biuunes hath this gentil preest. 

So gret a necke, and swiche a large biecst ' 

He loketh as a sparhauk with his eyen 5 
Him nedeth not his colour for to dicn 
With Brasil, ne with gram of Poitingale. 

But, sire, fiiire falle you for your talc.’* 

And after that, he with ful mery cherc 
Sayd to another, as ye shuln here. 


THE SECOND NONNES TALE. 

Tbk inmistro and the norice unto vices, 

Which that men clepe in English idelnesse. 
That porter at the gate is of del ices, 

To eschuen, and by hire contiary hire oppresse, 
That is to sam, by leful besinesse, 

Wei oughte we to don al our entente, 

Lest that the fend thurgh idelnesse us hente. 

For he that with his thousand cordes slie 
Contmuelly us waiteth to beclappe, 

Whan he may man in idelnesse espie. 

He can so lightly cacebe him in a trappe, 

Til that a man be hent right by the lappe, 

He n’is not ware the fend hath him in bond: 
We) ought us werche, and idelnessq withstood. 
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And though men dradden never for to die, 

Yet see men wel by reson douteles, 

That idelnesse is rote of slogardie. 

Of which ther never cometh no good enerees, 
And see that slouthc holdeth hem m a lees, 

! Only to slepc, and for to ete and dnnke. 

And to devouien all that other swinke. 

And for to put us from swiche idelnesse, 

That cause is of so gret confusion, 

I have here don my fcithful besinesse 
After the legeude in tianslation 
Right of thy glorious lif and passion, 

Thou with Ihy gerlond, wrought of rose and lihe, 
Thee meue I, maid and martir Seinte Cecilie. 

And thou, that arte floure of vngines all, 

Of whom that Beinard list so wel to write. 

To thee at my beginning first I call, 

Thou comfort of us wretches, do me endite 
Thy maidens deth, that wan tliiiigli hire mente 
The eternal lif, and over the feud victone. 

As man may after xeden in hue stone. 

Thou maide and mother, doughtcr of thy son, 
Thou wel of meicy, sintul soules cure. 

In whom that God of bountee chues to won ; 
Thou humble and high over every cieature, 
Thou nobledest so fer forth our nature, 

That no desdaine the maker had of kindc 
His son in blood and flesh to clothe and winde. 

Within the cloystre blisful of thy sides, 

Toke mannes shape the eternal love and pees, 
That of the tnne compas Loid and gide is, 
Whom ertbe, and see, and Heven out of rclees 
Ay herien ; and thou, virgine wemmeles, 

Bare of thy body (and dweltest maiden pure) 
The creatour of eveiy creature. 

Assembled is m thee magnificence 

With mcicy, ‘»oodnesse, and with swiche pitee. 

That thou, that art the sonne of excellence, 

Not only helpest hem thatpraieu thee, 

But oftentmie of thy benigmtce 

Ful ficcly, or that men thin helpe beseche, 

Thou gocst bcfoine, and art hir lives Icchc. 

Now helpe, tliou incke aud blisfuI faire maide^ 
Me flemed wretch, in this desert of gallc j 
Thmke on the woman Cananee, that saule 
That wliclpes cteii som of llu* cronu'S allc 
Thatfioni lur Ionics table U‘u yfalle; 

And though that I, unworthy sou of Eve, 

Be sinful, yet accexitcth zny bele\’'ft 

And foi that feith is ded withontim werkes. 

So for to werk<‘n yev<* mo wit ami space, 

That I be quit from thomies that most derke Ik; 
0 thou, that art so faire and fill of grace, 

Be thou mill advocat m that high place, 

Ther as withouten ende is- song»*- 1 tsaime, 

Thou Cristes mother, doughtcr <lere of Anne. 

And of thy light my sonic in prison light, 

That troubled is by the contaidnu 
Of my body, and ai * bv the wight 
Of erthly lust, aud fa* ' alfecttou ; 

O haven of refute, 0 sab ation 

Of hem that ben in serve and in dlstresse, 

Now help, for to my work, I wol me dre^s#;. 
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Tet pray I you that reden that ! write, 

Foryeve mej that I do no dibsrence 
This like stone subtiliy to oiid te. 

For both have I the wordes and sentence 
Of him, that at the semtes reverence 
The storie wrote, and folowed hire le»ende, 

And pray you that ye wol my werk amende. 

First wol I you the name of Seinte Ceciiie 
Bxpoune, as men may in hire stone see : 

It is to sayn m English, Hevens liJie, 

For pure chastnesse of virginitee. 

Or for she whitnesse had of honestee, 

And grene of conscience, and of good fame 
The swote savour, Lihe was hire name. 

Or CeciIie is to sayn, the way to blinde, 

For she ensample was by good teching; 

Or elles Ceciiie, as I writen hnde. 

Is joined by a maner conjoining 
Of Heven and Lua, and here m figuring 
Thfe Heven is set for thought of hohnesse, 

And lie, for hire lasting besinesse. 

Ceciiie may eke be sayd in this mauere, 

Wanting of bhnduesse, for hire grete light 
Of sapience, and for hire thewes clere. 

Or elles lo, this maidens name bright 
Of Heven and £.«(wcometh, for which by right 
Men might hire wel the Heven of peple calle, 
Ensample of good and wise werkes alle : 

For l^os peple in English is to say ; 

And right as men may m the Heven see 
The Sonne and Mone, and sterres every way, 
Hight so men gostly, in this maiden free 
Sawen of faith the magnanimitee. 

And eke the clerenesse hole of sapience, 

And sondry werkes, bright of excellence. 

And right so as thise philosophres write, 

That Heven is swift and round, and eke biennmg. 

Right so was faire Ceciiie the white 

Ful swift and besy in every good wciking, 

And round and hole in good persevering, 

And brenning ever in charitee ful bright; 

Now have I you dedaied what she hight. 

This maiden bright Cecile, as hire lif saith, 

Was come of Romaines and of noble kind, 

And from hire cradd fostred in the faith 
Of Crist, and bare his Gospel m hire mmd ; 

She never cesedr as 1 wi itcn find, 

Of hire prayere, and God to love and drede, 
Be&eching him to kepe hire maidenhede. 

And whan this maiden shuld until a man 
Ywedded be, that was ful yonge of age, 

Which that ycleped was Valerian, 

And day was comen of hire maniage^ 

She ful devout and humble in hife corage, 

Under hire robe of gold, that sat ful faire. 

Had next hire flesh yclad hire in an ha^re- 

And while that the organs maden melodve^ 

To God alone thus in hire hert song she 5 
** O Lord, my soule and eke my body gie 
Unwemmed, lest that 1 confounded be/' 

And for his love that died upon the tree, 

Every second or thridde day she fasto 
/y bidding in hire orisons ful fasL 
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The night came, and to bedde must she goft 
V/uh hire husbond, as it is the manere. 

And purely she said to him anon ; 

“ O swete and wel beloved spouse dere, 

Ther is a conseil, and ye wol it here. 

Which that nght fayn I wold unto you saie. 

So that ye swere, ye wol it not bewraie." 

Valerian gan fast unto hire swere. 

That for no cas, ne thing that migbte be. 

He shuld e never to non bewraien herej 
And than at erst thus to him saide she; 

“ I hare an angel which that loveth me, 

That with gret love wher so I wake or slepe. 

Is redy ay my body for to kepe , 

And if that he me felen out of drede, 

That ye me touch or love m vilanie. 

He nght anon wol sleen you with the dede. 

And m your youthe thus ye shulden die. 

And if that ye in dene love me gie. 

He wol you love as me, for your clenenesse, 

And shew to you his joye and his brightnesse,” 

This Valerian, corrected as God wold, 

Answerd again, “ If I shal trusten thee. 

Let me that angel seen, and him behold ; 

And if that it a veray angel be. 

Than wol I don as thou hast prayed me ; 

And if thou love another man forsothe 

Bight with this swerd than wol I slee you bothe.*' 

Cecile answered anon right m this wise ; 

‘‘ If that you list, the angel shul ye se^ 

So that ye trow on Crist, and you baptise; 

Goth forth to Via Apia” (quod she) 

That fro this toun ne stant but miles three, 

And to the poure folkes that ther dwellen 
Say hem light thus, as that I shal you tellcn. 

Tell hem, that I Cecile you to hem sent 
To shewen yon the good Urban the old. 

For secree nedes, and for good entent; 

And whan that ye Seint Urban an behold. 

Tell him the wordes which I to you told ; 

Aud whan that he hath purged you fro sinne, 
Than shal ye seen that angel er ye twinne.” 

Valerian is to the place gon, 

And right as he was taught by hire leming, 

He fond this holy old Urban anon 
Among the semtes buriels louting; 

And be anon witbonten tarying * 

Did his message, and whan that he it tolde, 

Urban for joye his hondes gan upbolde. 

The teres from his eyen let he falle ; 

** Almighty Lord, 0 Jesu Crist,” qnoid he, 

“ Sower of chast conseil, hierde of us alle, 

The fruit of thilke seed of chastitee 
That thou hast sow in Cecile, take to thee ; 
liO, like a besy bee withouten gile 
Thee serveth ay thin owen thral Cecily. 

“ For tbilke spouse, that she toke but uewc . 
Ful like a fiers leon, she sendetb here 
As meke as ever was any lambe to ewe.” 

And with that word anon ther gan apere 
An old man, clad in white clothes cleic, 

That had a book with lettres of gold in bond, 

And gan before Valenan to stond. 
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Valcilan, as ded, fell doun for drede. 

Whan he him saw ; and up he hent him tho, 

And on his book light thus he gan to rede j 
“ On Lord, on faith, on God withouten mo, 

On Ciistendom, and fader of all also 
Abuven all, and over all eveiy wher:^' 

"I’hisc wordes all with gold y wnten were. 

Whan this was red, than said this olde man, 

Levest thou this thing or no? say ye or nay.” 

1 leve all this thing,” quod Valerian, 

“ For sother thing than this, I dare wel say. 

Under the Heven no wight thmken may.” 

Tho vanished the olde man, he nhste wher, 

And pope Uiban him enstened right then 

Valerian goth home, and fint Cecilic 
Within his chambre with an angel stonde: 

’^I’his angel Tiad of roses and of hlie 
Corones two, the which he bare in honde. 

And first to Cecile, as I understondc, 

Tie yaf that on, and after gan he take 
111 at other to Valerian hire make. 

** With body clone, and with imwemmcd thought 
TCepeth ay wel thise corones two” quod he, 

■piom iPaiadis to you I have hem brought, 

Ne never mo ne shul they roten be, 

Ne lese hire swete savour, trusteth me, 

Ne never wight shal seen hem with his eye, 

But he be chaste, and hate vilanie. 

And thou, Valenan, for thou so sone 
Assentedest to good conseil, also 
Say what thee list, and thou shalt han thy bone.** 
“ I have a brother,” quod Valerian tho, 

That in this world I love no man so, 

I pray you that my bi other may have grace 
To know the tiouth, as I do in this place.” 

The angel sayd^ “ God liketh tby request, 

And bothe with the pal me of martirdome 
Ye shullen come unto his blisful rest” 

And with that word, Tiburce his brothei come. 

And whan that he the savour undernome, 

Which that the roses and the lilies cast, 

Within bis herte''hc gan to wonder fast, 

And said ; ** I wonder this time of the ycie 
Wheijnes that swete savour cometb so 
Of roses and lilies, that 1 smelle here ; 

For though T had hem in mm hondes two, 

The savour might in me no deper go : 

The swete smel, that in mm heitc I find, 

Hath changed me all in another kind*” 

Valeiian saidc j Two corones han we 
Snow-white and rose-red, that shinni clezc. 

Which that thin eyen han no might to see : 

And as thou smellcst hem thuigli my praierc. 

So shalt Ihou seen hem, leve brothei derc, 

If it so be thou wolt withouten slunthe 
Beleve anght, and know the veray tioulhc.” 

Tiburce answered; “ Saith thou thh. to me 
In sothuesse, or m dreme herken I this ?” 

“ In di ernes,” quod Valerian, ** han wo be 
Unto this time, brothfa min, ywis* 

But now at eist lu trothe oui dwclhiig is.” [wise?” 
” How wost thou this,” quod Tiburce, in what 
Quod Valerian; “ ^Hiat shal 1 thee devise. 
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The angel of God hath me the troutb ytaught, 
Which thou shalt seen, if that thou wilt reney 
The idoles, and be clenc, and dies naught. 

[And of the miracle of tliise coioncs twey 
Seint Ambrose in Ivs preface list to sey ; 
Solempnely this noble doctour dero 
Commeudeth it, and saitb m this maneie. 

The palmc of maitirdome for to receive, 

Semte Cecilie, fulfilled of Goddes yeft, 

The world and eke hii chambie gan she wene^ 
Witnesse Tibuices and Ccciles shrift, 

To which God of hia bountee wolde shift 
Corones two, of flonres wel smelling, 

And made his angel hem the coiones bring. 

The maid hath brought thisc men to blissi* above ,, 
The world hath wist what it is noith ccitain 
Devotion of chastitee to love. J 
Tho shew^ed him Cecile all open and plain, 

That all idoles m’s but a thing in vain, 

Foi they ben donibe, and therto they ben deve. 
And charged him with his idoles for to leve. 

“ Who so that trowetb not this, a be‘4t bo is,” 
Quod this Tiburce, “if that I shall not he.” 

And she gan kisse his brest whan she herd tUu, 
And was ful glad he coude trouth espie : 

“ This day I take thee for mm allie,” 

Saide this blisful faire maiden dere; 

And after that she said as yc may hero. 

“ Lo, light so as the love of Crist” ((juod slie) 

“ Made mo thy brothei s wif, right in that wisu 
Anon for mine allie here take I thee, 

Sithcn that thou wolt thin idoles de^plsc. 

Goth with thy biother now and thcc baptise, 

And make the dene, so that thou maist behold 
The aogcls face, of which thy brother told.” 

Tibuicc answcied, and saide, “ Thothi'i deie, 

First tell me whithei I shal, and to what man. 

To w'hom?” quod he; “Com foith with gooclw 
I wol thee lede unto the pope Urban.” [eheie„ 
“ To Uiban? biothcr min Valenan,” 

Quod tho Tiburce, “ wilt thou me thiiler ledc ^ 

Me thmketh that it were a wonder de(U‘. 

“ No mcnest thou not Urban” (cpicMl lu* tho) 

** That is so often damned to fx* ded, 

That woiietb in halkos alway to aiwl fro, 

And dare not ones putteu for his hod ? 

Men sliuld him buiinen in a fire so rod, 

If he were found, or that men might him spio, 

And wc also, to here him coinpagiiio, 

“ And while wo seken thilkc* divinitot*, 

That IS yhid m H<*vm privoly, 

Algato ybrent m this world slmlcl we bi*.” 

To whom C(’cde answered iMihlely ; 

“ Men mightcu diodon wel and skilfully 
This life to lese, iniu owen di-re brother. 

If this were living only and non other. 

“ But thcr is better lif m other place, 

That never shal be lost, nc drede thee nought ; 
Which Goddes sone us toldc thurgh his grace, 

That ladies tsone which alle thinges wrought; 

And all that wrought is witli a skilful thoiiglit, 

Th(‘ gost, that from tho fader gan procctle, 

Hath Bouled hem withouten any tlredc, 
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By word and by miracle he Goddes gone. 

Whan he was m this world, declared here. 

That ther is other lif ther men may wone.*’ 

To whom answerd Tiburce^ “ O suster dere^ 

Ne saidest thou nght now m this manere, 

Ther n’as but o God, lord in sothfastnesse, 

And now of three how mayst thou here witnes&e 

Tliat shal I quod she, "or that I go. 
Right as a man hath sapiences three, 

Memone, engine, and intellect also. 

So in o being of divinitee 

Three persones mowen ther righte wel be,” 

Tho gan she him ful besily to preche 
Of Cnstes sonde, and of his peines teche. 

And many pointes of his passion ; 

How Goddes sone in this world was vntbhold 
To don mankmde pleine remission, 

That was ybound m smne and cares cold. 

All this thing she unto Tiburce told. 

And after this Tiburce m good entent, 

With Valenan to pope Urban he went, 

That thanked God, and with glad herte and light 
He cnstened him, and made him m that place 
Partite in his lerning and Goddes knight. 

And after this 'libuice gat svviche grace. 

That eveiy day he saw m time and space 
The angel of God, and every maner bone « 

That be God axed, it was sped ful sone. 

It were fill hard by ordre for to sam 
How many wonders Jesus foi hem wrought. 

But at the last, to tellen short and plain, 

The sergeaunts of the toun of Rome hem sought, 
And hem before Almache the piefect brought, 
Which hem apposed, and knew all hire entent^ 
And to the image of Jupiter hem sent j* 

And said ; Who so wol nought do sacrifice, 
Swap of his bed, this is my sentence here.*’ 

Anon thise martyrs, that I you devise, 

On Maximus, that was an officere 
Of the prefectes, and his coniiculere. 

Hem bent, and whan he forth the semtes lad. 
Himself he wept for pitee that he had. 

Whan Maximus had herd the semtes lore. 

He gate him of the tunnentoures leve, 

And lad hem to his hous withouteu more j 
And with hir prechlng, or that it were eve. 

They gonnen fro the turmentouis to reve, 

And fro Maxime, and fro his folk eche on 
The false faith, to trowe m God alone. 

Cecilie came, whan it was waxen night, 

With preestes, that hem cnstened all yferej 
And afterward, whan day was waxen light, 
Cecihe hem said with a ful stedfost chere ^ 

“ Now, Cnstes owen knightes leve and dere, 
Caste all away the werkes of derkenesse, 

And armeth you in armes of bnghtnesse, 

“ Ye han forsoth ydon a giei bataille ; 

Your oonrs is don, your faith han ye conseived ; 
Goth to the croune of Uf that may not faille ; 
The right ful jugo, which that ye han served, 
Shal yeve it you, as ye han it deserved.’* 

And whan this thing was said, as 1 devise, 

Men ledde hem forth to don the sacrifice* 


But whan they weren to the place ybrougbt, 

To tellen shortly the conclusiouu. 

They n*olde encense, ne saciiftce right nought, 

But on hir knees they setten hem adonn. 

With humble herte and sad devotioun. 

And losten bothe hir hedes in the place ; 

Hir soules wenteu to the king of grace. 

This Maximus, that saw this thing betide. 

With pitous teres told it anon right, 

That he hir snules saw to Heven glide 
With angels, ful of clerenesse and of light ; 

And with nis word converted many a wight. 

For which Almachius did him to-bete 
With whip of led, til he his lif gan lete. 

Cecilie him toke, and buried him anon 
By Tiburce and Valenan softely, 

Witbm hir burying place, undei the ston. 

And after this Almachius hastily 
Bad his ministers fetchen openly 
Cecile, so that she might in his presence 
Don sacnfice, and Jupiter encense. 

1 But they converted at hue wise lore 
Wepten ful sore, and yaven ful credence 
Unto hire word, and cneden more and more; 

Crist, Goddes sone, withouteu difference 
Is veray God, this is all our sentence. 

That hath so good a servant him to serv^e: 

Thus with o vois we trowen though we sterve.** 

Almachius, that herd of this doing, 

Bad fetchen Cecile, that he might hire see: 

And alderfirst, lo, l^is was his axing ; 

** What maner woman arte thou P* quod he, 

I am a gentilwoman bom,’* quod she. 

“ I axe thee,” quod he, “ though it thee greve, 

Of thy religion and of thy beleve,** 

“ Why then began your question folily,** 

Quod she, “ that woldest two answers conclude 
In o demand > ye axen lewedly.’* 

Almache answerd to that similitude. 

Of wheunes cometh thin answering so rude 
** Of whennes^ ’*(quod she, whan that she was freined) 
“ Of conscience, and of good faith unfeined.” 

Almachius said ; “ Ne takest thou non hede 
Of my power ? ** and she him answerd this ; 

Your might** (quod she) ful litel is to drede ; 
For eveiy mortal mannes power n’lS 
But like a bladder full of wind y wis : 

Foi with a nedles point, whan it is blow. 

May all the best of it be laid ful low.'* 

Ful wrongfully begonnest thou,” (quod he) 

“ And yet in wrong is al thy perseverance: 

Wost thou not how our mighty ppnees free 
Have thus commanded and made ordinance. 

That every cristen wight shal han penance 
But if that he his Cristendome withseye, 

And gon al quite, if he wol it reneye V’ 

“ Your princes erren, as your nobley doth,” 

Quod tho Cecile, “ and with a wood sentence 
Ye make us gUty, and it is not soth : 

For ye that knowen wel our innocence, 

For as moche as we don ay reverence 
To Cnst, and for we here a cristen name. 

Ye put on us a crime and eke a blame. 
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“ Hut that knowen thilke name so 
Foi vcrtuons, we may it not withseye.” 

Alniache answered , ** Chese on of thise two, 

Bo sa^nfice, or Cnstendom reneye, 

"^hat thou mow now escapen by that wey.” 

At which this holy blisful fayre maid 
Gan for to langhe, and to the juge said: 

“ 0 juge confuse in thy nicetee, 

Woldest thou that 1 reneye innocence ? 

To raaken me a wicked wight*’ (quod she) 

“ Lo, he dissimuleth here in audience, 

He stareth and wodeth in his advertence.” 

To whom Almachius said j “ XJnsely wretch, 

Ne wost thou not how far my might may stretch ? 

Han not our mighty princes to me yeven 
Ya bothe power and eke auctoritee 
To maken folk to dien or to liven ^ 

Why spekest thou so proudly than to me 
“ I ne Speke nought but stedfastly,*’ quod she, 

** Not proudely, for I say, as for my side, 

We haten dedly thilke vice of pride. 

“ And if thou diede not a soth for to, here, 

Than wol I shewc al openly by nght, 

That thou- hast made a ful gret lesmg here. 

Thou saist, thy princes han thee yeven might 
Both for to slee and for to qiiiken a wight, 

Thou that ne maist but ouly lif berevc, 

Thou hast ijon other power ne no leve. 

** But thou maist sayn, thy princes han thee maked 
Ministre of deth ; for if thou speke of mo, 

Thou liest; for thy power is ful naked,’* 

Bo way thy bolduesse,” said Almachius tho, 

“ And sacrifice to our goddes, er thou go. 

J lecke not what wrong that thou me piofFre, 

For. I can suffre it as a philosophre. 

“ But thilke wrongee may I not endure, 

Tliat thou spekest of our goddes bdre,” quod he. 
Cecde answerdj ** O nice creature, 

Thou saidest no word sm thou spake to me, 

That I ne knew therwith thy nicetee, 

And that thou were in every maner wise 
A lewed officer, a vain justice. 

“ Ther lacketh notlung to thin utter eycn 
ITiat thou n’ait blind j for thing that we seen alle 
That IS a ston, that men may wel es|jien, - 
That like ston a god thou wolt it calic. 

J rede thee let thin bond upon it falle, 

And tast it wel, and ston thou shalt it find, 

Sm that thou seest not with thin eyen blind. 

It is a shame that the peple shal 
So scomen thee, and laugh at thy folic : 

For com only men wot it wel over al, 

That naighty God is m his Heveiia hie ; 

And thise images, wel maist thou espic. 

To thee ne to hemself may not piofite, 

For m effect they be not woith a mite.” 

Thise and swiehc other wordes saide she, 

And he wa^ wroth, and bade men should hire lede 
Home til hire house, “and in hire hous” (quod lie) 
“ Brcnnc hire right in a bath, with flames rede.” 
And as he bade, right so was don the dede; 

For in a bathe they gonne hire fastc shetten, 

And night and day gret fire they under betten. 
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The lorjge night, and eke a day also, 

Foi all the fire, and eke the bathes hete, 

She sate al cold, and felt of it no wo, 

It made hire not a drope for to swete : 

But m that bath hire Iif she mnste lete, 

Foi he Almache, with a ful wieke entent. 

To sleen hire m the bath his sonde sent. 

Three strokes m the nekke he smote hire tho 
The turmentour, but for no maner chance 
He migbie not smite all hire nekke atwo: 

And for ther was that time an ordinance 
That no man shulde don man swiche penance, 
The fourthe stroke to smiten, soft or sore, 

This turmentour ne doiste do no moie; 

But half ded, with hire nekke ycorven ther 
He left hire he, and on his way is wont. 

The cristen folk, which that aboute hire were, 
With shetes han the blood ful faire ylient: 

Three dayes lived she m this turment, 

And never cesed hem the faith to teche, 

That she had fostred hem, she gan to preche. 

And fiem sh^ yaf hire mebles and hiie thing, 
And to the pope Urban betokc hem tho, 

And said, “ I axed this of Heven king, 

To have respit three dayes and no mo, 

To lecommend to you, or that I go, 

Thise soules, lo, and that I might do werche 
Here of mip hons perpetuellich a chercho.” 

Seint Uiban, with his dekencs pnvely 
The body fette, and buried it by night 
Among his other somtes honestly : 

Hire hous the chciche of Semte Cecilc bight i 
iScint Uiban halowed it, as ho wel might, 

In which unto this day in noble wise 
Men don to Crist and to his ‘‘Cinte scivibc. 


THE 

CBANONES YEMAmiKS VnOWGUK 

Whan that tolde was the lif of ScMiite (Veile, 
Kr we had ridden fully five mdo, 

At Boughton under Bice us gan atake 
A man, that clothed was m clothes blak(‘. 

And luidemcthe he wered a white suiplis. 
llis hakenej^, which that was al pouiclcc gris. 
So swatte, that it wondet was to see, 

It semod as he had prik(‘d miles thre<‘. 

The horse eke that Ins Yeman rode upon. 

So swatte, that iinnethes might he gon. 

About the peytrel .stood the fotne ful hie. 

He was of fome as flecked as a pie. 

A male tweifold on hii. eiopi‘r lay, 

It seined that ho oaru-d litcl array, 

Al light fur somuier hkIc this wortliy man. 

And in my hcite wondren I began 
What that he was, til that I underModi*, 

How that hifa cloke was sowed to his bode j 
For which whan I had long avJsed me, 

1 domed hun bome dianon fur to be. 

His hat heug at his back doun by a las. 

For he had ridden more than trot or pas, 

He had ay pnked like as ho were wide. 

A clotc-lcfc ho had laid under bis U<mIc 
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JPor swete, and for to kepe his hed fro hete. 

But it was ]oye for to seen him swete ; 

His foiehed dnipped, as a stillatorie 
Were ful of plain tame or of paritorie. 

And whan that he was come, he gan to crie, 

God save” (quod he) ** this joly compagnie. 

Fast havf? I pr-ked” (quod he) ** for your sake, 
Because that I wolde you atake, 

To nden m this mery compagnie.” 

His Yeman was eke ful of curtesie, 

And sai.de ; ** Sires, now in the morwe tidp 
Out of your hostelrie I saw von ride, 

And warned heie mv lord and soveram, 

Which that to r'den with yon is ful fain, 

For his disport ; he loveth daliance.” 

“ Freud, for thy warningGod yeve thee sjood chance,” 
Than said oui Hoste ; “ certain it wolde seme 
Thy lord were wise, and so I may wel deme ; 

He is ful joconde also dare I leye : 

Can he ought tell a mery tale or tweie. 

With which he gladen may this compagnie 
“ Who, sire ? my lord ? Ye, sire, withouten lie, 
He can of mirth and eke of jolitee 
Hot but ynough ; also, sire, trusteth me. 

And ye him knew al so wel as do I, 

Ye wolden wondre how wel and craftily 
He coude werke, and that in sondry wise. 

He hath take on him many a gret emprise, 

Which were ful harde for any that is here 
To bring about, but they of him it lere. 

As homely as he ndeth amonges you, 

If ye him knew, it wold be for your piow : 

Ye wolden not forgon his acquaintance 
For mochel good, 1 dare lay in balance 
All that I have m my possession* 

He IS a man of high discression, 

I warne you wel, he is a passing man. 

Wel,” quod our Hoste,“ I pray thee tell me than, 
Is he a clerk, or non ? tell what be is.'* 

“ Nay, he is greter than a clerk ywis,” 

Saide this Yeman, “ and in wordes ftiwe, 

Hoste, of his craft somwhat I wol you shewe. 

“ T say, my lord can swiche a subtiltee, 

(But all his craft ye moun not wete of me, 

And somwhat help I yet to his werking) 

That all the ground on which we ben riding 
Til that we come to Canteibury toun, 

He coud al dene turnen up so doun. 

And pave it all of silver and of gold.” 

And whan this Yeman had this tale ytolde 
Unto our Hoste, he said ; “ B^nediate, 

This thing IS wonder mervaillous to roe, 

Sm that thy lord is of so high prudence. 

Because of which men shulde him reverence, 

That of his worship rekketh he so lite ; 

His overebt sloppe it is not worth a mite 
As m etfect to him, so mote 1 go 5 
It is all bandy and to-tore also. 

JYhy IS thy lord so sluttish I thee preye, 

And ivS of power better cloth to beye, 

If that his dede accorded with thy speche ^ 

Telle me that, and that I thee beseche.” 

** Why quod this Yeman, “ wherto axe ye me ^ 
Ood helpe me so, for he shal never the : 

(But I wol not avowen that I say, 

And therfore kepe it secree I you pray) 

He is to wise m faith, as I beleve. 

Thing that is overdon, it wol not pi eve 
Aright, as clerkes sain, it is a vice; 

Wherfora in that I hold him leivcd and nice. 
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For whan a man hath overgret a wit, 

Ful oft him bappeth to misusen it : 

So doth my lord, and that me greveth sore. 

God it amende, I can say now no more.” 

“ Therof no force, good yeman,” quod our Host, 
Sm of the conning of thy lord thou wost. 

Telle how he doth, I pray thee hertily, 

Sm that he is so crafty and so sly. 

Wher dwellen ye, if it to tellen be ?” 

“ In the subarbes of a toun,” quod he, 

‘‘ Lurking m hemes and in lanes blinde, 

Wheras thise robbours and thise theves by kind® 
Holden hir pnvee fereful residence, 

As they that dare not shewen hir presence. 

So faren we, if I shal say the sothe.” 

“ Yet,” quod our Hoste, “ let me talken tq 
the; 

Why art thou so discoloured of thy face ?’* 

Petei,” quod he, “ God yeve it harde grace, 

I am so used the hote fire to blow. 

That it hath changed my colour I trow ; 

I n’am not wont m no mirrour to pne. 

But swmke sore, and leme to mulfplie. 

We blundren ever, and poren m the fire. 

And for all that we faille of our desire. 

For ever we lacken our conclusion. 

To mochel folk we don illusion. 

And borwe gold, be it a pound or two, 

Or ten or twelve, or many-sommes mo. 

And make hem wenen at the leste wey. 

That of a pound we connen maken twey. 

Yet IS It false; and ay we ban good hope 
It for to don, and after it we grope : 

But that science is so fer us befome. 

We mo wen not, although we had it sworne. 

It overtake, it slit away so fast ; 

It wol us maken beggers at the last.” 

While this Yeman was thus in his talking, 

This Chanon drow him nere, and herd all thing 
Which this yeman spake, for suspecion 
Of mennes speche ever had this Chanon : 

For Caton sayth, that “ he that gilty is, 

Hemeth all thing be spoken of him ywis 
That was the cause, he gan so nigh him drawe 
To his Yeman, to herken all his sawe. 

And thus he saide unto his Yeman tho ; 

“ Hold thou thy pees, and speke no wordes mo : 
For if thou do, thou shalt it dere abie. 

Thou sclaundrest me here m this compagnie. 

And eke discoverest that thou shuldest hide.” 

“ Ye,” quod our Hoste, " tell on, what so be- 
tide ; 

i Of all his thretening recke not a mite.” 

‘‘ In faith,” quod he, no more I do but hte.” 
And whan this Chanon saw it vi'old not be. 

But his Yeman wold tell his privetee, 

He fled away for veray sorwe and shame. 

" A,” quod the Yeman, “ here shal rise a game ; 
All that I can anon I wol you telle, 

Sin he IS gon ; the foule fend him quelle; 

For never hereafter wol I with him mete 
For peny ne for pound, I you hehete. 

He that me broughte first unto that game, 

Er that he die, sorwe have he and shame. 

For It is eraest to me by my faith; 

That fele 1 wel, what that any man saith ; 

And yet for all my smert, and all my grief. 

For all my sorwe, labour, and meschief, 

I coude never leve it iu no wise. 

Now wolde God my wit mighte suffice 
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To tellen all that longeth to that art 5 
But natheles, yet wol I telleti part 5 
Sm that my lord is gon, I wol not spare, 
Swiche thing as that I know, I wol declaie.” 


THE 

CHANONES YEMANNES TALE. 

With this Chanon I dwelt have seven yere, 

And of his science am 1 never the nere : 

All that 1 had, I have ylost therby, 

And God wot, so ban many mo than I. 

Ther I was wont to be right fresh and gay 
Of clothing, and of other good array, 

Kow naay I were an hose upon min hed 5 
And wher my colour was both fresh and red, 

Now IS it wan, and of a leden hewe ; 

(Who so it useth, so shal he it rewe) 

And of my swinke yet blered is min eye ; 

Lo which avantage is to multiplie • 

That sliding science hath me made so bare, 

That I have no good, wher that ever I fare 5 
And yet I am endetted so therby 
Of gold, that I have borwcd trewely. 

That while I live, I shal it quiten never ; 

Let every man be ware by me for ever. 

What maner man that easteth him therto, 

If he continue, I hold his thrift ydo j 
So help me God, therby shal he nat winne, 

But empte his> purse, and make his wittes thinne. 
And whan he, thurgh his madnesse and folie, 
Hath lost his owen good thurgh jupartie, 

Than he exciteth other folk therto, 

To lese hir good as he himself hath do* 

For unto shrewes joye it is and ese 
To have hir felawes in peme and disese. 

Thus was I ones lemed of a clerk ; 

Of that no charge ; I wol speke of our werk. 

Whan we be ther as we shuln exercise 
Our elvish craft, we semen wonder wise, 

Our termes ben so clergial and queinte. 

I blow the fire til that myn herte feinte. 

What shuld I tellen eche proportion 
Of thmges, whiche that we werchen upon, 

As on five or six unces, may wel be, 

Of silver, or som other quantitee ? 

And besie me to tellen you the names, 

As orpiment, brent bones, yren sqnames, 

That into poudre grounden ben ful smal ? 

And in an erthen pot how put is al. 

And salt yput in, and also pepere, 

Befom thise pond res that I speke of here, 

And wel ycovered with a lampe of glas ? 

And of moche other thing which that ther was ? 
And of the pottes and glasses engluting, 

That of the aire might passen out no thing ? 

And of the esy fire, and smert also, 

Which that was made ? and of the care and wo, 
That we bad in our materes subliming, 

And m amalgaming, and calcening 
Of quiksilver, ycleped mercune crude ^ 

For all our sleightes we can not conclude. 

Our orpiment, and sublimed mercurie, 

Onr grounden litarge eke on the porphurie. 

Of eche of thise of unces a certain 
Not helpeth us, our labour is in vain. 

Ne, neyther our spill tes ascentioun, 

Ne our materes that lien al fix adonn, 
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Mown in our werkmg nothing us availle ; 

For lost IS all our labour and travaille. 

And all the cost a twenty devil way 
Is lost also, which we upon it lay. 

Ther is also ful many another thing, 

That IS unto our craft apperteining, 

Though I by ordre hem nat rehersen can. 
Because that I am a lewed man, 

Yet wol 1 telle hem, as they come to minde, 
Though I ne cannot set hem in hir kinde. 

As bole armoniak, verdegrese, boras ; 

And sondry vessels made of erthe and glas, 

Our urinales, and our descensories, 

Viols, croslettes, and sublimatones, 

Cucuribtes, and alembikes eke, 

■ And other swiche gere, dere ynough a leke, 
i What nedeth it for to reherse hem alle } 

\ Wateres rubifying, and holies galle, 

Arsenik, sal armoniak, and brimston ? 

And herbes coude I tell eke many on. 

As egremoine, valerian, and lunarie, 

And other swiche, if that me list to tarie ; 

Onr lampes brenning bothe night and day. 

To bnng about our craft if that we may; 

Our foumeis eke of calcination. 

And of wateres albification, 

Unslekked lime, chalk, and gleire of an ey, 
Boudres divers, ashes, dong, pisse, and cley, 
Sered pokettes, sal peter, and vitnole j 
And divers fires made of wode and cole; 

Sal tartre, alcaly, and salt preparat, 

And combust materes, and coagulat; 

Cley made with hors and mannes here, and oile 
Of tartre, alum, glas, berme, wort, and argoile, 
Rosalgar, and other materes enbibing ; 

And eke of our materes encorponng. 

And of onr silver citrination. 

Our cementing, and fermentation, 

Our mgottes, testes, and many thinges mo. 

I wol you tell as was me taught also 
The foure spi rites, and the bodies sevene 
By ordre, as oft I herd my lord hem nevene. 
The firste spirit quiksilver cleped is ; 

The second orpiment ; the thndde y wis 
Sal armoniak, and the fourth brimston. 

The bodies sevene eke, lo hem here anon. 

Sol gold IS, and Luna silver we threpe ; 

Mars iren, Mercune quiksilver we clepe : 
Satumus led, and Jupiter is tin, 

And Venus coper, by my fader km. 

This cursed craft who so wol exercise, 

He shal no good have, that him may suffice. 

For all the good he spendeth theiaboute 
He lesen shal, therof have I no doute. 

Who so that listeth uttren his folie, 

Let him come foith and lemen multiplie : 

And every man that hath ought m hjs cofre, 

Let him appeie, and wex a philosophre, 
Ascaunce that craft is so light to lere. 

Nay, nay, God wot, al be he monk or ftere. 
Freest or chanon, or any other wight, 

Though he sit at his book both day and night 
In lerning of this elvish nice lore, 

All IS in vam, and parde mochel more 
To leme a lewed man this subtiltee ; 

Fie, speke not therof, for it wol not be. 

And conne he letterure, or conne he non. 

As m effect, he shal finde it all on ; 

For bothe two by my salvation 
Concludeu m multiplication 
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yiike wel, whan they have all ydo ; 

This IS to sain, they faillen bothe two. 

Yet forgate I to maken rehersaile ' 

Of waters corosif, and of limaile. 

And of bodies mollification. 

And also of hir induration, 

Giles, ablusions, metal fusible, 

To telleii all, wold passeu any bible, 

That o wher is ; wherfore as for the best 
Of all thise names now wol I me rest j 
For as I trow, I have you told ynow 
To reise a fend, al loke he never so row. 

A, nay, let be j the philosophres ston, 

Elixer cleped, we seken fast eche on. 

For had we him, than were we siker ynovr 5 
But unto God of Heven I make avow. 

For all our craft, whan we han all ydo, 

And all our sleight, he wol not come us to. 

He hath ymade us spenden mochel good. 

For sorwe of which almost we waxen wood. 

But that good hope crepeth in our herte. 

Supposing ever, though we sore smerte. 

To ben releved of him afterward. 

Swiche supposing and hope is sbarpe and hard. 

I wame you wel it is to seken ever. 

That future temps hath made men dissever, 

In trust therof, from all that ever they had. 

Yet of that art they conne not waxen sad, 

For unto hem it is a bitter swete ; 

So semeth it ; for ne had they but a shete 
Which that they might wrappen hem in a-night. 
And a biatt to walken m by day-light. 

They wold hem sell, and spend it on this craft ; 
They conne not stinten, til no thinss be laft. 

And evermore, wher ever that they gon, 

Men may hem kennen by smell of bnmston ; 

For all the woild they stinken as a gote $ 

Hir savour is so rammish and so hote, 

That though a man a mile from hem be, 

The savour wol enfect him, tiusteth me. 

Lo, thus by smelling and thred-bare array. 

If that men list, this folk they knowen may. 

And if a man wol axe hem prively. 

Why they be clothed so unthiiftily. 

They right anon wol rounen in his ere, 

And saien, if that they espied weie, 

Men wolde hem sle, because of hir science : 

Lo, thus thise folk betraien innocence. 

Passe over this, I go my tale unto. 

Fii that the pot be on the fire ydo 
Of metals with a certain quantitee, 

My lord hem tempeieth, and no man but he j 
(Now be is gon, I dare say boldoly) 

For as men sam, he can don craftily ; 

Algate I wote wel he hath swiche a name, 

And yet ful oft he renneth m a blame ; 

And wete j^e how ful oft it falleth so, 

The pot to-breketh, and farewel all is go. j 
Thise metales ben of so gret violence, 

Our walles may not make hem resistence, 

But if they wcren wrought of lime and ston ; 

They peicen so, that thurgh the wall they gon ; 
And som of hem sinke douii into the ground, 
(Thus have wc lost by times many a pound) 

And som are scattered all the fiore aboute; 

Som lepeu into the roof witbouten doute. 

Though that the fend not in our sight him sliewe, 
I trow that he be with us, thilke sbrewe, 

Tn Helle, wher that be is lord and sire, 

Ne is ther no more wo, raDCOur, ne ire. 
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Whan that oar pot is broke, as I have sayde. 
Every man chit, and holt him evil apayde, 

Som sayd “ it was long on the fiie-making 
Som sayd, “ nay, it was long on the blowing 
(Than was I ferd, for that was min office) 

‘‘ Straw,” quod the thridde, ‘‘ ye ben lewed and nice, 
It was not tempred as it ought to be.’' 

“ Nay,” quod the fourthe, ** stint and herkea me ; 
Because our fire was not made of beche, 

That is the cause, and other non, so the iche.” 

I can not tell wheron it was along, 

But wel I wot gret stnf ib us among. 

What quod my loid, “ ther n’ls no more to don, 
Of thise perils I wol beware eftsone. 

I am ngbt siker, that the pot was ciased. 

Be as be may, be ye no thing amased. 

As usage is, let swepe the floie as swithe j 
Plucke up your hertes and be glad and blithe.*^ 
The mullok on an hepe ysweped was. 

And on the fiore yeast a canevas, 

And all this mullok in a sive 3rtbrowe, 

And sifted, and ypicked many a throwe, 

Parde,” quod on, “ somwhat of our metall 
Yet IS ther here, though that we have not all. 

And though this thing inishapped hath as now, 
Another time it may be wel ynow. 

We mosten put our good in aventure j 
A m archant parde may not ay endure, 

Trusteth me wel, in bis prospentee : 

Sbmtime his good is drenched in the see, 

And somtime cometh it sauf unto the loud.” 

“ Pees," quod my lord, “ the next time I wol fond 
To bring our craft all in another plite, 

And but I do, sires, let me have the wite: 

Ther was defaute in somwhat, wel I wote.” 

Another sayd, “ the fire was over hote.” 

But be it hote or cold, I dare say this, 

That we concluden ever moie amig: 

We faille alway of that which we wold have, 

And in our madnesse evermore we rave. 

And whan we be together everich on, 

Every man semeth a Salomon. 

But all thing, which that sbinetb as the gold, 

Ne IS no gold, as I have herd it told 5 
Ne every apple that is faire at eye, 

Ne IS not good, what so men clap or crie. 

Right so, lo, fareth it amonges us. 

He that semelh the wisest by Jesus 
Is most fool, whan it cometh to the prefe ; 

And he that semeth trewest, is a thefe. 

That shal ye know, or that I from you wende, 

By that I of my tale have made an ende. 

Ther was a chanon of religio'un 
Amonges us, wold enfect all a toun, 

Though it as gret were? as was Ninlve, 

Rome, AUsaundre, Troie, or other three. 

His sleightes and his infinite falsenesse 
Ther coude no man writen, as I gesse, 

Though that he mighte live a thousand yere ; 

In all this world of falscnesse n’ls his pere. 

For m his termes he wol him so wmde. 

And speke his wordes in so she a kinde. 

Whan he comunen shal with any wight, 

That he wol make him doten anon right. 

But it a fend he, as himselven is. 

Ful many a man hath he begiled cr this, 

And wol, if that he may live any while : 

And yet men gon and riden many a mile 
Him for to seke, and have his acquaintance, 

Not knowing of his false governance. 
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And if you lust to ycve me audience, 

I wol it tellen here m your presence. 

But, -worshipful chanons religious, 

Ke demeth not that I sclander your hous. 
Although that my tale of a chanon be. 

Of every order som shrew is parde : 

And God forbede that all a compagnie 
Shuld rewe a smguler mannes folie. 

To sclander you is no thing mm entent, 

But to correcten that is mis I ment. 

This tale was not only told for you, 

But eke for other mo ; ye wote wel how 
That among Cristes aposteles twelve 
Ther was no traitour but Judas himselve : 

Than why shuld al the remenant have blame, 

That giltles were > by you I say the same. 

Save only this, if ye wol herken me, 

If any Judas in your covent be, 

Renieveth him betimes, I you rede. 

If shame or los may oausen any drede. 

And be no thing displcsed 1 you pray. 

But in this cas herkeneth what I say. 

In London was a preest, an annuellere, 

That therin dwelled hadde many a yere. 

Which was so plesant and so servisable 
Unto the wif, ther as he was at table, 

That she wold suffer him no thing to pay 
For horde ne clothing, -went he never so gay ^ 

And spending silver had he right ynow : 

Therof no force; I wol proceed as now, 

And tellen forth my tale of the chanon, 

That broughte this preest to confusion. 

This false chanon came upon a day 
Unto the preestes chambre, ther he lay, 

Beseching him to lene him a certain 
Of gold, and he wold quite it him again. 

** Lene me a marke,” quod he, ** but dayes three, 
And at my day I wol it quiten thee- 
And if It so be, that thou fnde me false, 

Another day hang me up by the halse ” 

This preest him toke a maike, and that as swith, 
And this chanon him thanked often sith. 

And toke his leve, and wente forth his wey : 

And at the thridde day brought bis money; 

And to the preest he toke his gold again, 

Wherof this preest was wonder glad and fain. 

“ Certes,” quod he, nothing anoieth me 
To lene a man a noble, or two, or three, 

Or what thing were m my possession. 

Whan he so trewe is of condition. 

That in no wise he breken wol his day : 

To swiche a man I can never say nay.’* 

What ? ” quod this chanon, ** shuld J be untrewe ? 
Nay, that were thing fEilIen al of the newe. 

Trouth IS a thing that I wol ever kepe. 

Unto the. day m which that I shal crepe 
Into my grave, and elles God forbede : 

Beleveth this as siker as your crede. 

God thanke I, and in good time be it sayde, 

That ther n’as never man yet evil apayde 
For gold ne silver that he to me lent, 

Ne never falsliede m min herte I ment. 

And, sire,” (quod he) “ now of my pnvetee. 
Sin ye so goodlich have ben unto me. 

And kithed to me so gret gentillesse, 

Som what, to quiten with your kindenesse, 

I wol you shewe, and if you lust to lere 
I wol you tecben pleinly the mancrc, 

How 1 can werken m philosophic. 

1 aketh good heed, ye shuln wel sen at eye, 
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That I wol do a maistrie or I go.” 

** Ye ? ” quod the preest, “ ye, sire, and wol ye so? 
Mary therof I pray you hertily.” 

At your commandement, sire, trewely, 

Quod the chanon, “ and elles God forbede.” 

Lo, how this thefe coude his service bede. 

Ful soth it is that swiche profered service 
Stinketh, as witnessen thise olde wise; 

And that ful sone I wol it venfie 
In this chanon, rote of all trechene. 

That evermore delight hath and gladnesse 
(Swiche fendly thoughtes in his herte empresse) 
flow Cristes peple he may to meschief bnng. 

God kepe us from his false dissimuling. 

Nought wiste this preest with whom that he delt, 
Ne of his harme coming nothing he felt. 

O sely pieest, o sely innocent, 

With covetise anon thou shalt be blent ; 

O graceles, ful bbnd is thy conceite. 

For nothing art thou ware of the disceite. 

Which that this fox yshapen hath to thee ; 

His wily wrenches thou ne mayst not flee. 
Wherfore to go to the conclusion 
That referreth to thy confusion. 

Unhappy man, anon I wol me hie 
To teUen thin unwit and thy folie, 

And eke the falsenesse of that other wretch. 

As ferforth as that my conning wol stretch. 

This chanon was my lord, ye wolden wene ; 

Sire Hoste, m faith, and by the Heven quene^ 

It was another chanon, and not he. 

That can an hundred part more snbtiltee. 

He hath betraied folkes many a time ; 

Of his falsenesse it dulleth me to nme. 

Ever whan that I speke of his falsbede 
For shame of him my chekes waxen rede; 

Al gates they beginnen for to glowe, 

For rednesse have I non, right wel I knowe. 

In my visage, for fumes diverse 
Of metals, which ye have herd me reherse. 
Consumed ban and wasted my rednesse. 

Now take hede of this chanons cursednesse. 

“,Sire,” quod the chanon, ** let your yeman gon 
For quiksilver, that we it had anon ; 

And let him bringen unces two or three ; 

And whan he cometh, as faste shul ye see 
A wonder thing, which ye saw never er this.” 

" Sire,” quod the preest, it shal be don ywis.” 
He bad his servant fetchen him this thing, 

And he al redy was at his bidding, 

And went him forth, and came anon again 
With this quiksilver, shortly for to sain, 

And toke thise unces three to the chanoun ; 

And he hem laide wel and faire adoun. 

And bad the servant coles for to bring, 

That he anon might go to his werking.’’ 

The coles right anOn weren yfet. 

And this chanon toke out a crosselet 
Of his bosome, and shewed it to the preest, 

** This instrument;” quod he, ** which that thou seest. 
Take in thyn bond, and put thyself therin 
Of this quiksilver an unc§, and here begin 
In the name of Cnst to wex a philosophre. 

Ther be ful fewe, which that I wolde profre 
To sheweu hem thus muche of my science : 

For here shul ye see by experience, 

That this quiksilver 1 wol mortifie, 

Bight in your sight anon withouten lie, 

And make it as good silver and as fine. 

As ther is any m your purse or mine, 
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Or elles wher , and make it zaalliable 5 
And elles holdeth me false and unable 
Amonges folk for ever to appere» 

“ I have a pouder here that cost me dere, 

Shal make all good, for it is cause of all 
My conning, which that I you shewen shall. 
Voideth your man, and let him be therout ; 

And sbet the dore, while we ben about 
Our privetee, that no man us espie, 

While that we werke in this philosophic.*' 

All, as he bade, fulfilled was in dede. 

This like servant anon right out yede, 

And his maister shette the dore anon, 

And to hir labour spedily they goii. 

This preest at this cursed cbanons bidding, 

Upon the fire anon he set this thing, 

And blew the fire, and besied him fill fast. 

And this cbanon into the crosselet cast 
A pouder, n’ot I never wherof it was 
Ymade, other of chalk, other of glas. 

Or somwhat elles, was not worth a flie, 

To blmden with this preest ; and bade him hie 
The coles for to couchen all above 
The crosselet ; “ for in tokening I thee love," 
(Quod this chanon) “ thine owen hondes two 
Shal werken all thing which that here is do.” 

€h and mercy” quod the preest, and was ful glad. 
And couched the coles as the chanon bad* 

And while he besy was, this fendly wretch, 

This false chanon (the foule fend him fetch) 

Out of his bosom toke a becben cole, 

In which fill subtilly was made an hole, 

And therin put was of silver limaile 
An unce, and stopped was withonten faile 
The hole with wax, to kepe the linnaile in. 

And understandeth, that this false gin 
Was not made ther, but it was made before 5 
And other thinges I shal tell you more 
Hereafterward, which that he with him brought; 
Er he came ther, him to begile he thought, 

And so he did, or that they went atwin : 

Til he had tomed him, could he not blin. 

It dulleth me, whan that I of him speke 5 
On his falshede fain wold 1 me awreke. 

If I wist how, but be is here and ther. 

He is so vanaunt, he abit no wher. 

But taketh hede, sires, now for Goddes love. 

He toke his cole, of which 1 spake above. 

And in his bond he bare it prively, 

Aud whiles the preest couched be&ily 
The coles, as I tolde you er this, 

This chanon sayde; “ Fiend, ye don amis; 

This is not couched as it ought to be. 

But sone I shal amenden it," quod he. 

Now let me meddle therwith but a while, 

For of you have I pitee by Seint Gile. 

Ye ben right hot, I see wel how ye swete ; 

Hav6 here a cloth and wipe away the wete,” 

And whiles that the preest wiped his face, 

This chanon toke his cole, with sdty grace, 

And laied it above on the midward 
Of the crosselet, and blew wel afterward, 

Til that the coles gonnen fast to bren. 

“ Now yeve us diinke,” quod this chanon then, 
" As swithe all shal be wel, I undertake. 

Sitte we doun, and let us mery make,” 

Aud whanne that this chanones bechen cole 
Was brent, all the limaile out of the hole. 

Into the ciosselet anon fell adoun ; 

And so it muste nedes by resown. 
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Sin it above so even couched was ; 

But therof v ist the preest nothing, alas ! 

He denied all the coles ylike good, 

For of the sleight he nothing undenstood. 

And whan this alkymistre saw his time, 

“ Riseth up, sire preest,” quod he, ‘^andstondethby 
And for I wote wel ingot have ye non, [me > 
Goth, walketh forth, and brmgeth a chalk ston ; 
For I wol make it of the same shap. 

That IS an ingot, if I may have hap. 

Bnng eke with you a bolle or elles a panne 
Ful of water, and ye shul wel see thanne 
How that our besinesse shal thrive and prefe* 

And yet, for ye shul have no misbeleve 
No wrong conceit of me m your absence, 

I ne wol not ben out of your presence, 

But go with you, and come with you again.” 

The chambre dore, shortly for to sain. 

They opened and shet, and went hir wey. 

And forth with hem they caned the key. 

And camen again withouten any delay. 

What shuld I tanen all the longe day ? 

He toke the chalk, and shope it in the wise 
Of an ingot, as I shal you devise ; 

I say, he toke out of his owen sieve. 

A teine of silver (yvel mote he cheve) 

Which that ne was but a just unce of weight. 

And taketh heed now of his cursed sleight ; 

He shop his ingot, in length and in brede 
Of thilke teine, withouten any drede, 

I So shly, that the preest it not espide ; 

And in his sieve again he gan it hide ; 

And from the fire he toke up his matere. 

And in the ingot it put with mery chere : 

And m the water-vessel he it cast, 

Whan that him list, and bad the preest as fast, 
Loke what ther is ; put in thin bond and grppe ; 
Thou shalt ther finden silver as I hope. 

What, divel of Helle ’ shuld it elles be ? 

Shaving of silver, silver is parde." 

He put his bond in, and toke up a teine 
Of silver fine, and glad in every veine 
Was this preest, whan he saw that it was so. 

'' Goddes blessing, and his mothers also. 

And alle Halwes, have ye, sire chanon,” 

Sayde this preest, and I hir malison, 

But, and ye vouchesauf to techen me 
This noble craft and this subtihtee, 

I wol be your in all that ever I may.” 

Quod the chanon, Yet wol I make assay 
The second tune, that ye mow taken hede. 

And ben expert of this, and m your nede 
Another day assay in min absence 
This discipline, and this crafty science. 

Let take another unce," quod he tho, 

“ Of quiksilver, withouten wordes mo, 

And do therwith as ye have don er this 
With that other, which that now silver is.” 

I The preest him besieth all that ever he cam 
To don as this chanon, this cursed man, 
Commandeth him, and faste blewe the fire. 

For to come to the effect of his desire. 

And this cbanon right in the mene while 
Al redy was this preest eft to begile, 

And for a countenance in his bond bare 
An holow stikke, (take kepe and beware) . 

In the endc of which an unce and no more 
Of silver limaile put was, as before 
Was in his cole, and stopped with wax wel 
j For to kepe in his limaile every del. 
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And while tliis pieest was in his besinesse, 

This chanon with his stikke gan him dresse 
To him anon, and his poud<=r cast in, 

As he did erst, (the devil out o£ his skin 
Him tome, I pi ay to God, for his falshede. 

For he was ever false in thought and dede) 

And with his stikke, above the crosselet. 

That was ordained with that false get. 

He stirreth the coles, til relenten gan 
The wax again the fire, as every man, 

But he a fool be, wote wel it mote nede* 

And all that in the stikke was out yede, 

And m the crosselet hastily it fell. 

Now, goode sires, what wol ye bet than wel ? 
Whan that this preest was thus begiied agam, 
Supposing nought but trouthe, soth to sain, 

He was so glad, that I can not expresse 
In no manere his mirth and his gladnesse, 

And to the chanon he profered eftsone 

Body and good: “ Ye,” quod the chanon, “ sone. 

Though poure I be, crafty thou shalt me finde : 

I wame thee wel, yet is ther more behmde. 

“ Is tber any coper here within^” said he. 

Ye, sire,’’ quod the preest, “ I trow ther be.” 

“ Elies go beie us som, and that as swithe. 
Now, goode Sire, go forth thy way and hie the.” 

He went his way, and with the coper he came. 
And this chanon it in his hondes name. 

And of that coper weyed out an unce. 

To simple is my tonge to pronounce, 

As minister of my wit, the doublenesse 
Of this chanon, rote of all cnrsednesse. 

He semed frendly, to hem that knew him nought. 
But he was fendly, both m werk and thought. 

It weneth me to tell of his falsenesse j 
And natheles yet wol I it expresse, 

To that entent men may beware therby, 

And for non other cause trewely. 

He put this coper into the crosselet. 

And on the fire as swithe he hath it set, 

And cast in pouder, and made the preest to blow, 
And in his werking for to stoupen low, 

As he did erst, and all n’as but a jape ; 

Bight as him list the preest he made his ape. 

And afterward in the ingot he it cast, 

And m the panne put it at the last 
Of water, and in he put his oweu hood ; 

And in his sieve, as ye beforen bond 
Herde me tell, he had a silver teine ; 

He silly toke it out, this cursed heme, 

(Unweting this preest of his faise craft) 

And in the pannes botome he it laft. 

And in the water rombled to and fro. 

And wonder pnvely toke up also 

The coper teine, (not knowing thilke pieest) 

And hid it, and him hente by the brest, 

And to him spake, and thus said in his game; 

“ Stoupeth adoun ; h^ God ye be to blame ; 
Helpeth me now, as I did you whilere ; 

Put in youi bond, and loketh what is there.” 

The preest toke up this silver teine anon ; 

And thanue said the chanon, Let us gon 
With thise three temes which that we han wrought. 
To som goldsmith, and wete if they ben ought: 

For by my faith I u’olde for my hood 
But if they weien silver fine and good, 

And that as swithe wel pieved shal it be.” 

Unto the goldsmith with thise tcines three 
They went anon, and put hem in assay 
To fire and hammer : might no man say nay, 
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But that they wercn as hem ought to be. 

This soted preest, who was gladder than he ^ 
Was never bnd gladder agams tl e day, 

Ne mghhngale m the seson of May 
Was never non, that list better to sing, 

Ne lady lustier in cai oiling, 

Or for to Speke of love and womanhede, 

Ne knight in armes don a hardy dede 
To stonden in grace of bis lady dci c, 

Thau hadde this preest this craft for to lere ; 

And to the chanon thus he spake and seid ; 

“ For the love of God, that for us alle deid, 

And as I may deserve it unto you, 

What shal this leceit cost ? telleth me now.” 

“ By our lady,” quod this chanon, “ it is dere. 
I wame yon wel, that, save I and a frere, 

In Englelond ther can no man it make.” 

“ No force,” quod he ; “ now, sire, for Goddes 
sake. 

What shall I pay ? telleth me, I you pray.” 

“ Ywis” quod he, “■ it is ful dere I say. 

Sire, at o word, if that you list it have. 

Ye shal pay fouity pound, so God me save; 

And n’ere the fiendship that ye did ei this 
To me, ye shuldeu payen more ywis.” 

This preest the sum of fourty pound anon 
Of nobles fet, and toke hem eveiich on 
To this chanon, for this ilke receit. 

All his weikingn’as but fraud and deceit. 

“ Sire preest,” he said, *’ 1 keep for to have no loos 
Of my craft, for [ wold it were kept cloos , 

And as ye love me, kepeth it secree: 

For if men knewon all my subtiltee, 

By God they wolden have so gret envie 
To me, because of my phiiosophie, 

I shuld be ded, ther were non other way.” 

“ God it forbede,” quod the preest, “ wliat ye say, 
Yet had I lever speuden all the good 
Which that I have, (and elles were I wood) 

Than that ye shuld fallen in swiche meschefe ” 

« For your good will, sire, have ye right good 
prefe,” 

Quod the chanon, “ and farewel, grand mercijJ’ 

He went his way, and never the preest him sey 
After that day : and whan that this preest shold 
Maken assay, at swiche time as he wold. 

Of this receit, farewel, it n^olde not be. 

Lo, thus bejaped and begiled was he : 

Thus maketh he his mtioduction 
To bringen folk to hir destiuction. 

Considereth, sires, how that in echo estat 
Betwixen men and gold ther is debat, 

So ferforth that unnethes is thci non. 

This multiplying so blint many on. 

That m good faith I trowe that it be 
The cause gretest of swiche scarsitec. 

Thise philosophres speke so mistily 
In this graft, that men cannot come tlieiby, 

For any wit that men have now adayes. 

They mow wel chateren, as don thise jayes, 

And m hir termes set hir lust and peiiic. 

But to hir purpos shul they never atteme. 

A man may lightly Jerne, if he have ought, 

To multiplie, and bring his good to nought. 

Lo, swiche a lucre is m this lusty game ; 

A mannes mirth it wol tume al to grame. 

And emptien also gret and bevy purses, 

And maken folk for to parch asen curses 
Of hem, that han therto hir good ylent 
O, fy for shame, they that han Ue brent. 
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V. 16876—17009. THE MANCIPLES PROLOGUE. 


Alas 1 can they not flee the fires hete ? 

Ye that it use, I rede that ye it lete. 

Lest ye lese all ; for bet than never is late ; 

Never to thnven, were to long a date. 

Though ye proHe ay, ye shul it never find: 

Ye ben as bold as is Bayard the blind. 

That blondereth forth, and peril casteth non : 

He is as bold to renne agains a ston, 

As for to go besides in the way : 

So faren ye that multiplien, I sax , 

If that your eyen cannot seen aright, 

Loketh that youre mind lacke not his sight. 

Tor though ye loke never so brode and stare. 

Ye shul not wm a mite on that chaffare. 

But wasten all that ye may rape and renne. 
Withdraw the fire, lest it to fa5te brenne j 
Medleth no more with that art, I mene ; 

Tor if ye don, your thrift is gon ful dene. 

And right as swithe 1 wol you tellen here 
What philosophres sain in this matere. 

Lo, thus saith Amolde of the newe toun, 

As his Kosane maketh mentioun, 

Re saith right thus, withouten any lie; 

Ther may no man Mercurie mortifie, 

But it be with his brothers knowleching. 

Lo, how that he, whiche firste said this thing, 

Of p^losophres father was, Hermes : 

He saith, how that the dragon douteles 
Ne dieth not, but if that he be slain 
With his brother. And this is for to sain, 

By the dragon Mercury, and non other. 

He understood, and brimstone by his brother, 

That out of Sol and Luna were ydrawe. 

And therfore, said he, Take heed to my sawe. 
Let no man besie him this ajrt to seche, 

But if that he the entention and spcche 
Of philosophres understonden can ; 

And if he do, he is a lewed man. 

** For this science and this conning” (quod he) 

“ Is of the secree of secrees parde.*’ 

^ Also ther was a disciple of Plato, 

That on a time said his maister to. 

As his hook Senior wol here witiiesse. 

And this was bis demand in sotbfastnesse : 

** Telle me the name of thilke privee ston.*’ 

And Plato answerd unto him anon ; 

“ Take the ston that Titanos men name.” 

Which is that quod he. “ Magnetiaisthesame 
Saide Plata “ Ye, sire, and is it thus? 

This is ignotum per igmtm. 

What is magnetia, good sire, I pray?” 

It IS a water that is made, I say, 

Of the elementes foure,’' quod Plato. 

“ Tell me the rote, good sire,” quod he tho, 

“ Of that water, if that it be your will.” 

“ Nay, nay,” quod Plato, “ certain that I n’lil. 
The philosophres were swome everich on. 

That they ne shuld discover it unto non, 

Ne m no book it write in no manere; 

For unto God it is so lefe and dere, 

That he wol not that it discovered be, 

But wher it liketh to his deitee 

Man for to enspire, and eke for to defende 

Whom that him liketh ; lo, this is the ende.” 

Than thus conclude I, sin that God of Heven 
Ne wol not that the philosophres neven. 

How that a man shal come unto this ston, 

. I rede as for the best to let it gon. 

For who so maketh God his adversary. 

As for to werken any thing in contrary 


Of his will, certes never shal he thrive, 
Though that he multiply terme of his live. 
And ther a point; for ended is my tale. 
God send every good man bote of his bale. 


THE MANCIPLES PPOLOGUE, 

Wete ye not wher stondeth a litcl toun, 

Which that ycleped is Bob up and doun. 

Under the Blee, in Canterbury way ? 

Ther gon our Hoste to jape and to play. 

And sayde ; “ Sires, what? Dun is in the mire. 

Is ther no man for praiere ne for hire. 

That wol awaken our felaw behind ^ 

A thefe him might ful lightly rob and bind. 

See how he nappeth, see, for cockes bones, 

As he wold fallen from his hors atones. 

Is that a coke of London, with meschance ^ 

Do him come forth, he Imoweth his penance ; 

For he shal tell a tale by poy fey. 

Although it be not worth a hotel hey. 

Awake, thou Coke, ’’quod he, “God yeve thee sorwe. 
What aileth thee to slepen by the morwe ? 

Hast thou had fleen al night, or art thou drohke? 
Or hast thou with som quene al mght yswonke. 

So that thou mayst not holden up thin bed ?” 

This Coke, that was ful pale and nothing red, 
Sayd to our Hoste; “ So God my souleblesse, 

As ther IS falle on me swichehevinesse, 

N'ot I nat why, that me were lever to slepe, 

Than the best gallon wine that is in Chepe.” 

“ Wei,” quod the Manciple, “ if it may don esc 
To thee, sire Coke, and to no wight displese, 
Which that here rideth in this compagnie, 

And that our Hoste wol of his curtesie, 

I wol as now excuse thee of thy tale ; 

For in good feith thy visage is ful pale : 

Thin eyen dasen, sothly as me thinketh. 

And wel I wot, thy breth ful soure stinketh. 

That sheweth wel thou art not wel disposed ; 

Of me certain thou shalt not ben yglosed. 

See how he galpeth, lo, this dronken wight, 

As though he wold as swalow anon right. 

Hold close thy mouth, man, by thy father kin . 

' The devil of Helle set his foot therm ’ 

Thy cursed breth enfecten wol I us alle ; 

Fy, stinking swine, fy, foul mote thee befalle. 

A, taketb heed, sires, of this lusty man. 

Now, swete sire, wol ye just at the fan ? 

Therto, me thinketh, ye he wel yshape. 

I trow that ye have dronken win of ape, 

And that is whan men playen with a straw.” 

And with this speche the Coke waxed all wiaw, 
And on the Manciple he gan^nod fast 
For lacke of speche ; and doun his hors him cast, 
Wher as he lay, til that men him up toke. 

This was a faire chivachee of a coke: 

Alas that he ne had hold him by his ladel 1 
And er that he agen were in the sadel, 

Ther was gret shoving bothe to and fro 
To lift him up, and mochel care and wo, 

So unweldy was this sely palled gost: 

And to the Manciple than spake our Host. 

“ Because that drmke hath domination 
Upon this man, by my salvation 
I trow he lewedly wol tell his tale. 

1 For were it win, or old ormoisty ale, 



That he hath dronke, he speketh in his nose, 

And sneseth fast, and eke he hath the pose. 

He also hath to don more than ynou^h 
To kepe him on his capel out of the slough : 

And if he falle from of his capel eftsone, 

Than shul we alle have 3 mough to done 
In lifting up his bevy dronken cors 
Tell on thy tale, of him make I no force. 

“ But yet. Manciple, m faith thou art to nice, 
Thus openly to repreve him of his vice : 

Another day he wol paraventure 
Hecleimen thee, and bnng thee to the lure : 

I mene, he speken wol of smale thinges. 

As for to pmchen at thy rekenmges, 

That were not honest, if it came to prefe.’* 

Quod the Manciple, “ That were agretmeschefe: 
So might he lightly bring me in the snare. 

Yet had I lever payen for the mare, 

Which he rit on, than he shuld with me strive. 

I wol not wrathen him, so mote I thiive ; 

That that I spake, I sayd it in my bourd. 

And wete ye what ^ I have here in my gourd 
A draught of win, ye of a ripe grape. 

And right anon ye shul seen a good jape. 

This Coke shal dnnke therof, if that I may ; 

Up peme of my lif he wol not say nay. 

And certainly, to tellen as it was, 

Of this vessell the Coke dranke fast, (alas i 
What nedeth it ? he dranke ynough beforae) 

And whan he hadde pouped in his home, 

To the Manciple he toke the gourd again. 

And of that irinke the Coke was wonder fain, 

And thonked him m swiche wise as he coude. 

Than gan our Hoste to laughen wonder loude. 
And sayd ; “ I see wel it is necessary 
Wher that we gon good dnnke with us to cary; 

For that wol tumeu rancour and disese 
To accord and love, and many a wrong apese. 

“ O Bacchus, Bacchus, blessed be fiiy name, 
That so canst tumeu emest into game; 

Worship and thonke be to thy deitee. 

Of that matere ye get no more of me. 

Tell on thy tale, Manciple, I thee pray.’* 

“ Wel, sire, "quod he, “ now herkeneth what 1 say.’ 


ms MANCIPLES TALE. . 

Whan Phebus dwelled here in Erth adoun, 

As olde bookes maken mentioun, 

He was the moste lusty bachelor 

3f all this world, and eke the best archer. 

He slow Phitpn the seipeut, as he lay 
^leping agains the sonue upon a day ; 

\nd many another noble worthy dede 
ie with his bow wrought, as men mowen rede. 

Playen he coude on every minstralcie, 

Lnd singen, that it was a melodie 
^0 heren of his clere vois the soun. 

Jertes the king of Thebes, Amphioun, 

'hat with his singing walled the citee, 

Joud never singen half so wel as he, 

'herto he was the semelieste man, 
hat is or was, sithen the world began ; 
iThat nedeth it his feture to descrtve ? 

'or m this world n’is non so faire on live, 

(ewas therwith fulfilled of gentillesse, 
f honour, and of parsite wortbiuesse. 
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I This Phebus, that was flour of bachelerie, 
As wel in fredom, as in ohivalrie, 

For his disport, m signe eke of victone 
Of Phiton, so as telleth us the stone, 

Was wont to beren in his bond a bowe. 

Now had this Phebus in his hous a ciowe, 
Which in a cage he fostred many a day. 

And taught it speken, as men teche a j’ay. 
Whit was this crowe, as is a snow-whit swan. 
And contrefetc the speche of every man 
He coude, whan he shulde tell a tale. 

Therwith m all this world no nightingale 
Ne coude by an hundred thousand del 
S ngen so wonder menly and wel. 

How had this Phebus in his hous a wif, 

Which that he loved more than his lif. 

And night and day did ever his diligence 
Hire for to plese, and don hire reverence : 
Save only, if that I the soth shal sain, 

Jeioub he was, and wold have kept hire fain,* 
For him were loth yjaped for to be y 
And so IS every wight in swiche degree ; ' 

But all for nought, for it availeth nought. 

A good wif, that is cleue of weik and thought, 
Shuld not be kept m non await certain : 

And trewely the labour is m vain 
To kepe a shrewe, for it wol not be. 

This hold I for a veray nicetee, 

To spillen labour for to kepen wives j 
Thus wiiten olde clerkes in hir lives. 

But now to purpos, as I first began. 

This worthy Phebus doth all that he can 
To plesen hire, wemng thurgb swiche plesance, 
And for his manhood and his governance, 

That no man shulde put him from hire grace : 
Bnt God it wote, ther may no man embrace 
As to destreine a thing, which that nature 
Hath naturelly set in a creature. 

Take any brid, and put it in a cage. 

And do all thin entente, and thy corage, 

To foster it tendrely with mete and dnnke 
Of alle demtees that thou canst bethmke, 

And kepe it al so clenely as thou may; 
Although the cage of gold be never so gay, 

Yet had this bnd, by twenty thousand fold, 
Lever in a forest, that is wilde aud cold, 

Gon eten wormes, and swiche wretchednesse. 
For ever this brid will don his besinesse 
To escape out of his cage whan that he may: 
His hbertee the brid desirelh ay. 

Let take a cat, and foster hire with milke 
I And tendre flesh, aud make hire couche of silke^ 
And let hire see a mous go by the wall, 

Anon she weiveth milke and flesh, aud all. 

And every deintee that is m that hous, 

Swiche appetit hath she to ete the mous, 

Lo, here hath kind hire domination, 

And appetit flemetb discretion. 

A she-wolf hath also a vilains kind ; 

The lewedeste wolf that she may find. 

Or less of reputation, wol she take 
I In time whan hire lust to have a make, 

I All thise ensamples speke I by tbuse men 
That ben untrewe, and nothing by women. 

For men ha'»*e ever a iikerous appetit 
On lower thing to parforme hir delit 
Than on hir wives, be they never so faire, 

Ne never so trewe, ne so debonaire. 

Flesh IS so newefangle, with meschance, 

That we ne cou in nothing have plesance* 
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THE RLINCIPLES TALE. 


V. i7']44— 17283. 

That souneth unto vertue any while. 

This Phebus, which that thought upon no gile, 
Disceived was for all hisjolitee: 

For under him another hadde she, 

A man of litel reputation. 

Nought worth to Phebus in comparison : 

The more harme is j it happeth often so ; 

Of which ther cometh mochel harme and wo. 

And so befell, whan Phebus was absent, 

His wif anon hath for hire lemman sent. 

Hire lemman ^ certes that is a kna\ish speche. 
Foryeve it me, and that I you beseche. 

The wise Plato sayth, as ye mow rede, 

The woid must nede accorden with the dede. 

If men shul tellen proprely a thing. 

The woid must cosm be to the werkmg. 

I am a boistoos man, right thus say I; 

Ther is no difference trewely 
Betwix a wif that is of high degree, 

(If of hire body dishonest she be) 

And any poure weuche, other than this, 

(If it so be they werken both amis) 

But, for the gentii is m estat above, 

She shal be cleped his lady and his love 5 
And, for that other is a poure woman, 

She shal be cleped his wenche and his lemman : 
And God it wote, min owen dere brother. 

Men lay as low that on as lith that other. 

Right so betwix a titleles tiraunt ^ 

And an outlawe, or elles a thefe erraunt. 

The same I say, ther is no difference, 

(To Alexander told was this sentence) 

But, for the tyrant is of greter might 
By force of meime for to sle doun right, 

And brennen hous and home, and make all plain, 
Xjy, therfore is he cleped a capitain; 

And, for the outlawe hath but smale meinie. 

And may not do so gret an harme ak he, 

Ne bring a contiee to so gret meschiefe, 

Men clepen him an outlawe or a thefct 
But, for I am a man not textuel, 

I wol not tell of textes never a del j 
I wol go to my tale, as I began. 

Whan Phebus wif had sent for hire lemman, 
Anon they wioughten all hir lust volage. 

This white ciowe, that heng ay in the cage, 

Beheld hir werke, and sayde never a word; 

And whan that home was come Phebus the loid. 
This crowe &ong,“ Cuckow, cuckow, cuckow.’* 

“ What ^ brfi” quod Phebus, what singestthou 
Ne were thou wont so merily to sing, [now? 
That to my herte it was a rejoysing 
To here thy vois ? alas ! what song is this ?*’ 

By God/^ quod he, ** I singe not amis.” 

** Phebus,” (quod he) “ for all thy worthinesse, 
For all thy beautee, and all thy gentillesse, 

For all thy song, and all thy minstralcie, 

For all thy waiting, blered is thm eye. 

With on of litel reputation, 

Not worth to thee as in comparison 
The mountance of a gnat, so mote I thrive; 

For on thy bedde thy wif I saw him swive ” 

What wol you more ? the crowe anon him told. 
By sade tokenes, and by wordes bold. 

How that his wif had don hire lecheiie 
Him to gret shame, and to gret vilame ; 

And told him oft, he sawe it with his eyen. 

This Phebus gan away ward for to wrien; 

Him thought his wofiil herte brast atwo* 

His bowe he bent, and set therin a flo j 

vou r. 


And in his ire he hath his wif yslain; 

This IS the effect, ther is no more to sain. 

For sorwe of which he brake his minstralcie, 

Both haipe and late, giteme, and sautne , 

And eke he brake his arwes, and his bowe ; 

And after that thus spake be to the crowe. 

“ Tiaitour,” quod he, “ with tonge of scorpion, 
“ Thou hast me brought to my confusion ; 

Alas that I was wrought ! why n’ere I dede^” 

“ O dere wif, o gemme of lustyhede. 

That were to me so sade, and eke so trewe. 

Now best thou ded, with face pale of hewe, 

Ful gilteles, that durst I swere ywis. 

“ O rakel bond, to do so foule a mis, 

O troubled wit, o ire reccheles. 

That unavised smitest gilteles. 

0 wantrust, ful of false suspecion, 

Wher was thy wit and thy discretion > 

“ O, every man beware of rakelnesse, 

Ne trowe no thing withouten strong witnesse. 

Smite not to sone, er that ye weten why, 

And both avised wel and sikerly, 

Or ye do any execution 
Upon your ire for suspection. 

Alas I a thousand folk hath rakel ire 
Fully fordon, aud brought hem in the mire. 

Alas * for soiwe 1 wol myselven sle.” 

And to the crowe, “ 0 false thefe,” said he, 

1 wol thee quite anon thy false tale. 

Thou song whilom, like any nightingale, 

Now shalt thou, false thefe, thy song forgon. 

And eke thy white fethers evench on, 

Ne never m all thy lif ne shalt thou speke ; 

Thus shul men on a traitour ben awreke. 

Thou and thin ofspring ever shul be blake, 

Ne never swete noise shul ye make, 

But ever cue agelns tempest and ram, 

In token, that thurgh thee my wif is slain.’* 

And to the crowe he stert, and that anon, 

And pulled his white fethers everich on, » 

And made him blak, and raft him all his song 
And eke his Spech^ and out at dore him flong 
Unto the devil, which 1 him betake ; 

And for this cause ben alle crowes blake. 

Lordings, by this ensample, I you pray, 

Betli ware, and taketh kepe what that ye say ; 

Ne telleth never man in all your lif, 

How that another man hath dight his wif; 

He wol you haten mortally certain, 

Dan Salomon, as wise clerkes sain, 

Techeth a man to kepe his tonge wel ; 

But as I sayd, I am not textuel. 

But natheles thus taughte me my dame; 

“ My sone, thinke on the crowe a Goddes name. 
My sone, kepe wel thy tonge, and kepe thy frend ; 
A wicked tongue is werse than a fend : 

My sone, from a fende men may hem blesse. 

My sone, God of his endelesse goodnesse 
Walled a tonge with teeth, and lippes eke, 

For man shuld him avisen what he speke. 

My sone, ful often for to mochel speche 
Hath many a man ben spilt, as clerkcs teche ; 

But for a litel speche avisedly 
Is no man shent, to speken generally. 

My sone, thy tonge shuldest thou restreine 
At alle time, but whan thou dost thy peine 
To speke of God in honour and prayere. 

The firste vertue, sone, if thou wolt leie, 

Is to restreine, and kepeu wel thy tonge ; 

Thus lercn children, whan that they be yonge^ 
h 
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My sone, of mocliel spekuig evil avised, 

Ther lesse speking had yiiough suffised, [taught; 
Cometh mochel harme, thus was me told and 
In mochel speche sinne wanteth naught 
Wost thou wherof a rakel tonge serveth ^ 

Right as a swerd foicutteth and forkerveth 
An arme atwo, my dei*e sone, right so 
A tonge cutteth frendship all atwo, 

A jangler is to God abhominable. 

Rede Salomon, so wise and honourable, 

Rede David m his Psalmes, rede Senek 
My sone, spekc not, but with thyn hed thou beck, 
Oissimule as thou were defe, if that thou heie 
A janglour speke of perilous matere. 

The Fleming sayth, and leme if that thee lest, 
That ‘ htel jangling causeth mochel rest* 

My sone, if thou no wicked word hast said. 

Thee thar not dreden for to be bewraid , 

But he that hath missayd, I dare wel sam, 

He may by no way clepe his word again. 

Thing that is sayd is sayd, and fortii it goth, 
Though him repent, or be him nevei so loth, 

TT? IS his thial, to whom that he hath sayd 
A tale, of which he is now evil apaid 
My sone, beware, and be non auctour newe 
Of tidings, whether they ben false or trewe; 

Wher so thou come, amouges high or lowe, 

Kepe wel thy tonge, and thinke upon the crowe.** 


THE PEBSONES PROLOGUE. 

Bv that the Manciple had his tale ended, 

The Sonne fro the south line was descended 
So lowe, that it ne was not to my sight 
Degrees nine and twenty as of hight. 

Foure of the clok it was tho, as I gesso. 

For enleven foot, a litel moie or lesse. 

My shadow was at thilke time, as there, 

Of swiche feet as my lengthe parted were 
In six feet equal of proportion. 

Therwith the Moiies exaltation, 

In mene Libra; alway gau ascende. 

As we were entnng at the thorp es ende. 

For which our Hoste, as he was wont to gie. 

As in this cas, our jolly compagnie, 

Said' in this wise ; “ Lordings, evench on, 

Now lacketh us no tales mo than on. 

Tulfilled is my sentence and my decree ; 

I trowe that we ban herd of eche degiee. 

Almost fulfilled is myn ordinance ; 

I pray to Grod so yeve him right good chance, 
That telleth us this tale lustily. 

Sirepreest,” quod he, ‘‘ aifc thou a vicaiy } 
Or art thou a Person ? say soth by thy fay. 

Be what thou be, ne breke thou not our play ; 
For every man save thou, hath told his tale. 
Unbokel, and shew us what is in thy male. 

For trewely me thinketh by thy chere. 

Thou shuldest knitte up wel a gret matere. 

Tell us a fable anon, for cockes bones.*’ 

This Person him answered al at ones; 

“ Thou getest fable non ytold for me. 

For Poule, that wTiteth unto Timothe, 

Repreveth hem that weiven sothfastnesse, 

And tellcil fables, and swiche wretchednesse. 

Why sbuld I sowen draf out of my fist, 

Whan I may sowen whete, if that me list ? 
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For which I say, if that you list to heie 
Moralitee, and vertuous matere, 

And than that ye wol yeve me audience, 

I wold ful fain at Cnstes reverence 
Don you plesance leful, as I can. 

But trusteth wel, I am a sotheme man, 

I cannot geste, rom, ram, ruf, by my letter, 

And, God wote, lime hold I but htel better. 

And therfore if you list, I wol not glose, 

I w’ol you tell a htel tale m prose, 

To kmtte up all this feste, and make an ende : 
And Jesu for his grace wit me sende 
To shewen you the way in this viage 
Of thilke paifit glorious pilgnmage, 

That hight Jerusalem celestial. 

And if ye vouchesauf, anon I shal 
Beginne upon my tale, for which I pray 
Tell your avis, I can no bettei say. 

** But natheles this meditation 
I put it ay under correction 
Of clerkes, for I am not textucl; 

I take but the sentence, trusteth me wel. 

Therfore I make a protestation, 

That I wol standen to correction.’’ 

Upon this word we ban assented sone: 
j For, as us semed, it was foi to don, 

[ To enden in som vertuous sentence. 

And for to yeve him space and audience; 

And hade our Hoste he t»hulde to him say, 

That alle we to tell his tale him pray. 

Our Hoste had the woides for us alle: 

“ Sire preest,” quod he, “ now faire you befallc ; 
Say what you list, and we shul gladly heie.” 

And with that word he said in this manere; 

“ Telleth,” quod he, ** your mcditatioun. 

But hasfeth you, the Sonne wol adoun. 

Beth fructuous, and that m litel space, 

And to do wel God sende you his grace.’’ 


THE PERSONES TALE. 

Our swete Lord God of Heaven, that no man wol 
perish, but wol that we comen all to the knowlech- 
ing of him, and to the blisful lif that is pardurable, 
amonesteth us by the prophet Jeremie, that sayth 
m this wise; Stondeth upon the wa yes, and seeth 
and axeth of the olde pathes ; that is to say, of 
olde sentences ; which is the good way ; and walketh 
in that way, and ye shul finde refieshing for your 
soules. Many ben the wayes spintuel that leden 
folk to our Lord Jesu Ciist, and to the regne of 
glory ; of which wayes, ther is a ful noble way, and 
wel covenable, which may not faille to man ne to 
woman, that thurghsmne hath misgon fro the nght 
way of Jerusalem celestial ; and this way is cleped 
penance; of which man shuld gladly herken and 
enqueren with all his herte, to wete, what is penance, 
and whennes it is cleped penance, and how many 
maneres ben of actions or werkmgs of penance, and 
how many spices ther ben of penance, and which 
thinges appeiteinen and behoven to penance, and 
which thmges distroublen penance. 

Semt Ambrose sayth, that penance is the 
plaining of man for the gilt that he hath don, and 
no more to do any thing for which him ought to 
plaine. And som doctour sayth: Penance is 
the waymentmg of man that sorweth for his siune, 
and peineth himself, for he hath misdon. Penance, 


CHAUCER’S POEMS. 



THE PERSONES TALE. 


vltb cettain circumstance's, is veray repentance of 
man, that holdeth himself ixi sorwe and other peioe 
for his giltcs : and for he shal be veray pendent, he 
shal first hewailen the sinnes that he hath don, and 
■tedfastly purposing lu his hertc to have shnftof 
mouth, and to don satisfaction, and never to don 
thing, for which him ought more to bewayle or 
oomplamc, and to continue in good werkes: or elles 
his repentance may not availe For as Semt Isidor 
sayth: He is a japer and a gabber, and not veiay 
repentant, that eftsones doth tnmg, for which him 
oweth to repent. Weping, and not for to stint to 
do smne, may not availe. But natheles, men shuld 
hope, that at every time that man falleth, be it 
never so oft, that he may arise thurgh penance, if 
he have grace: but certain, it is giet doiite. For i 
as saith Semt Grcgoiie: Unnethcs ariseth he out] 
of sinne, that is charged with the charge of evil 
usage. And tUerfore repentant folk, that stmt for 
to sinne, and forlete sinne or that smne forlete hem, 
holy chirche holdeth hem sikei of hir salvation. 
And he that sinneth, and veraily repenteth him m 
his last day, holy chirche yethopethhis salvation, 
by the grete mercy of our Lord Jesu Crist, for his 
repentance; but take ye the siker and ceitam 
way. 

And now sith I have declared you, what thing is 
penance, now ye shul undeistond, that ther ben 
thiee actions of penance. The first is, that a man 
be baptised after that he hath sinned. Seint Au- 
gustine sayth : But he be penitent foi his old sin- 
ful Ilf, he may not begmne the newe dene lif : for 
certes, if he be baptised without penitence of his 
old gilt, he receiveth the maike of baptisme, but 
not the grace, ne the remission of his sinnes, til he 
have veray repentance. Another defaute is, that 
men don dedly smne after that they have received 
baptisme. The thridde defaute is, that men fell m 
venial sinnes after hii baptisme, fro day to day. 
Therof sayth Seint Augustine, that penance of 
good and humble folk is the penance of every day. 

The spices of penance ben three. That on of 
hem is solempne, another is commune, and the 
thridde pnvee. Thilke penance, that is solempne, 

IS m two maneres; as to be put out of holy chirche 
in lenton, for slaughter of childieu, and swiche 
maner thing. Another is whan a man hath sinned 
openly, of which sinne th« fame is openly spoken 
m the contree and than holy chirche by juge- 
ment distreyneth for to do open penance. Commun 
penance is, that preestes enjoinen men in certain 
cas : as for to go paraventure naked on pilgrimage, 
or bare foot. Pnvee penance is thilke, that men 
don all day for privee sinnes, of which we shrive us 
prively, and receive privee penance. 

Now shalt thou understood what is hehoveful and 
necessary to every parfit penance : and this stont 
on three thinges j contrition of heite, confession of 
mouth, and satisfaction. For which sayth Semt 
John Chnsostouio : Penance distreineth a man to 
accept benignely every peine, that him is enjoined, 
with contrition of herte, and shrift of mouth, with 
satisfaction, and werkmg of all maner humilitee. 
And this is fruitful penance ayensttho three thinges, 
m which we wrathen our Lord Jesu Crist: this is to 
say, by debt in thinking, by lechelesnesse in spek- 
jng, and by wicked sinful werking. And ayenst 
these wicked giltes is penance, that may be likened 
unto a tree. 

The rote of this tree is contrition, that hideth | 
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nim in the herte of him that is veray repentant, 
i/ght as the rote of the tree hideth him m the erthe. 
Of this rote of conttition sprmgeth a stalke, that 
bereth branches and lever of confession, and fruit 
of satisfaction. Of winch Crist sayth in his gos- 
pell: Doth ye digne fru't of penitence; for by 
this fruit mow men understonde and knowe this 
tree, and not by the rote that is h.d m the herte of 
man,nebv the branches, netbe Ie\cs of confession. 
And therfore our lord Jesu Cii«t saith thus: By 
the fruit of hem shal ye knowe hem. Of this lote 
alsospnngeth a seed of grace, wh.ch seed is moder 
i of sikeinckse, and this seed is eger and hote. The 
I grace of this seed sprmgeth of God, thuighrcmem- 
' brance on the day of dome, and on the peincs of 
Helle. Of th’s matere saith Salomon, that in the 
drede of God man forletteth his smne. The hete 
of this sede is the love of God, and the desinng of 
the joye pei durable. This hete draweth the heite 
of man to God, and doth him hate his sinne. For 
sothly, thcr is nothing that savoureth so sote to a 
child, as the milke of his norice, ne nothing is to 
him more abhominable than that milke, whan it is 
medled with other mete. Right so the sinful man 
that loveth his sinne, him semelh, that it is to him 
most swete of any thing, but fro that time that he 
loveth sadly our Lord Jesu Crist, and desueth the 
hf perdurable, ther is to him nothing moie abho- 
mmable. Foi sothly the lawe of God is the love of 
God. Tor which David the prophet sayth . I 
have loved thy lawe, and hated wickeduesse : he 
that loveth God, kepeth his lawe and his word. 
This tree saw the prophet Daniel m spint, upon th6 
vision of Nabuchodonosor, whan he counselled him 
to do penance. Penance is the tree of hf, to hem 
that it receiven : and he that holdeth him in veray 
penance, is blisful, after the sentence of Salomon. 

In this penance or contrition man shal understond 
foure thinges ; that is to say, what is contntion ; 
and which ben the causes that moven a man to 
contrition ; and how he shuld he contrite ; and 
what contntion availeth to the soule. Than is it 
thus, that contrition is the veray sorwe that a man 
receiveth in his heite for his sinnes, with sad purpos 
to shriven him, and to do penance, and nevei more 
to don smne. And this sorwe shal be in this maner, 
as sayth Semt Beinaid: It shal ben bevy and 
grevous, and ful sharpe and pomant in nerte , first, 
for a man hath agilted his Lord and his cieatour; 
and more shaipe and poinant, for he hath agilted 
his fatlier celestial > and yet more shaipe and poi- 
nant, foi he hath wiathed and agilted him that 
boughte him, that with his precious blod bath de- 
hveied us fro the bondes of sinne, and fro the 
crueltee of the devil, and fro the pemes of Helle. / 

The causes tliat ought to meve a man to contri- 
tion ben sixc First, a man shal remembre him of 
his sinnes. But loke that that remembrance ne be 
to him no debt, by no way, but giete shame and 
sorwe for his sinnes. For Job sayth : Sinful men 
don werkes woithy of confession. And, therfore 
sayth Ezechiel : I wol remembie me all the yeres 
of my hf, in the bittemesse of my herte- And 
God sayth, m the Apocalipse : Remembre you fro 
whens that ye ben fall, for before the time that ye 
sinned, ye weicn children of God, and limmes of 
the regne of God ; but for your sinne ye ben waxen 
thral and foule ; membres of the fende ; hate of 
angels ; sclaunder of holy chirche, and fode of the 
I false serpent; perpetuel matere of the fiie of 
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sinne. And upon thilke chapitre sayth Seint Gre- 
gone thus ; that xvc shal iindeistoade this princi- 
pally, that when we don dedly sinue, it is foi nought 
than to rernembie or drawe mto memorie the good 
werkes that we have ".fought bcfom: for ceites in 
the werkmg of dedly smno, ther is no trust in no 
good v/erk thwit we have don befoin; that is to say, 
as for to have Iherby the lif perdurable in Heven. 
iJnt nathelcs, the good werkes quicken again and 
cornea aga n, and helpe and availc to have the hf 
pei durable in Heven, whan we have contrition : but 
sothly the good weikes that men don while they 
ben in dedly smne, for as moche as they were don 
in dedly sinne, they may never quicken : for certes, 
thing that never had lif, may never quicken: and 
natheles, all be it so that they aYailen not to have 
the lif perdurable, yet availen they to ahrcggen the 
peine of Helle, or elles to get temporal nchesses, or 
elles that God wol the rather enlumine or light the 
herte of the sinful man to haveiepentance; and eke 
they availen for to usen a man to do good werkes, 
that the fende have the Jesse power of his sonic. 
And thus the curteis Loid Jesu Crist ue woll that 
no good weik that men don be loste, for m somwhat 
it shal avalle. But for as moche as the good werkes 
that men don while they ben. in good hf, ben all 
amortised by sinne folowing, and eke sith all the 
good werkes that men don while they ben in dedly 
biane, ben utterly ded, as for to have the lif per- 
durable, wel may that man, that no good weik ne 
doth, sing thilke newe Freushe song, J’ai/ tout pa du 
mou temps j et mon labour. For certes sinne hereveth 
a man both goodnesse of nature, and eke the good- 
nesse of grace. For sothly the grace of the holy 
gost fareth like fire that may not ben idle; for fue 
failelh anoii as itforletteth his weikmg, and right 
so grace faileth anon as it forletteth his werkmg. 
Than leseth the sinful man the goodnesse of glorie, 
that only is bight to good men that labouren and 
werken wel. Wel may he be sory than, that oweth 
all hiS Ilf to God, as long as he hath lived, and also 
as long as he shal live, that no goodnesse ne hath 
to paie with his dette to God, to whom he oweth all 
his Ilf: for trust wel he shal yeve accomptes, as 
sayth Se.nt Bernard, of all the goodes that ban 
ben yeven him in this present lif, and how he hath 
hem dispeuded, in so moche that ther shal not 
penshe an here of his bed, ne a moment of an houre 
ue shal not perishe of his time, that he ue shal yeve 
therof a rekenmg. 

The fifthe thing, that ought to meve a man to 
contrition, is remembrance of tlie passion that om 
Xord Jesu Crist suffered for our siimes. For as 
sayth Seint Bernard : While that I live, I shal 
have remembrance of the travailes that our Lord 
Jesu Crist suffered in preching, his werinesse m 
traveling, his temptations whan he fasted, his long 
wakiuges whan he prayed, his teres whan he wept 
for pitee of good peple : the wo and the shame, and 
the filthe that men sayden to him : of the fonle 
spitting that men spitten in his face, of the buffettes 
that men yave him: of the foule mouthes and of 
the foule repreves that men saiden to him : of the 
nayles with which he was nailed to the crosses and 
of all the remenant of his paisioq, that he suffred 
for mannes smne, and nothing for his gilte. And 
here ye shul understand that in mannes sinne is 
every maner order, or ordinance, toumed up so 
doun. For it is soth, that God and reson, and sen- ! 
^ualitee, and the body of man, ben ordained, that ' 


evcrich of thise foure thinges shuld have lordship 
over that olhei : as tlius ; God shuld have lordship 
over ic«!on, and leson over scnsualitee, and sensua- 
litee over the body of man. But sothly whan man 
sinneth, all this oidie, or oidiiiance, is turned up 
so doun ; and therfore than, for as moche as reson 
of man ne wol not be siihget ne obeisant to God, 
that is his lord by right, therfore le^eth it the lord- 
ship that it shuld have over sensualitee, and eke 
over the body of man ; and why ^ for sensualitee 
1 ebelleth than ayenst reson : and by that way leseth 
leson the lordship over sensualitee, and over the 
body. For right as reson is rebel to God, light so 
IS sensualitee rebel to reson, and the body also. 
And certes this disordmance, and this rebellion, our 
Lord Jesu Crist abought upon his precious body fid 
dere ; and herheneth in whiche wise. For as moche 
as reson is rebel to God, the. fore is man worthy to 
have sorwe, and to be ded. This suffred our Lord 
Jesu Crist for man, after that he had be beferaied 
of his disciple, and distreined and bounde, so that 
his blood brast out at every nail of his hondes, as 
saith Seint Augustin. And feithermoie, for as 
moche as reson of man wol not daunt sensualitee 
whan It may, therfore is man worthy to have shame: 
and this sufered our Lord Jesu Crist for man, whan 
they spitten in his visage. And fertherover, for as 
moche as the caitif body of man is rebel both to 
reson and to sensualitee, therfore it is worthy the 
deth; and this suffered our Lord Jesu Crist upon 
the crosse, wheras ther was no part of his body free, 
without gretc peine and bitter passion. And all 
this suffred our Loid Jesu Crist that never forfaited; 
and thus sayd he : To mochel am I peined, for 
thinges that I never deserved : and to moche de-J 
fouled for shendship that man is worthy to haveJ 
And therfoie may the sinful mau wel say, as sayth 
SemtBeinard : Accuiaed be the bitternesse of my 
sinne, for whiche ther must be suffered so moche 
bitternesse. For certes, after the diveis discor- 
dance of our wickednesse was the passion of Jesu 
Crist ordeined m divers thinges ; as thus. Certes 
oinful mannes soule is betraied of the divel, by co- 
veitise of temporel-prosperitee; and scorned by 
disceite, whan he cheseth fleshly delites ; and yet 
It IS turmented by impatience of adversitee, and 
hespet by servage and subjection of sinne; and at 
the last it is slam Anally. For this discordance of 
sinful man, was Jesu Crist Arst betiaied; and after 
j that was he bounde, that came for to nnbmde us of 
i sinne and of peme. Than was he bescorned, that 
I only shuld have ben honoured in alle thinges and of 
alle thinges. Than was his visage, that ought to 
I desired to be seen of all mankind (in which visage 
I angels desiren to loke) vilainsly bespet Ilian was 
be scourged that nothing had tiespassed; and 
Anally, than was he cruciAed and slam. Than 
were accomplished the wordes of Esaie: He was 
wounded for our misdedes, and defouled for our fe- 
lonies. Now sith that Jesu Crist toke on himself 
the peme of all our wickednesses, moche ought 
sinful man to wepe and to bewail^ that for his 
smnes Goddes sone of Heven shuld all this peme 
endure. ^ 

The sixte thing, that shuld move a man to con- 
trition, is the hope of three thinges, that is to say, 
foryevenesse of sinne, and the yeft of grace for to 
do wel, and the glorie of Heven, with whiche God 
shal guerdon man for his good dedes* And for as 
moche as Jesu Crist yeveth us thise yeftes of his 
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iargenessse, and of his soveraine bountee, theifoie is 
he cleped, Jesus Nazaienus Rex Judceosum. Jeius 
is for to say, saviour or salvation, on whom men 
shul hopen to have foiyevenesse of sinnes, which 
that IS proprely saJvation of sinnes And therfore 
sayd the angel to Joseph : Thou shalt clepe his 
name Jesus, that shal saven his peple of hir sinnes. 
And hereof saith Seint Peter : Ther is non other 
name under Heven, that is yeveii to anv man, by 
which a man may be saved, but only Jesus. Na- 
^arenus is as moche for to say, as floui ishing, in 
which a man shal hope, that he, that yeveth him 
remission of sinnes, shal yeve him also grace wel 
for to do : for in the flour is hope of fruit in time 
coming, and in foryevenesse of sinnes hope of grace 
wel to do. I was at the (lore of thin heite, sayth 
Jesus, and cleped for to enter. He that openeth 
to me, shal have foryevenesse of his ^nnes, and I 
wol enter into him by my grace, and soupe with 
him by the good werkes that he shal don, which 
werkes ben the food of God, and he shal soupe with 
me by the gret joye that I shal yeve him. Thus 
shal man hope, that for his weikes of penance God 
shal yeve him his regne, as he behight him in the 
gospel. 

Now shal man understande, in which maner shal 
be his contrition. I say, that it shal be universal 
and total j this is to say, a man shal be veray re- 
pentant for all hiS sinnes, that he hath don in delite 
of his thought, for delite is perilous. For ther ben 
two maner of consentmges ; that on of bem is 
cleped consenting of affection, whan a man is meved 
.to do smne, and than deliteth him longe for to 
thmke on that sinne, and his reson apperceiveth it 
. wel, that it is sinne ayenst the lawe of God, and yet 
his reson refraineth not his foule delite or talent, 
though he see wel apertly, that it is ayenst the re- 
verence of God; although his reson consent not to 
do that sinne indede, yet sayn som doctours, that 
swiche delite that dwelleth longe is ful perilous, al 
be it never so lite. And also a man shuld sorow, 
namely for all that ever he hath desired ayenst the 
lawe of God, withpaifite consenting of his leson, for 
theiof is no doute, that it is dedly sinne in consent- 
ing: for certes ther is no dedly smne, but that it is 
first in mannes thought, and after that in his delite, 
and so forth into consenting, and into dede. Wher- 
fore I say, that many men ne repent hem never of 
swiche thoughtes and delites, ne never shriven hero 
of it, but only of the dede of gret sinnes outward • 
wherfore I say, that swiche wicked delite# hen subtil 
begilers of hem that shul be dampned Moreover 
man ought to sorwen for his wicked wordes, as wel 
as for his wicked dedes : for certes repentance of a 
singular smne, and not repentant of all his other 
sinnes; or elles repenting him of all his other 
-sinnes, and not of a smguler sinne, may not availe. 
For certes God Almighty is all good ; and therfore, 
either he foryeveth all, or elles i ight nought. And 
therfore sayth Seint Augustin : I wote certainly, 
that God IS enemy to every sinner : and how than ? 
he that observeth on sinne, shal be have foryeve- 
nesse of the lemenant of his other smnes ^ Nay. 
And furtherover contrition shuld be wonder sorwe- 
ful and anguishous: and therfore yeveth him God 
plainly his mercie: and therfore whan my scale 
was anguishous, and sorweful within me, than had 
I remembrance of God, that my praier might come 
to him. Furtherover contritiou muste be con- 
tinue!, and that man have stedfast purpose to shrive 


him, and- to amend him of his lif. For sothly, wbile 
contrition lasteth, man may ever hope to have for- 
yevenesse, And of this cometh bate of sinne, that 
destroyeth smne bothe in himself, and eke in other 
folk at his power. For which sayth David: They 
that love God, hate wiefcednesse : for to love God, 
is for to love that he loveth, and hate that he 
bateth. 

The last thing that men shull undei stand in con- 
trition IS this, wherof avail etb contrition. I say, 
that contrition somtime delivereth man fio sinne: 
of which David saith : I say, (quod David) I pni- 
posed fermely to shrive me, and thou Lord re- 
lesedest my smne. And right so as contrition 
availeth not without sad purpos of shrift and satis- 
faction, right so litel worth is shiiftor satisfactioii 
withouten contrition. And moreover contrition 
destroyeth the prison of Helle, and maketh weke 
and feble all the strengthes of the devils, and re- 
storeth the yeftes of the holy gost, and of all good 
vertues, and it clenseth the soule of smne, and de- 
livereth it fro the peine of Helle, and fro the com- 
pagnie of the devil, and fro the servage of sinne, 
and restoreth it to all goodes spiiituel, and to the 
compagme and communion of holy chirche. And 
fuitherovcr it maketh him, that whilom was sone of 
ire, to be the sone of grace : and all these thinges 
ben preved by holy writ. And therfore he that 
wold set his enteut to thise thinges, he were ful 
wise : for sothly he ne shuld have than in all hit 
Ilf corage to sinne, but yeve his herte and body to 
the service of Jesu Cnst, and therof do him homage. 
For certes our Lord Jesu Crist hath spared us so be- 
nignely in our folies, that if he ne had pitec on 
mannes soule, a sory song might we alle singe. 

Explicit pima pars penitentia i et incipit pars se- 
cunda. 

The second part of penitence is confession, and 
that is signe of contrition. Now shul ye understonde 
what isL confession ; and whether it ought nedes to 
be don or non : and which thinges ben covenabi© to 
veray confession. 

First shalt thou understande, that confession is 
veray shewing of sinnes to the preest; this is to saie 
veray, for he must confess© him of all the condi- 
tions that belongen to his smne, as ferforth as he 
can: all must be sayd, and nothing excused, no 
hid, ne forwrapped. and not avaunt him of his 
good werkes. Also it is necessarie to undei stand© 
whennes that sinnes springen, and how they en- 
cresen, and which they ben. 

Of spnng'ngof sinnes saith Seint Foule in this 
wise: that light as by on man sinne entred first 
into this world, and thurgh smne detb, right so detli 
entreth into alle men that sinnen : and this man 
was Adam, by whom sinne entred into this world, 
whan he brake the commandement of God. And 
therfore he that first was so mighty, that he ne 
shuld have died, became swiche on that he must 
nedes die, whether he wold or no ; and all his pro- 
genie in this world, that in thilke maner sinnen 
dien. Loke that m the estat of innocence, whan 
Adam and Eve weren naked m Paradise, and no 
thing ne hadden shame of hir nakedpesse, how 
that the serjient, that was most wily of all other 
bestes that God had made, sayd to the woman : 
Why commanded God you, that ye shuld not etc 
of every tree in Paradise ? The woman answered : 
Of the fruit, sayd she, of the trees of Paradise 
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Tve fedeii us, but of the fruit of the tree that is in 
the middel of Paradise God foibode us for to etcn, 
ne to touche it, lest shuld die. The serpent 
sayd to the isoman Nay, nay, ye shul not dien 
of deth 5 for soth God wote, that what day that ye 
cte theiof your eyen shul open, and ye shul be as 
goddes, knovving good and haime. The woman 
saw that the tree was good to feding, and faire to 
the eyen, and delectable to the sigjit ; she toke of 
the fiuit of the tree and did ete, and yave to hue 
husbond, and he ete; and anon the eyen of hem 
both opened ; and whan they knewe that they were 
naked, they sowed of a fig-tree leves in maner of 
hreelies, to hiden hir members. Here mow ye seen, 
that dedly sinne hath first suggestion of the fende, 
as sheweth here by the adder ; and afterward the 
debt of the flesh, as sheweth here by Eve; and 
after that the consenting of reson, as sheweth by 
Adam. For tnist wel, though so it were, that the 
fende tempted Eve, that is to say, the flesh, and the 
flesh had delit m the beautee of the fruit defended, 
yet ceites til that reson, that is to say, Adam, con- 
sented to the eting of the fruit, yet stode he m the 
state of innocence. Of thilke Adam toke we thilke 
smne original; fiom him fleshly discended be we 
all, and engendred of vile and corrupt mater : and 
whan the soule is put in our bodies, right anon is 
contract original sinne ; and that, that was erst but 
only peine of concupiscence, is afterward both peine 
and smne : and therfoie we ben all yhome sones of 
wrath, and of dampnation perdurable, if ne were 
baptisme that we receive, which benimeth us the 
culpe. but forsoth the peine dwelleth with us as to 
temptation, which peine hight concupiscence. This 
concupiscence, whan it is wrongfully disposed or 
oideined in man, it maketh him coveit, by coveitise 
of flesh, fleshly sinne by sight of his eyen, as to 
erthly thiuges, and also coveitise of highnesse by 
pride of herte. 

Now as to Speke of the first coveitise, that is con- 
cupiscence, after the lawe of our membres, that 
were lawfully ymaked, and by rightful jugement 
of God, I say, for as moche as a man is not obei-sant 
to God, that is his Lord, therfore is his herte to him 
disobeisant thurgh concupiscence, which is called 
nourishing of sinne, and occasion of smne. Ther- 
fore, all the while that a man hath within him the 
peme of concupisence, it is impossible, but be he 
tempted somtime, and moved in his flesh to smne. 
And this thing may not faile, as long as he hveth. 
It may wel waxe feble by vertue of baptisme, and 
by the grace of God thurgh penitence ; but fully ne 
shal it never quenche, that he ne shal somtime be 
meved in himselfe, but if he were refreined by sike- 
nesse, or malefice of sorcerie, or cold drmkes. For 
lo, what sayth Seint Poule: The flesh coveiteth 
ayenstthe spint, and the spirit ayenst the flesh : 
they ben so contrarie and so stnven, that a man 
may not alway do as he wold. The same Seint 
Poule, after his gret penance, in water and in lond : 
iu water by night and by day, in gret peril, and m 
gret peine j in lond, in grete famine and thurst, 
cold and clothles, and ones stoned almost to deth , 
yet sayd he, Alas ! I caitif man, who shal deliver 
me fro the prison of my caitifbody? And Seint 
Jerom, whan he long time had dwelled m deseit, 
wheras he had no compagnie but of wilde bestes; 
wher as he had no mete but herbes, and water to 
his diinke, ne no bed but the naked erth, wherfore 
his dti-h was black, as an Ethiopian, for hete, and 


nie destroyed for cold yet sayd he, that ttid 
brenmng of lechene boiled in all his body. Whet- 
foie I wot wel sikerly that they be deceived that 
say, they be not tempted m hir bodies. Witnesse 
Seint James that sain, that every wight is tempted 
in his owen conscience , that is to say, that echc 
of us hath mater and occasion to be tempted of the 
nonshmg of smne, that is in his body. And ther- 
fore sayth Seint John the Evangelist • If we say 
that we hen without sinne, we deceive ourself, and 
truth is not m us. 

Now shul ye understonde, in what maner sinne 
wexeth and encreseth in man. The fiist thing is 
that nourishing of smne, of which I spake, that is 
concupiscence : and after that cometh suggestion 
of the divel, this is to say, the divels belous, with 
which he bloweth in man the fire of concupiscence: 
and after that a man bethinketh him, whether he 
wol do or no that thing to which he is tempted. 
And than if a man withstond and weive the first 
entismg of his flesh, and of the fend, than it is no 
smne ; and if so be he do not, than feleth he anon 
a flame of debt, and than it is good to beware and 
kepe him wel, or elles he wol fall anon to consent- 
ing of smne, and than wol he do it, if he may have 
time and place. And of this mater sayth Moyses 
by the devil, in this maner : The fend sayth, I 
wol chace and pursue man by wicked suggestion, 
and I wol bent him by raevmg and stirring of smne, 
and I wol depart my pris, or my prey, by delibera- 
tion, and my lust shal be accompbsed in debt ; I 
wol draw my swerd in consenting : (for certes, right 
as a swerd departeth a thing in two peces, right so 
consenting departeth God fro man) and than wol I 
sle him with mv bond in dede of smne. Thus 
sayth the fend , for certes, than is a man al ded m 
soule ; and thus is sinne accomplised, by tempta- 
tion, by debt, and by consenting : and than is the 
smne actuel. 

Forsoth sinne is in two manei-s, either it is venial, 
or dedly smne. Sothly, whan a man loveth any 
creature more than Jesu Cnst our creatour, than 
it IS dedly sinne : and venial sinne it is, if a man 
love Jesu Crist lesse than him ought, Foisoth the 
dede of this venial sinne is ful perilous, for it 
amenuseth the love that man shuld have to God, 
more and more. And therfore if a man charge 
himself with many swiche venial sinnes, certes, but 
if so be that he somtime discharge him of hem by 
shnft, they may wel lightly amenuse in him all the 
love that he bath to Jesu Crist: and in this wise 
skippeth venial smne into dedly sinne. For certes, 
the more that a man chargeth his soule with venial 
sinnes, the more he is eiiclined to fall into dedly 
sinne. And therfore let us not be negligent to dis- 
charge us of venial sinnes. For the provei be sayth , 
that many smal maken a gret And berken this 
ensample: A gret wawe of the see cometh som- 
time with so gret a violence, that it drencheth the 
ship; and the same haime do somtime the smaT 
dropes of water, that enteren thurgh a htel crevia 
in the thurrok, and m the botom of the ship, if men 
ben so negligent, that they discharge hem not by 
time. And therfore although ther be difference 
betwix this© two causes of drenching, algates the 
ship IS dreint. Right so fareth it somtime of dedly 
sinne, and of anoioiis venial sinnes, whan they mul- 
tiplie in man so gretly, that thilke woildly thinges 
that he loveth, thurgh which he smneth venially, is 
as gret in his herte as the love of God, or more: and 
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I'herBfbre the love ef every thing that is not beset 
in God, ne don pnncipally for Goddes sake, although 
that a man love it lesse than God, yet is it venial 
smne 5 and dedly sinne is, whan the love of any 
thing weigheth m the herte of man, as moche as 
the love of God, or more. Dedly sinne, as sayth 
Seint Augustine, is, whan a man tourneth his 
herte iro God, whiche that is veray soveraine 
bountee, that may not chaunge, and yeveth his 
herte to thing that may chaunge and flitte; and 
certes, that is every thing save God of Heven. For 
soth IS, that if a man yeve his love, which that he 
oweth to God with all his herte, unto a creature, 
certes, as moche of his love as he yeveth to the i 
same creature, so moche he bereveth fro God, and ! 
therfore doth he sinne ; for he, that is dettour to | 
God, ne yeldeth not to God all his dette, that is to i 
fiayn, all the love of his herte. I 

Now sith man understondeth generally, which is | 
venial smne, than is it covenable to tell specially of 
wnnes, wh iche that m any a man peraventnre demeth 
hem no sinnes, and shnveth him not of the same, | 
and yet natheles they be smnes sothly, as thise 
clerkes writen ; this is to say, at every tyme that 
man eteth and drinketh more than sufBceth to the 
sustenance of his body, in certain he doth sinne 5 
eke whan he speketh more than it nedeth, he doth 
sinne ; eke whan he herkeneth not benignely the 
complaint of the poure ; eke whan he is in hele of 
body, and wol not fast whan other folk fast, without 
cause resonable; eke whan he slepeth more than 
nedeth, or whan he cometh by that eucheson to 
late to chirche, or to other werkes of chantee 5 eke 
whan he useth his wif withouten soveraine desire of 
engendrure, to the honour of God, or for the entent 
to yeld his wif his dette of his body ; eke whan he 
wol not visite the sike, or the pnsoner, if he may 5 
eke if he love wif or child, or other worldly thing, 
more than i eson requircth ; eke if he flatter or blan- 
dise more than him ought for auy necessitee ; eke 
if he araenuse or withdiawe the almesse of the 
poure; eke if he apparaile his mete more delici- 
ously than nede is, or ete it to hastily by Iikerous- 
nesse ; eke if he talke vanitees m the chirche, or at 
Goddes service, or that he be a taler of idle woides 
of foly or vilanie, for he shal yeld accomptes of it 
at the day of dome; eke whan he behigbteth or 
assureth to don thinges that he may not perfoui me ; 
eke whan that he by lightnesse of foly missayeth or 
scometh his neighbour ; eke whan he hath ony 
wicked suspection of thing, ther he ne wote of it no 
sothfastnesse : thise thinges and mo withouten 
nombre be sinnes, as sayth Seint Augustine, Now 
shul ye understonde, that al he it so that non erthly 
man may eschewe al venial sinnes, yet may be re- 
freme him, by the brenning love that he hath to our 
Lord Jesu Crist, and by prayer and confession, and 
other good werkes, so that it shal but litel greve. 
For as sayth Seint Augustine: If a man love God 
in swiche maner, that all that ever he doth is in the 
love of God, or for the love of God veiaily, for he 
brenneth m the love of God, loke how moche that 
0 drope of water, which falleth into a foumeis ful 
of fire, anoieth or greveth the brenning of the fire, 
in like maner anoieth or greveth a venial smne unto 
that man, whiche is stedfast andparfite in the love 
of our Saviour Jesu Cnst Fuithermore, men may 
also refreine and put away venial smne, by receiving 
worthily the precious body of Jesu Cnst; by le- 
ceivmg eke of holy water; by almes (Jede; by ge- 


neral confession of Conjiteor at masse, and at prime 
and at complin, and by blessing of bishoppes and 
preestes, and by other good werkes. 

De septem peedktis mortdibus» 

Now it is behovely to tellen whiche ben dedly 
sinnes, that is to say, chiefetaines of sinnes; for as 
moche as all they ren in 0 lees, but m divers 
maners. Now ben they cleped chiefetaines, for as 
moche^ as they be chiefe, and of hem springen al! 
other sinnes. The rote of thise smnes tham is pnde, 
the general rote of all harmes. For of this rote 
springen certain braunebes: as ne, envie, accidie 
or slouthe, avance or coveitise, (to commun under- 
stondmg) glotome, and leebene : and eche of thise 
chief sinnes hath his braunches and his twigges, as 
shal be declared in hir chapitres folowmg. 

De supeibia. 

And though so be, that no man knoweth utterly 
the nombre of the twigges, and of the harmes that 
comen of pride, yet wol I shew a partie of hem, as 
ye shul understond. Ther is inobedience, avaunt- 
ing, ipocnsie, despit, arrogance, impudence, swell- 
ing of herte, insolence, elation, impatience, stri^ 
contumacie, presumption, irreverence, pertmacie, 
vame glorie, and many other twigges that I cannot 
declare. Inobedient is he that disobeyeth for di^pit 
to the commandements of God, and to his sove- 
laines, and to his gostly fader. Avauntonr, is he 
thatbosteth of the harme or of the bountee that he 
hath don. Ipocnte, is he that hideth to shew him 
swiche as he is, and sheweth him to seme swiche as 
be is not. Despitous, is he that hath disdain of his 
neighebour, that is to sayn, of his even Cnsten, or 
hath despit to do that him ought to do. Arrogant, 
IS he that tbinketh that he hath those bountees in 
him, that he bath not, or weneth that he shulde 
have hem by his deserving, or elles that demeth 
that he be that he is not. Impudent, is he that for 
his pride hath no shame of his smnes. Swelling of 
heite, is whan man rejoyceth him of harme that he 
hath don Insolent, is he that despiseth in his 
^ugement all other folk, as m regarde of his value, 
of his conning, of his speking, and of his bering. 
Elation, is whan he ne may neither sufire to have 
niaister ne felawe. Impatient, is he that wol not 
be taught, ne undemome of his vice, and by stnf 
werrieth truth wetmgly, and defend eth his foly, 
CmtumaVj is he that thurgh his indignation is 
ayenst every auctoritee or power of hem that ben 
his soverames. IVesumption, is whan a man un- 
dertaketh an empnse that him ought not to do, or 
elles that he may not do, and this is called surqui- 
dne. Irreverence, is whan man doth not honour 
ther as him ought to do, and waiteth to be reve- 
I renced. Pertitiacie, is whan man defendeth his 
foly, and trusteth to moche in his owen wit Vame- 
glorie, is for to have pompe, and delit in histem- 
porel highnesse, and glorye him in his worldly 
estate. Jangling, is whan man speketh to moche 
before folk, and clappeth as a miile, and taketh no 
kepe what he sayth. 

And yet ther is a privee spice of pride, that 
waiteth first to be salewed, or he wol salew, all be 
he lesse worthy than that other is ; and eke be 
waiteth to sit, or to go above him m the way, or 
kisse the pax, or ben enceused, or gon to offnng 
before his neighbour, and swiche sembl able thinges, 
ayenst his duetee peraventure^ but that hehathhia 
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herte and his entente, in swiche a proude desire, to 
be magnified and honoured beforn the pople. 

Now ben ther two maner of prides ; that on of 
hem IS within the herte of a man, and that other 
is without. Of swiche soth^'- thise foiesayd thinges, 
and mo than I have sayd, apperteinen to pride, 
that IS within the herte of man ; and ther be other 
spices of pnde that ben withonten : but natheles, 
that on of thise spices of pride is signe of that 
other, right as the gay levcsell at the taveine is 
signe of the win that is in the celler. And this is 
in many thinges: as in speche and contcnance, and 
outragious array of clothing: for ceites, if ther 
had ben no smne in clothing, Cnst wol not so sone 
have noted and spoken of the clothing of thilke 
rich man in the gospel. And, as Seint Gregory 
sayth, that piecious clothing is culpable for the 
derthe of it, and for his sofknesse, and for his 
strangenesse and disguising, and for the super- 
fluitee, or for the inordinate scantnesse of it, alas ' 
may not a man see as in oui daies, the smneful 
costlewe array of clothing, and namely into moche 
superfluitee, or elles into disordinate scantnesse ? 

As to the firste sinne in superfluitee of clothing, 
whiche that maketh it so dere, to the harme of 
the peple, not only the coste of the enbrouding, 
the disguising, endenting or barring, oundmg, pa- 
ling, winding, or bending, and semblable wast of 
cloli in vanitee; bat ther is also the costlewe fur- 
ring in hir gounes, so moche pounsomng of chesel 
to maken holes, so moche dagging of sheres, with 
the superfluitee m length of the foresaide gounes, 
trailing in the dong and m the myre, on hors and 
eke on foot, as wei of man as of woman, that all 
thilke trailing is veraily (as in effect) wasted, con- 
sumed, thredbare, and rotten with dong, rather 
than it is yeven to the poure, to gret damage of 
the foresayd poure folk, and that in sondry wise : 
this is to sayn, the more that cloth is wasted, the 
moic must it cost to the poure peple for the scarce- 
nesses and furtherover, if so be that they wolden 
yeve swiche pounsoned and dagged clothing to the 
poure peple, it is not convenient to weie for hir 
estate, ne suffisant to bote hir necessitee, to kepe 
hem fico the distemperance of the firmament. 
Upon that other side, to speke of the hornble dis- 
oiffmat scantnesse of clothing, as ben thise cutted 
sloppes or hanselines, that thurgh hir shortnesse 
cover not the shameful raembres of man, to wicked 
entente , alas ' som of hem shewen the bosse and 
the shape of thehoirible swollen membres, that 
semen like to the maladie of hernia, m the wrap- 
ping of hir hosen, and eke the buttokkes of hem 
behinde, that faren as it were the hinder pai t of a 
she ape in the ful of the mone. And moreover 
the wretched swollen membies that they shew 
thurgh disguising, in depaiting of Iiir hosen in 
white and rede, semeth that half hir shameful 
privee membres weie flaine. And if so be that 
they departe hir hosen in other colours, as is white 
and blewe, or white and blake, or blake and lede, 
and so forth ; than semeth it, as by variance of , 
colour, that the half part of hir pnvee membres 
ben corrupt by the fire of Seint Anthonie, or by 
cancre, or other swiche mischance. Of the hinder 
part of hir buttokkes it is ful horrible for to see, 
for certes in that parbe of hir body ther as they 
purgen hir stinking ordure, that foule partie shewe 
they to the peple proudely m despite of honestee, 
whiche honestee that Jesu Cnst and his firendes 


observed to shewe in hir lif. Now as to the out- . 
rageous array of women, God wole, that though 
the visages of som of hem semen ful chaste and 
debonaue, yet notifien they, m hir an ay of attire, 

’ likerousnesse and pride. I say not that honestee 
m clothing of man or woman is uncovenable, but 
certes the superfluitee or disordinat scaicitee of 
clotivng -s leprevable. Also the sinne of ornament, 

' or of apparaile, is m thinges that apperteme to 
nding, as into many delicat hors, that ben holden 
for delit, that ben so faire, fatie, and costle<we ; and 
also m many a vicious knave, that is susteined be- 
cause of hem ; m cunous hameis, as in sadles, 
cropers, peitrels, and bndles, covered with precious 
cloth and rich, barred and plated of gold and silver. 
For which God sayth by Zacharie the prophet, I 
wol confounde the nders of swiche hors. These 
folke taken litel regard of the riding of Goddes 
sone of Heven, and of his hameis, whan he rode 
upon the asse, and had non other hameis but 
the poure clothe^, of his disciples, ne we rede 
not that ever he rode on ony other beste. I 
speke this for the smne of superfluitee, and not 
for honestee whan reson it requireth. And more- 
over, ceites pride is gretly notified in holding of 
gret meinie, whan they ben of litel profite or of 
Tight no profite, and namely whan that meine is 
felonous and damageons to the peple by hardinesse 
of high lordeship, or by way of office ; for certes, 
swiche lordes sell than hir lordeship to the devil of 
Helle, whan they susteine the wickednesse of hir 
meinie. Or elles, whan thise folk of low degree, as 
they that holden hoslclries, susteinen thefte of hir 
hostellers, and that is m many maner of deceites : 
thilke maner of folk ben the flies that folowen the 
hony, or elles the houndes that folowen the caraine. 
Swiche foresayde folk stranglen spintuelly hir lorde- 
shipes; for which thus saith David the prophet: 
Wicked deth mot come unto thiJke loideshipes, 
and God yeve that they mote descend into Helle, 
all doun ; for m hir houses is iniquitee and shrewed- 
nesse, and not God of Heven. And certes, hut if 
they don amendement, right as God yave his beni- 
son to Laban by the service of Jacob, and to Pharao 
by the service of Joseph, right so God wol yeve his 
malison to swiche lordeshipes as susteine the wicked- 
nesse of hir seivants, but they come to amende- 
ment. Pride of the table appereth eke fill oft j 
for certes riche men be cleped to festes, ^nd poure 
folk be put away and rebuked ; and also in ex- 
cesse of divers metes pnd dnnkes, and namely 
swiche maner bake metes and dishe metes bren- 
ning of Wilde fire, and peinted and castelled with 
paper, and semblable wast, so that it is abusion to 
thinke. And eke in to gret preciousnesse of vessell, 
and curiositee of minstralcie, by which a man is 
stirred more to the delites of luxune, if so be that 
he sette his herte the lesse upon cure Lord Jesu 
Cnst, it is a sinne; and certamely the dehtes 
might ben so gret in this cas, that a man might 
lightly fall by hem into dedly sinne. The spices 
that sourden of pride, sothly whan they sourden of 
malice imagine^ avised, and forecaste, or elles of 
usage, ben dedly sinnes, it is no doute. And whan 
they sourden by freeltee unavised sodenly, and 
sodenly withdraw again, al be they grevous sinnes, 
I gesse that they be not dedly. Now might men 
aske, wherof that pnde sourdeth and sprmgeth, 

I say that somtime it springeth of the goodes of 
nature, somtime of the g<^es of fortune, and 
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fiomtlme of the goodes of grace. Certes the goodes 
of nature stonden only in the goodes cf the body, 
or of the soule. Certes, the goodes of the body 
ben hele of body, strength, deliveraesse, beautee, 
gentrie, fianchise; the goodes of nature of the 
soule ben good wit, sharpe understonding, sabtil 
engine, vertae naturel, good memorie : goodes of 
fortune ben riches, high degrees of lordshipes, and 
pieisinges of the peple : goodes of grace ben science, 
power to suffre spiritnal travaile, benignitee, ver- 
tuous contemplation, withstondmg of temptation, 
and setnblable thmges: of which foresayd goodes, 
certes it is a gret folie, a man to piiden him in ony 
of hem all. Now as for to speke of goodes of na- 
ture, God wote that somtime we have hem m nature 
as moche to our damage as to our profite. As for 
to Speke of hele of body, trewely it passeth fill 
lightly, and also it is ful ofte encheson of sikenesse 
of the soule: for God wote, the flesh is a gret 
enemy to the soule; and therfoie the more that 
the body is hole, the more be we in peril to falle. 
Eke for to priden him in bis strength of body, it is 
a grete folie : for certes the flesh coveiteth ayenst 
the spinte: and ever the more strong that the 
flesh IS, the sorier may the soule be : and over all, 
this strength of body, and worldly hardinesse, 
causeth fnl oft to many man peril and meschauce, ! 
Also to have pride of gentne is light giet folie; i 
for oft time the gentne of the body beiiimeth the ; 
gentrie of the soule; and also we ben all of o fader 
and of 0 moder ; and all we ben of o nature rotten 
and corrupt, both nche and poure. Forsoth o 
maner gentne is for to preise, that appareilleth 
mannes corage with vertues and moraditees, and 
maketh himCristes child j for trusteth wel, that 
over what man that sinne hath maistiie, he is a 
veray cheil to smne. 

Now hen ther general signes of gentilnesse ; as 
eschemng of vice and nbaudiie, and servage of 
smne, in word, and m werk and countenance, and 
using veitue, as courtesie, and clenenesse, and to ! 
be liberal 5 that is to say, large by mesure 5 for ! 
thilke that passeth mesure, is folie and sinne. ! 
Another is to remember him of bountee, that he j 
of other folk hath received. Another is to be 
benigne to his subgettes ; wherfore saith Seneke ; 
Ther is nothing more covenable to a man of high 
estate, than debonairtee and pitee: and theifore 
thise flies that men clepen bees, whan they make 
hir king, they chesen on that that hath no pricke, 
wherwith he may stmg. Another is, man to have 
a noble herte and a diligent, to atteine to high 
vertuous thmges. Now certes, a man to priden 
him in the goodes of grace, is eke an outrageous 
folie . for thilke yeftes of grace that shuld have 
toumedhim to goodnesse, and to medicine, toumeth 
him to venime and confusion, as sayth ^int Gre- 
gorie, Certes also, who so pndeth him in the 
goodnesse of foitune, he is a gret fool ; for som- 
time is a man a gret lord by the morwe, that is a 
caitife and a wretch or it be night : and somtime 
the richesse of a man is cause of his deth : and 
somtime the delites of a man ben cause of grevous 
maJadie, thurgh which he dieth. Certes, the com- 
mendation of the peple is ful false and brotel for 
to trustj this day they preise, to-morwe they blame. 
God wote, desire to have commendation of the pe-' 
pie hath caused deth to many a besy man. 


Reme^um, superka. 

Now sith that so is, that ye have undeistond 
what IS pride, and which be the sp'ces of it, and 
how meniies pvide sourdeth and spnngeth; now ye 
shul understood which is the leinedie ayenst it 
Humilitee or mekenesse is the remedy ayenst pi ide; 
that is a vertue, thurgh which a man hath reray 
knowlege of himse'f, and holdeth of himself no 
deintee, ne no pus, as in regard of his dcsertes, 
considenng ever h's free! tec. Now hen ther three 
maner of humilitees ; as humilitee m herte, and 
another in the mouth, and the thndde in werkes. 
The humilitee in herte is m foure manei’s : that on 
j IS, whan a man holdeth himself as nought worth 
before God of Heven : the second is whan he des- 
piseth non other man : the thridde is, whan he ne 
recketh nat though men holde him nought worth; 
and the fourth is, whan he is not soiy of his humi- 
liation. Also the humilitee of mouth is m foure 
thmges, m attemperat spechej in humilitee of 
speche; and whan he confesseth with his owen 
mouth, that he is swiche as he thinketh that he is 
m his herte; another is, whan he preiseth the 
bountee of another man and nothing therof amen- 
useth. Humilitee eke in werkes is in foure maners. 
The first is, whan be putteth other men before him; 
the second is, to chese the lowest place of all ; the 
thndde L, gladly to assent to good conseil ; the 
fourth is, to stond gladly to the award of his 
soveraine, or of him that his higher m degree; 
certain this is a gret werk of humilitee. 

De inv^dicu 

After pnde wol I speke of the foule sinne of 
envie, which that is, after the w-ord of the phi- 
losopher, sorwe of other mennes prospentee ; and 
after the word of ^emt Augustine, it is sorwe of 
other mennes wele, and joye of other mennes 
barme. This foule sinne is platly ayenst the Holy 
Gost. A 1 be it so, that every sinne is ayenst the 
Holy Gost, yet natheles, for as moche as bountee 
apperteinelh proprely to the Holy Gost, and envie 
cometh proprely of malice, theifofe it is proprely 
ayenst the bountee of the Holy Gost. Now bath 
malice two spices, that is to say, haidinesse of 
heite in wickednesse, or elles the flesh of man is so 
blind, that he considereth not that he is in sinne, 
or recketh not that he is in smne; which is the 
hardinesse of tlie divel. That other spice of envie 
IS, whan that a man weirieth trouth, whan he wot 
that it IS trouth, and also whan he werrieth the 
grace of God that God hath yeve to his neighbour; 
and all this is by envie. Certes than is envie the 
werst smne that is; for sothly all other sinnes be 
somtime only ayenst on special veitue: but certes 
envie is ayenst al maner vertues and alle good- 
nesse; foi It IS soiy of all bountee of his neigh- 
bour : and m this maner it is divers fiom all other 
sinnes ; for wel unnethe is ther any sinne that it 
ne hath som delit m h mself, save only envie, that 
ever hath in himself anguish and sorwe. The 
spices of envie ben these. Ther is first sorwe of 
other mennes goodnesse and of hir prosperitee; 
and prosperitee ought to he kindly mater of joye ; 
than is envie a sinne ayenst kinde. The seconde 
spice of envie is joye of other mennes harme; and 
that IS proprely like to the divel, that everie- 
joyseth him of mannes harme. Of thise two 
spices copieth backbiting ; and this sinne of back- 
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biting oir detracting hath certain spices, as thus : 
som man preiseth his neighbour by a wicked en- 
tente, for he maketh alway a wicked knotte at the 
laste ende : alway he maketh a but at the last ende, 
that IS digne of more blame, than is worth all the | 
preising. The second spice is, that if a man be j 
good, or doth or sayth a thing to good entente, the i 
backbiter wol tume all that goodnesse up so doun ! 
to his shrewd© entente. The thndde is to ameuuse 
the bountee of his neighbour. The fourthe spice | 
of backbiting is this, that if men speke goodnesse 
of a man, than wol the backbiter say; parfay 
swiche a man is yet better than he ; in dispreising 
of him that men preise. The fifth spice is this, for 
to consent gladly to herken the harme that men 
speke of other folk. This sinne is ful gret, and ay 
encreseth after the wicked entent of the backbiter. 
After backbiting cometh gmtchmg or murmurance, 
and somtime it spnngeth of impatience ayenst God, 
and somtime ayenst man, Ayenst God it is whan 
a man grutcheth ayenst the peine of Helle, or 
ayenst poverte, or losse of catel, or ayenst rain or 
tempest, or elles grutcheth that shrewes have pros- 
peritee, or elles that good men have adversitee: 
and all thise thinges shuld men suffre patiently, 
for they comen by the rightful jugement and or- 
dinance of God. Somtime cometh grutching of 
avarice, as Judas grutched ayenst the Magdeleine, 
whan she anointed the bed of our Lord Jesu Cnst 
with hire precious oynement. This maner mur- 
munng is swiche as whan man grutcheth of good- 
nesse that himself doth, or that other folk don of 
hir owen catel. Somtime cometh murmur of pride, 
as whan Simon the Pharisee grutched ayenst the 
Magdeleine, whan she appioched to Jesu Crist and 
wept at his feet for hire sinnes : and somtime it 
sourdeth of envic, whan men discover a mannes 
harme that was pnvee, or bereth him on bond 
thing that is false. Murmur also is oft among 
servants, that grutchen whan hir soveraines bidden 
hem do leful thinges , and for as moche as they 
dare not openly withsay the commaundement of 
hir soveraines, yet wol they say harme and grntche 
and murmure pnvely for veray despit; which 
wordcs they call the divels Pater nostet, though so 
be that the divel had never Pater nosier but that 
lewed folke yeven it swiche a name. Somtime it 
cometh of ire or pnvee hate,’ that nonrisheth ran- 
cour in the herte, as afterward I shal declare. 
Than cometh eke bittemesse of herte, thurgh which 
bitternesse every good dede of his neighbour semeth 
to him bitter and unsavory. Than cometh discord 
that unbindeth all maner of frendship. Than 
cometh scorning of his neighbour, al do he never 
so wel. Than cometh accusing, as whan a man 
seketh occasion to annoyen his neighbour, which is 
like the craft of the divel, that waiteth both day 
and night to accusen us all. Than cometh mahg- 
nitee, thurgh which a man annoieth his neighbour 
pnvely if he may, and if he may not, algate his 
wicked will shal not let, as for to breune his hous 
pnvely, or enpoison him, or sle his bestes, and 
semblable thinges. 

Remedlum tnvidice. 

Now wol I speke of the remedie ayenst this foule 
sinne of envie. Firste is the love of God princi- 
pally, and loving of his neighbour as himself: for 
^^othly that on ne may not be without that other. 
Xnd trust wel, that in the name of thy neighbour ‘ 


thou shaft understande the name of thy brother; 
for certes all we have on fader fleshly, and on 
moder; that is to say, Adam and Eve; and also 
on fader spirituel, that is to say, God of Heven. 
Thy neighbour art thou bounde for to love, and 
wiU him all goodnesse, and therfore sayth God : 
Love thy neighbour as thyself; that is to say, to 
salvation both of lif and soule. And moreover 
thou shaft love him m word, and m benigne amo- 
ncsting and chastising, and comfort him in his 
anoyes, and praye for him with all thy herte. And 
m dede thou shal love him in swiche wise that thou 
shaft do to him in charitee, as thou woldest that it 
were don to thin owen person: and therfore thou 
ne shaft do him no damage in wicked word, ne 
harme in his body, ne in his catel, ne in his soule 
by entising of wicked ensample. Thou shaft not 
desire his wif, ne non of bis thinges. Understonde 
eke that m the name of neighbour is comprehended 
his enemy: certes man shal love his enemy for 
the commandment of God, and sothly thy frend 
thou shaft love in God. I say thin enemy shaft 
thou love for Goddes sake, by his commandement ; 
for if it were reson that man shulde hate his enemy, 
forsoth God n*olde not receive us to his love that 
ben his enemies. Ayenst three maner of wronges, 
that his enemy doth to him, he shal do three 
things, as thus: ayenst hate and rancour of herte, 
he shal love him in herte : ayenst chiding and 
wicked wordes, he shal pray for his enemy: ayenst 
the wicked dede of his enemy he shal do him 
bountee. For Cnst sayth : Love your enemies, 
and prayeth for hem that speke you harme, and 
for hem that chasen and pursuen you : and do 
bountee to hem that haten you, Lo, thus com- 
andeth us our Lord Jesu Cnst to do to our enemies : 
forsoth nature dnveth us to love our frendes, and 
parfay our enemies have more nede of love than 
our frendes, and they that more nede have, certes 
to hem shal men do goodnesse. And certes in 
thilke dede have we remembrance of the love of 
Jesu Crist' that died for his enemies : and in as 
moche as thilke love is more grcvous to performe, 
so moche is more gret the mente, and therfore the 
loving of our enemy hath confounded the venime 
of the divel. For right as the divel is confounded 
by humilitee, right so is he wounded to the deth 
by the love of our enemy : certes than is love the 
medicine that casteth out the venime of envie fro 
mannes herte. 

Be i/«. 

After envy wol I declare of the sinne of ire: for 
sothly who so bath envy upon his neighbour, anon 
commonly wol finde him mater of wrath in word 
or in dede ayenst him to whom be hath envie. And 
as wel cometh ire of pride as of envie, for sothly 
be that is proude or envious is lightly wroth, 
j This sinne of ire, after the discriving of Seint 
Augustin, IS wicked will to be avenged by word or 
; by dede. Ire, after the philosophre, is the fervent 
blode of man yquicked in his herte, thurgh which 
he wold harme to him that be hateth : for certes 
the herte of man by enchaufing and meving of his 
blood waxetb so troubled, that it is out of all 
maner jugement of resoii. But ye shul under- 
stonde that iie is m two maners, that on of hem is 
good, and that other is wicked. The good ire is 
by jalousie of goodnesse, thurgh the which man is 
wroth with wickednessc, and again wickedness©. 
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^nd therfove sayth the wis6 man, that ire is better 
than play. This ire is with debonairtee, and it is 
wrothe without bittemesse: not wrothe ayeust the 
man, but wrothe with the mibdede of the man : as 
saith the prophet David : I*ascmmi, et nohte 
peccare. Now understond that wicked ire is in 
two tnaners, that is to say, soden ire or hasty ire 
without aviseiuent and consenting of reson; the 
mening and the sense of this is, that the reson of 
a man ne consenteth not to that soden ire, and 
than it IS venial. Another ire is that is ful wicked, 
that cometh of felonie of herte, avised and cast 
before, with wicked will to do vengeance, and 
therto his reson consenteth: and sothly liis is 
dedly sinne This ire is so displesant to God, that 
it troubleth his hous, and chaseth the Holy Gost 
out of mannes soule, and wasteth and destroyeth 
that iikenesse of G^, that is to say, the veitue 
that IS m mannes soule, and putteth m him the 
Iikenesse of the devil, and benimeth tlie man fro 
God that is his rightftil lord. This ire is ful gret 
plesance to the devil, for it is the devils fomeis 
that he encbaufeth with the fire of Helle. For 
-certes right so as file is more mighty to destroie 
«rthly thinges, than any other element, right so ire 
is mighty to destroie all spintuel thmges. Loke 
how that fire of smal gledes, that ben almost ded 
under ashen, wol quicken ayen whan they ben 
touched with bnmstone, right so ire wol eveimoie 
quicken ayen, whan it is touched with pride that 
is covered in mannes herte. For certes fire ne 
may not come out of no thing, but if it were first 
in the same thing naturelly : as fire is drawne out 
of flintes with stele. And right so as pride is many 
times mater of ire, right so is rancour norice and 
keper of ire. Ther is a maner tree, as sayth Seiat 
Isidore, that whan men make a fire of the saide 
tree, and cover the coles of it with ashen, sothly 
the fire tberof wol last all a yere or more: and 
right so fareth it of rancour, whan it is ones con- 
ceived m the herte of som men, certes it wol lasten 
peraventure from on Easterne day until another 
Easteme day, or more. But certes the same man 
is ful fer from the mercie of God all thilke while. 

In this foresaid devils fomeis ther forgen three 
shrewes j pnde, that ay bloweth and encreseth the 
fire by chiding and wicked wordes : than stondeth 
envie, and holdeth the hot yren upon the herte of 
man, with a pair of longe tonges of longe rancour: 
and than stondeth the sinne of contumelie or strif 
and cheste, and battereth and forgeth by vilams 
reprevings. Certes this cursed sinne annoyeth both 
to the man himself, and eke his neighbour. For 
sothly almost all the harme or damage that ony 
man doth to his neighbour cometh of wrath : for 
certes, outrageous wrathe doth all that ever the 
foule fende willeth or commandeth him ; for he ne 
spareth ney ther for our Lord Jesu Crist, ne his swete 
moder ; and in his outrageous anger and ire, alas! 
alas ! ful many on at that time, feletb in his herte 
ful wickedly, both of Crist, and also of all his 
halwcs. Is not th^s a cursed vice ? Yes certes. 
Alas I it benimmeth fro man his witte and his reson, 
and all his debonaire lif spiriLuel, that shuld kepe 
his soule. Certes it bemmmeth also Goddes due 
lordship (and that is mannes soule) and the love 
of his neighbours : it striveth also all day ayenst 
trouth 5 it reveth him the quiet of his herte, and 
gubverteth his soule. 

Of ire comen thise stinking epgendrurcsi first, 


hate, that is olde wrath : discord, thurgh which a 
man forsaketh his olde frend that he hath loved 
ful long; and than cometh werre, and every maner 
of wrong that a man doth to bis neighbour in body 
or in catel. Of this cursed sinne of ire cometh 
eke manslaughter. And understoudeth wel that 
homicide (that is manslaughter) is in divers wise, 
Som maner of homicide is spintuel, and som is 
bodily. Spintuel manslaughter is in six thmges. 
First, by hate, as sayth St. John: He that bateth 
bis brother, is an homicide. Homicide is also by 
backbiting; of which backbitours sayth Salomon, 
that they have two swerdes, with which they slay 
hir neighbours: for sothly as wicked it is to benime 
of him his good name as his lif. Homicide is also 
in yeving of wicked conseil by firaude, as for to 
yeve conseil to areise wrongful customes and ta- 
iages; of which sayth Salomon: A lion ronng, 
and a here hungne, ben like to cruel Jordes, in 
withholding or abregging of the hire or of the 
wages of servantes, or elles in usurie, or in with' 
drawing of the almesse of poure folk. For which 
the wise man sayth: Fedeth him that almost 
dieth for honger; for sothly but if thou fede him 
thou sleest him. And all thise ben dedly sinnes. 
Bodily manslaughter is whan thou sleest him with 
thy tonge in other maner, as whan thou com- 
mandest to sle a man, or elles yevest conseil to sle 
a man. Manslaughter in dede is in foure maners. 
That on is by lawe, right as a justice dampneth 
him that is culpable to tbedeth: but let the justice 
beware that he do it rightfully, and that he do it 
not for debt to spill blood, but for keping of right- 
wisenesse. Another homicide is don for necessitee, 
as whan a man sleeth another m his defence, and 
that he ne may non other wise escapen fro his 
owen deth : but certain, and he may escape with- 
outen slaughter of his adversarie, he doth sinne, 
and he shal here penance as for dedly sinne. Also 
if a man by cas or aventure shete an arowe or 
cast a stone, with which he sleeth a man, he is an 
homicide. And if a woman by uehgence overlyeth 
hire child in hire slepe, it is homicide and dedly 
sinne. Also whan a man disturbleth conception 
of a childe, and maketh a woman barein by drinkes 
of venimous herbes, thurgh which she may not 
conceive, or sleeth hire child by drinkes, or elles 
putteth certain matenal thing in hire secret place 
to sle hire child, or elles doth unkiude sinne, by 
which man, or woman, shedeth his nature in place 
ther as a childe may not be conceived ; or elles if 
a woman hath conceived, and hurteth hireself, and 
by that mishappe the childe is slaine, yet is it 
homicide. What say we eke of women that mur- 
deren hir children for drede of worldly shame? 
Certes, it is an horrible homicide* Eke if a man 
approche to a woman by desir of lecherie, thurgh 
which the childe is perished ; or elles smiteth a 
wqman wetingly, thurgh which she leseth hire 
child ; all thise ben homicides, and horrible dedly 
sinnes. Yet comen ther of ire many mo sinnes, 
as wel in worde, as m thought and m dede ; as he 
that arretteth upon God, or blameth God of the 
thing of which he is himself gilty ; or despiseth 
God and all his halwes, as don thise cnrs^ ha- 
sardours m divers cqntrees. This cursed sinne don 
they, whun they felen in hire herte ful wickedly of 
God and of his halwes : also whan they treten un- 
reverently the sacrament of the duter, thilke sinne 
It so, gi et, th«t mmeth it may he rdesed, hut that 



CHAUCER’S POEMS. 


15S 

the mercy of God passeth all his werkes, it is so 
gret, and he so benigne. Than cometh also of ire 
attry anger, whan a man is sharpely amonested m 
his shrift to leve his smne, than wol he be angry, ! 
and answere hokerly and angerly, to defend or j 
excuseu his smne by nnstedfastnesse of his fleshe 5 | 
or elles he did it for to hold compagnie with his 
felawes ; or elles he say th the fend enticed him ; 
or elles he did it for his youihe 5 01 elles his com- 
plexion is so corageous that he may not forbere j 
or elles it is his destinee, he sayth, unto a ceitain 
age; or elles he sayth it cometh him of gentilnesse 
of hiis auncestres, and semblable things. All thise 
maner of folke so wrappen hem in hir sinnes, that 
they ne wol not deliver hemself; for sothly, no 
wight that excuseth himself wilfully of his smne, 
may not be delivered of his smne, til that he mekely 
beknoweth his smne. After this than cometh swer- 
ing, that is expresse ayenst the commandement of j 
: and that befalletli often of anger and of ire 
God sayth : Thou shalt not take the name of thy i 
Lord God in idel. Also our Lord Jesu Cnst sayth 1 
by the word of Seint Mathew : Ne shal ye not 1 
swere m all manere, neyther by Heven, for it is ' 
Goddestrone: neby erthe, for it is the benche 
of his feet: ne by Jerusalem, for it is the citee of 
a gret king : ne by thin bed, for thou ne mayst 
not make au here white ne black : but he sayth, 
be your word, ye, ye, nay, nay ; and what that 
is more, it is of evil. Thus sayth Crist For 
Cristes sake swere not so smnefully, m dismcm- 
hrmg of Crist, by soule, berte, bones, and body : 
for certes it semeth, that ye thinken that the cursed 
Jewes dismembred him not ynough, but ye dis- 
membre him more. And if so be that the lawe 
compell you to swere, than reuleth you after the 
lawe of God in your swenng, as sayth Jeremie : 
Thou shalt kepe three conditions; thou shalt 
swere in trouth, in dome, and in nghtwisenesse. 
This is to say, thou shalt swere soth; for every 
lesing IS ayenst Cnst; for Cnst is veray trouth: 
and thmke wel this, that every gret swerer, not 
compelled lawfully to swere, the plage shal not 
depart fro his hous, while he useth unleful swering. 
Thou shalt swere also in dome, whan thou art con- 
stremed by the domesman to witnesse a tiouth. 
Also thou shalt not swere for envie, neyther for 
favour, ne for mede, but only for rightwjsenesse, 
and for declaring of trouthe to the honour and 
worship of God, and to the aiding and helping of 
thin even Cl isten. And theifore eveiy man that 
taketh Goddes name m idel, or falsely swereth 
with his mouth, or elles taketh on him the name 
of Crist to be called a Cristen man, and livetb 
agenst Cristes living and his teching: all they 
take Goddes name in idel. Loke also what sayth 
SJemt Peter ; Actuum iv. Kon est aliud nomen mb 
cosloi &c. Ther is non other name (sayth Serat 
Peter) under Heven yeven to men, m which they 
may he saved ; that is to say, but the name of 
Jesu Cnst. Take kepe eke how precious is the 
name of Jesu Cnst, as sa]^h Semt Poule, ad Phili- 
perues ii. Tn nomine Jem, &c. that in the name 
of Jesu every knee of hevenly creature, or erthly, 
or of Helle, shuld bowen ; for it is so high and so 
worshipful, that tlie cursed feud la Helle shnld 
tremble for to here it named. Than semeth it, 
that men that sweie so horribly by his blessed 
name, that they despise it more boldely than did 


the cursed Jewes, or elles the divel, that tpfembleth 
whan he hereth his name. 

Now certes sith that swenng (but if it be law- 
fully don) is so highly defended, moche worse is 
for to s^'ere falsely, and eke nedeles. 

What say we eke of hem that deliten hem in 
swenng, and hold it a gentene or manly dede to 
swere gret othes ? And what of hem that of veray 
usage ne cese not to swere gret othes, al be the 
cause not worth a straw ? Certes this is horrible 
smne. Swering sodenly without avisement is also 
a giet smne. But let ns go now to that homble 
swenng of adjuration and conjuration, as don thise 
false enchauntours and nigromancers in basins fill 
of water, or in a bright swerd, in a cercle, or in a 
fire, or in a sholder bone of a shepe : I cannot 
sayn, but that they do cursedly and damnably 
ayenst Cnst, and all the feith of holy chiiche. 

What say we of hem that beleven on divinales, 
as by flight or by noise of bnddeb or of bestes, or 
by sorte of geomancie, by di ernes, by chuking of 
dores, 01 ciaking of houses, by gnawing of rattes, 
and swiche manei wretchednesse ^ Certes, all thise 
thinges ben defended by God and holy chirche, for 
which they ben accursed, till they come to amende- 
ment, that on swiche filth set hir beleve. Charmes 
for woundes, or for maladies of men or of bestes, 
if they take any effect, it may be paraventure that 
God suffireth it, for folk shuld yeve the more feith 
and reverence to his name. 

Now wol I speke of lesinges, which generally is 
false signifiance of word, in entent to deceive his 
even Cnsten. Som lesing is, of which ther cometh 
non avantage to no wight ; and som lesing tumeth 
to the profite and ese of a man, and to the dam- 
mage of another man. Another lesing is, for to 
saven his lif or his catel. Another lesing cometh 
of debt for to lie, in which debt, they wol forge a 
long tale, and pemt it with all circumstances, wher 
all the ground of the tale is false. Some lesing 
cometh, for be wol sustein his word: and som lesing 
cometh of recchelesnessewithoutcn avisement, and 
semblable thinges. 

Let us now touche the vice of flaterie, which ne 
cometh not gladly, but for drede, or for covetise* 
Flaterie is generally wrongful preising. Flaterers 
ben the devils nounces, that nourish his children 
with milke of losengerle. Forsoth Salomon sayth, 
that flaterie is werse than detraction: for som- 
time detraction maketh an bautein man be the 
more humble, for he dredeth detraction, but ceites 
flaterie maketh a man to enhaunce his herte and 
bis contenance, Flaterers ben the devils en- 
chauntours, for they maken a man to wenen him- 
self be like that he is not like. They be like to 
Judas, that betrayed God ; and thise flaterers be- 
trayen man to selle him to his enemy, that is the 
devil. Flaterers ben the devils chappelemes, that 
ever singen Placebo, I reken flaterie in the vices 
of lie: for oft time if a man be wroth with another, 
than wol he flater som wight, to susteine him in his 
quairel. 

Speke we npw of swiche cuising as eometh of 
irous herte. Malison generally may be said every 
maner power of harme; swiche cursing bereveth 
man the regne of God, as sayth Seint Poule. And 
oft time swiche cursing wiongfully retometh again 
to him that curseth, as a bird retometh again to 
his owen nest. And over all thing men onglit 



THE PERSONES TALE. 


eschew to curse hir children, and to yeve to the 
devil hir engendrure, as fer forth as in hem is : 
certes it is a giet peril and a grete smne. 

Let us than speke of chiding and repreving, 
which ben ful grete woundes in mannes herte, for 
they unsow the seames of frendship in mannes 
herte . for certes, unnethe may a man be plainly 
accorded with him, that he hath openly reviled, 
repreved, and disclaundred : this is a full gnsly 
sinne, as Crist sayth in the Gospel. And take ye 
kepe now, that he that repreveth his neighbour, 
either he repreveth him by som harme of peine, 
that he hath upon his bodie, as, mesel, croked 
harlot ; or by som sinne that he doth. Now if he 
repreve him by harme of peine, than tumeth the 
repreve to Jesu Crist: for peme is sent by the 
nghtwise sonde of God, and by his sufFrance, be it 
meselrie, or maime, oi maladie . and if he lepreve 
him uncharitably of sinne, as thou holour, thou 
dronkelewe harlot, and so forth; than apperteineth 
that to the rejoicing of the devil, which ever hath 
joye that men don sinne. And certes, chiding may 
not come but out of a vilains heite, for after the 
haboundance of the herte speketh the mouth fal 
oft. And ye shut understond, that loke by any 
way, whan ony man chastiseth another, that he 
beware fro chiding or repreving . for trewely, but 
he beware, he may ful lightly quicken the fire of 
anger and of wrath, which he shuld quench : and 
peraventure sleth him, that he might chastise with 
bemgnitee. For, as sayth Salomon, the amiable 
tonge is the tree of lif ; that is to say, of lif spin- 
tuel. And sothly, a dissolute tonge sleth the spirit 
of him that repreveth, and also of him which is 
repreved. Lo, what sayth Seint Augustine : Ther 
is nothing so like the devils child, as he which oft 
chideth. A servant of God behoveth not to chide. 
And though that chiding be a vilains thing betwix 
all maner folk, yet it is ceites most uncovenable ; 
betwene a man and his wif, for ther is never rest, i 
And therfore sayth Salomon; An bous that is 
uncovered in rayn and dropping, and a chiding 
wif, ben like. A man, which is m a dioppmg hous 
in many places, though he eschew the di opping in 
o place, It droppeth on him m another place : so 
fareth it by a chiding wif ; if she chide him not in 
o place, she wol chide him in another: and ther- j 
fore, better is a morsel of bred with joye, than an 
hous filled ful of delices 'nith chiding, sayth 
Salomon. And Seint Poule sayth: Oye women, 
beth ye subgettes to youi husbonds, as you be- 
hoveth m God; and, ye men, loveth your wives. 

Afterward speke we of scorning, which is a 
wicked, sinne and namely, whan he scometh a 
man for his good werkes: for certes, swiche scoraers 
faren like the foule lode, may not endure to smell 
the swete savour of the ■^dne, whan it flourisheth. 
Thise scomers ben parting felawes with the devil, 
for they have joye whan the devil winneth, and 
sorwe if he leseth. They ben adversaries to Jesu 
Cnst, for they hate that he loveth ; that is to say, 
salvation of sonic. 

Speke we now of wicked cpnseil, for he that 
wicked conseil yevethis atraitour, for he deceiveth 
him that trusteth m him. But natbeles, yet is 
wicked conseil first ayenst himself : for, as sayth 
the wise man, every false living hath tliis propertee 
in himself, that he that wol annoy another man, 
he annoyeth first hiipciself. And^ men shul imdei- 
.stondj that man shal not take his' conseil of false 
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folk, ne of angry folk, or grevous folk, ne of folk 
that loven specially hir owen profit, ne of to moehe 
worldly folk, namely, in conseihng of mannes 
soule. 

Now cometh the sinne of hem that maken dis- 
cord among folk, which is a sinne that Crist hateth 
utterly ; and no wonder is ; for he died for to make 
concord. And more shame don they to Cnst, than 
did they that him crucified: for God loveth better, 
that fiendship be amonges folk, than he did his 
owen body, which that he yave for umtee. Ther- 
fore ben they likened to the devil, that ever is about 
to make discord. 

Now cometh the sinne of double tonge, swiche 
as speke faire before folk, and wickedly behind ; 
or elles they make semblaunt as though they spake 
of good entention, or elles in game and play, and 
yet they spoken of wicked entente. 

Now cometh bewreying of conseil, thurgb which 
a man is defamed: certes unnethe may he restore 
the damage. Now cometh manace, that is an 
open folie : for he that oft manaceth, he threteth 
moie than he may performe ful oft time. Now 
comen idel wordes, that be without profits of him 
[ that speketh the wordes and eke of him that 
heikeneth tlie wordes: or elles idel wordes ben tho 
that ben nedeles, or without entente of natural 
profit. And al be it that idel wordes be somtime 
venial sinne, yet shuld men doute hem, for we shul 
yeve lekenmg of hem before God. Now cometh 
jangling, that may not come withouten smne : and 
as sayth Salomon, it is a signe of apert folie. And 
therfore a philosophre sayd, whan a man axed him 
how that he shuld plese the peple, he answered ; 
“Do many good weikes, and speke few jangelmges.’* 
After this cometh the smne of japeres, that ben 
the devils apes, for they make folk to laugh at 
hir japene, as folk don at the gaudes of an ape: 
swiche japes defendeth Seint Poule. Loke how 
that vertuous wordes and holy comforten hem that 
travaillen in the service of Crist, right so comforten 
the vilains words, and the knakkes of japeres, hem 
that travaillen m the seivice of the devil. Thise 
ben the sinnes of the tonge, that comen of ire, and 
other sinnes many mo. 

Remedium tree. 

The remedie ayenst ire, is a vertue that cleped 
is mansuetude, that is debonaiitee; and eke ano- 
ther vertue, that men clepen patience or suffe- 
raunce. 

Debonairtee withdraweth and refireineth the stir- 
rings and mevmgs of mannes corage m his herte, 
in swich maner, that they ne skip not out by anger 
ne ire. Sufferance suffereth swetely all the annoy- 
ance and the wrong that is don to man outward. 
Seint Jerome sayth this of debonairtee, that it 
doth no harme to no wight, ne sayth : ne for no 
harme that men do ne say, he ne chafeth not 
ayenst leson. This vertue somtime cometh of na- 
ture; for, as sayth the philosophere, A man is a 
quick thing, by nature debonaire, and tretable to 
goodnesse : but whan debonairtee is enformed of 
grace, than it is the more worth. 

Patience is another remedy ayenst ire, and is a 
vertue that suffereth swetely every mannes good- 
nesse, and is not wroth for non harme that is dwi 
to him. The philosophre sayth, that patience is 
the vertue that sufffeth debonairly al the outrage 
of adversitee, and every wicked word. This vertue 



l 60 CHAUCER 

maketh a man like to God, and maketh him Goddes 
owen childe : as sayth Crist. This vertue discom- 
fiteth thin enemies. And therfore sayth the wise 
man r If thou wolt vanquish thin enemie, see thou 
be patient. And thou shalt imderstond, that a 
man suffereth foure maner of grevances in outward 
thinges, ayenst the which foure he must have foure 
maner of patiences. 

The fiist grevance is of wicked wordes. Thilke 
grevance suffred Jesu Cnst, without grutching, ful 
patiently, whan the Jewes despised him and re- 
preved him ful oft. Suffre thou therfore patiently, 
for the wise man saith : If thou strive with a foole, 
though the foole be wroth, or though he laugh, 
algate thou shalt have no reste. Ihat other gre- 
vance outward is to have domage of thy catel. 
Ther ayenst suffired Cnst ful patiently, whan he was 
despoiled of al that he had m this Iif, and that 
n’as but his clothes. The thridde grevance is a 
man to have harme in his body. That suffred 
Crist ful patiently m all his passion. The fourthe 
grevance is m outrageous labour in werkes: wher- 
fore I say, that folk that make hir servants to 
travaile to grevously, or out of time, as in holy 
dayes, sothiy they do gret sinne. Here ayenst 
suffred Crist ful patiently, and taught us patience, 
whan he bare upon his blessed sholders the crosse, 
upon which be shuld suffer despitous deth. Here 
may men leme to be patient; for certes, not only 
cristen men be patient for love of Jesu Cnst, and 
for guerdon of the blisful lif that is perdurable, 
but certes the old Payenes, that never were cris- 
tened, commended en and useden the vertue of 
patience. 

A pbilosophre upon a time, that wold have beten 
his disciple for his giet trespas, for which he was 
gietly meved, and brought a yerde to bete the 
childe, and whan this child sawe the yerde, he 
sayd to his maister : “ What thinke ye to do “ 1 
wol bete thee,” said the maister, “ for thy correc- 
tion.” “ Forsoth,” sayd the childe, “ ye ought 
first correct yourself, that have lost all your pa- 
tience for the offence of a child.” “ Forsooth,” 
sayd the maister all weping, “ thou sayest soth : 
have thou the yeide, my dere sone, and correct 
me for mm impatience.” Of patience cometh 
obedience, thurgh which a man is obedient to 
Cnst, and to all hem to which be ought to be 
obedient in Crist. And understand wel, that obe- 
dience is paifite, whan that a man doth gladly and 
hastily, with good herte entirely, all that he shuld 
do. Obedience geneially, is to performe hastily 
the doctrine of God, and of Ids soveraines, to which 
him ought to be obeisant in all rightwisenesse. 

De acndia» 

After the sinne of wrath, now wol I speke of the 
sinne of accidie, or slouth : for envie blmdeth the 
herte of a man, and ire troubleth a man, and 
accidie maketh him bevy, thoughtful, and wrawe. 
Envie and ire maken bitternesse in herte, which 
bittemesse is mother of accidia, and benimeth him 
the love of alle goodnesse; than is accidie the 
anguish of a tiobble herte. And Seint Augustine 
sayth : It is annoye of goodne^se and annoye of 
harme. Ceites this‘ is a damnable sinne, for it 
doth wrong to Jesu Cn&l, in as moche as it beni- 
meth the service that men shulde do to Cnst with 
alle diligence, as sayth Salomon : but accidie doth 
non swiche ^hgence. He doth all thing with 
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. annoye, and with wiawiirsse, slaknesse, and ex- 
f cusation, with idelnesse and unlust. For which 
the book sayth : Accursed be he that doth the 
service of God negligently. Than is accide enemie 
’ to every estate of man. Foi certes the estate of 
; man is in three manors : either it is the estate of 
I innocence, as was the estate of Adam, before that 
he fell into smne, m which estate he was holden to 
: werk, as in herying and adonng of God. Another 
j estate is the estate of sinful men : in which estate 
I men ben holden to labour in praying to God, for 
: amendement of hir sinnes, and that he wold graunt 
[ hem to rise out of hir sinnes. Another estate is 
the estate of grace, m which estate he is holden to 
j werkes of penitence : and certes, to all thise thinges 
! is accidie enemie and contrary, for he loveth no 
, besinesse at all. -Now certes, this foule sinne of 
! accidie is eke a ful gret enemie to the livelode of 
I the body; for it ne hath no purveaunce ayenst 
[ temporelnecessitee , for it fuisleutheth, forsluggeth, 
and destroieth all goodes temporel by reccheles- 
nesse. 

The fourth thing is that accidie is like hem that 
ben in the peine of Helle, because of hir slouthe 
and of hir hevmesse ; for they that be damned, 
ben so bound, that they may neyther do wel ne 
think wel. Of accidie cometh first, that a man is 
annoied and accombred to do any goodnesse, and 
that maketh that God hath abhomination of swiche 
accidie, as sayth Seint John. 

Now cometh slouthe, that wol not suffre no 
hardnesse ne no penance ; for sothiy, slouthe is so 
tendre and so dehcat, as sayth Salomon, that he 
wol suffre non hardnesse ne penance, and therfore 
he shendeth all that he doth. Ayenst tliis roten 
smne of accidie and slouthe shuld men exercise 
bemself, and use hemself to do good werkes, and 
manly and vertuously cachen corage wel to do, 
thinking that our Lord Jesu Cnst quiteth eveiy 
good deed, be it never so lite. Usage of labour is 
a gret thing : for it maketh, as sayth Seint Ber- 
nard, the labourer to have strong armes and hard 
I smewes: and slouthe maketh hemfebleand tendre. 

I Than cometh drede for to beginne to werke any 
; good werkes : for certes, he that enclineth to sinne, 
him thinketh it is to gret an emprise for to under- 
take the werkes of goodnesse, and casteth m his 
herte, that the circumstances of goodnesse ben so 
grevous and so chargeant for to suffre, that he dare 
not undertake to do werkes of goodnesse, as sayth 
Seint Gregone. 

Now cometh wanhope, that is, despoir of the 
mercy of God, that cometh somtime of to moche 
outrageous sorwe, and somtime of to moche dri*de, 
imag’ning tliat he hath do so moche sinne, that it 
wolde not availe him, though he wolde repent him, 
and forsake sinne: thurgh which despeire or drede, 
he abandonetb all his heite so eveiy maner sinne, 
as sayth Seint Augustine. Which dampnable 
sinne, if it continue unto his end, it is cleped the 
sinne of the Holy Cost. This horrible sin is so 
perilous, that he that is despeired, ther n’ls no 
felonie, ne no smne, that he douteth for to do, as 
shewed wel by Judas. Certes, aboven all sinner 
than IS this sinne most displesant and most ad- 
versane to Crist. Sothiy, he that despeireth him, 
IS like to the coward champion recreant, that flietb 
withouten nede. Alas’ alas! nedeles is he re- 
creant, and nedeles despeired. Certes, the mercy 
of God is ever redy to the penitent person, and hi 
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above all his werkes. Alas ! cannot a man be- 
thinke him on the Gospel of Seint Luke, chap. xv. 
wheras Cnst sayeth, that as wel shal ther be joye 
in Heven upon a sinful man that doth penitence, 
as upon ninety and nine rightful men that neden 
no penitence ? Loke further, in the same Gospel, 
the joye and the feste of the good man that had 
lost his sone, whan his sone was retoumed with re- 
pentance to his fader. Can they notremembre 
hem also, (as sayth Seint Luke, chap, xxiiu) how 
that the thefe that was honged beside Jesu Ciist, 
sayd, Lord remembre on me, whan thou comest 
in thy regne ? Forsotb, said Cnst, I say to thee, 
to-day shalt thou be with me m paradis. Cer- 
tes, ther is non so horiible sinne of man, that 
tie may in his life be destroyed by penitence, 
thurgh vertue of the passion and of the deth of 
Cnst Alas ! what nedeth man than to be des- 
peired, sith that his mercy is so redy and large ? 
Axe and have. Than cometh sompnolence, that 
is, sluggy slumbring, which maketh a man bevy, 
and dull in body and m soule, and this sinne cometh 
of slouthe : and certes, the time that by way of 
reson man shuld not slepe, is by the morwe, but if 
ther were cause resonable. For sothly in the morwe 
tide is most coveuable to a man to say his prayers, 
and for to think on Qod, and to honour God, and 
to yeve almesse to the poure that comen first in 
the name of Jesu Crist. Lo, what sayth Salomon? 
Who so wol by the morwe awake to seke me, he 
shal find me. Than cometh negligence or recche- 
lesnesse that recketh of nothing. And though that 
ignorance be mother of all harmes, certes, negli- 
gence is the nonce. Negligence ne doth no force, 
whan he shal do a thing, whether he do it wel or 
badly. 

The remedie of thise two sinues is, as sayth the 
wise man, that he that dredeth God, spareth not 
to do that him ought to do ; and he that loveth 
God, he wol do diligence to plese God by his werkes, 
and abandon himself, with all his might, wel for i 
to do. Than cometh idelnesse, that is the yate of 
all harmes. An idel man is like to a place that I 
hath no walles ; theras deviles may entei on every | 
side, or shoot at him at discoverte by temptation i 
on every side. This idelnesse is the thurrok of all 
wicked and vilains thoughtes, and of all jangeles, 
trifles, and all ordoure. Certes Heven is yeven to 
hem that will labour, and not to idel folk. Also 
David sayth, they ne be not in the labour of men, 
ne they shul not ben whipped with men, that is to 
say, m purgatone. Certes than someth it they 
shul ben tormented with the Devil m Helle, but if 
they do penance. 

Than cometh the sinne that men elepen tarditas, 
as whan a man is latered, or taryed or he wol tourne 
to God: and certes, that is a gret folie. He is like 
him that falleth in the diche, and wol not anse. 
And this vice cometh of false hope, that thinketh 
that he shal live long, but that hope fiiilleth ful 
oft 

Than cometh lachesse, that is, he that whan he 
begmneth any good werk, anon he wol foilcte it 
and stmt, as don they that have any wight to 
goveme, and ne take of him no moie kepe, anon 
as they find any contrary or any annoy. Tliise 
ben the newe shepherdes, that let hir shepe wet- 
ingly go renne to the wolf, that is in the breies, 
and do no force of hir owen governance. Of this 
cometh poverte and destruction, both of spirituel 
VOL. h 
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and temporel thinges. Than cometh a maner 
coldnebse, that freseth all the herte of man. Than 
cometh undevotion, thurgh which a man is so 
blont, as sayth Seint Bernard, and hath swiche 
langour in his soule, that he may neyther rede ne 
sing in holy chirche, ne here ne think of no devo- 
tion, ne travaile with his hondes in no good werk, 
that it nhs to him unsavory and all apalled. Than 
wexeth he sluggish and slombry, and sone wol he 
be wroth, and sone is enclined to hate and to envie. 
Than cometh the sinne of worldly sorwe swiche as 
is cleped tnstitia, that sleth a man, as sayth Seint 
Poule. For certes swiche sorwe werketh to the 
deth of the soule and of the body also, for therof 
cometh, that a man is annoied of his owen lif. 
Wherfore swiche sorwe sborteth the life of many a 
man, or that his time is come by way of kinde. 

Remedhim accidice^ 

Ayenst this horrible sinne of accidie, and the 
braunches of the same, ther is a vertue that is 
CB.\\ed fortiiudo or strength, that is, an affection, 
thurgh which a man despiseth noyoiis thinges. This 
vertue is so mighty and so vigorous, that it dare 
withstond mightily, and wrastle ayenktbeassautes 
of the Devil, and wisely kepe himself fro periles 
that ben wicked , for it enhaunseth and enforceth 
the soule, right as accidie abateth and maketh it 
feble : for this f or tztudo may endure with long suf- 
ferance the tra^^illes that ben covenable. 

This vertue hath many spices j the first is cleped 
magnanimitee, that is to say, gret corage. For 
certes therbehoveth gret corage ayenst accidie, 
lest that it swalowe the soule by the sinne of sorwe, 
or destroy it with wanhope. Certes, this vertue 
maketh folk to undertake hard and grevous thinges 
by hir owen will, wisely and resonably. And for 
as moche as the Devil fighteth ayenst man more 
by queintise and sleight than by strength, therfore 
shal a man withstond him by wit, by leson, and by- 
discretion. Than ben ther the vertnes of feith, 
and hope in God and in his seintes, to acheven and 
accomplice the good werkes, in the which he pnr- 
poseth fermely to continue. Than cometh seuretee 
or sikemesse, and that is whan a man ne douteth 
no travaile m time coming of the good weikes that 
he hath begonne. Than cometh magnificence, 
that is to say, whan a man doth and performeth 
gret werkes of goodnesse, that he hath begonne, 
and that is the end why that men shuld do good 
werkes. For m the accomplishing of good werkes 
lieth the gret guerdon. Than is ther Constance, 
that is stablenesse of corage, and tins shuld be in 
herte by stedfast feith, and in mouth, and in beiing, 
in chere, and in dede. Eke ther ben mo special 
remedies ayenst accidie, in divers werkes, and m 
consideration of the peines of Helle and of the 
joyes of Heven, and in trust of the grace of the 
Holy Gost, that will yeve him might to perform^ 
his good entent. ' 

De avarUla* 

After accidie wol I speke of avarice, and of 
coveitise. Of which smne Seint Poule sayth: 
The rote of all harmes is coveitise. For sothly, 
whan the herte of man is confounded in itself and 
troubled, and that the soule hath lost the comfort 
of God, than seketh he an idel solas of worldly 
’ thinges. 

Avarice, after the description of Seint Augustine 

M 
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is a likerousnesse in herte to have erthly thinges. 
Som other folk sayn, that avarice is for to purchase 
many erthly thinges, and nothing to yeve to hem 
that han nede. And understood wel, that avarice 
standeth not only in land ne catel, but som time 
in science and in glone, and m every maner out- 
rageous thing is avarice. And the difference be- 
twene avarice and coveitise is this: coveitise is 
for to coveitswiche thinges as thou hast not; and 
avarice is to withholde and kepe swiche thinges 
as thou hast, without nghtful nede. Sothly, this 
avarice is a sinne that is ful dampnahle, for all 
holy writ curseth it, and speketh ayenst it, for it 
doth wrong to Jesu Cri&t; for it bereveth him the 
love that men to hitn owen, and toumeth it back- 
ward ayenst all reson, and maketh that the avari- 
cious man hath more hope in his catel than in Jesu 
Crist, and doth more observance in keping of his 
tresour, than he doth in the service of Jesu Cnst. 
And therfore sayth Semt Poul, that an avaricous 
man is the thraldome of idolatne. 

What difference is ther betwix an idolastie, and 
an avaricious man? But that au idolastre peraven- 
ture ne hath not but o maumet or two, and the 
avaricious man hath many: for certes, every florein 
in his coffire is his maum^. And certes, the sinne 
of maumetrie is the first that God defended in the 
ten commandments, asberethwitaesse,Exod. Chap. 
XX. Thou shalt have no false goddes before me, 
ne thou shalt make to thee no graven thing. Thus 
is an avaricious man, that loveth his tresour before 
God, an idolastre. And thurgh this cursed sinne 
of avarice and coveitise cometh thise hard lord- 
ships, thurgh which men ben distremed by tallages, 
customes, and callages, moie than hir dutee or 
reson is : and eke take they of hir bondmen amerce- 
mentes, which might more resonably be called ex- 
tortions than amercementes Of which amerce- 
mentes, or raunsoming of bondmen, som lordes 
stewardes say, that it is rightful, for as moche as 
a cherl hath no temporel thing, that it ne is his 
lordes, as they say. But certes, thise lordshippes 
don wrong, that bereven hir bondmen thinges that 
they never yave hem. Augastirm de Civitate Dei, 
Ltbro ix. Soth is, that the condition of thraldom 
and the first cause of thraldom was for sinne. 
Genesis v. 

Thus may ye see, that the gilt deserved thral- 
dom, but not nature. Wherfore thise lordes ne 
shuld not to moche glorifie hem in hir loidshipes, 
sith that they by naturel condition ben not lordes 
of hir thralles, but that thraldom came first by 
the deserte of sinne. And furtheiover, ther as the 
lawe sayth, that temporel goodes of bondfolk ben 
the goodes of hir lord : ye, that is for to under- 
stond, the goodes of the emperour, to defend hem 
in hir right, but not to rohbe hem ne to reve hem. 
Therfore sa^h Seneca: The prudent shuld live 
benignely with the thral. Tho that thou clepest 
thy thralles, ben Goddes peple : for humble folk 
ben Cristes frendes ; they ben contubemial with 
the Lord thy king. 

Thinke also, that of swiche seed as cherles 
sprmgen of swiche seed springen lordes: as wel 
may the cherl be saved as the lord. The same 
deth that taketh the cherl, swiche deth taketh the 
lord. Wherfore I rede, do right so with tby cherl 
as thou woldest that thy lord did with thee, if thou 
were in his plight. Every sinful man is a cherl to 
sinne: 1 rede ^ee, thou lord, that thou reule the^ 


in swiche wise, that thy cherles rather love their 
than drede thee. I wote wel, that ther is degree 
above degree, as reson is, and skill is, that men do 
hir devoir, ther as it is due : but certes, extortion, 
and despit of your undeilinges, is dampnahle. 

And furthermore understood wel, that thise con- 
queronres or tyrantes maken ful oft thralles of 
hem, that ben borne of as loyal blood as ben they 
that hem conqueren. This name of thialdom 
was never erst couthe, til that Noe sayd, that his 
sone Cham shuld be thrall to his brethen for his 
sinne. What say we than of hem that pille and 
don extortions to holy chirche ? Certes, the swerd 
that men yeven fiist to a knight whan he is newe 
dubbed, signifieth, that he shuld defend holy 
chirche, and not robbe it ne pille it : and who so 
doth IS traitoiir to Cnst. As saith Seiiit Augus- 
tine: Tho ben the Devils wolves, that strangelen 
the shepe of Jesu Cnst, and don worse than wolves : 
for sothly, whan the wolf hath full his-wombe, he 
stinteth to strangle shepe : but sothly, the pillours 
and destioiers of holy chirches goodes ne do not 
so, for they ne stint never to pille. Now as I have 
: sayd, sith so is, that smne was first cause of thral- 
dom, than IS it thus, that at the time that all this 
woild was m sinne, than was all this world in thral- 
dom, and in subjection : but certes, sith the time 
of grace came, God ordeined, that som folk shuld 
be more high in estate and in degree, and som folk 
more lowe, and that evench shuld be served in his 
estate and his degree. And therfore m som con- 
trees ther as they ben thralles, whan they have 
tourned hem to the feith, they make hir thralles 
free out of thraldom : and therfore certes the lord 
oweth to his man, that the man oweth to the lord. 
The pope clepeth himself servant of the servants 
of God. But for as moche as the estate of holy 
chirche ne might not have ben, ne the commun 
profile might not have be kept, ne pees ne rest in 
erthe, but if God bad ordeined, that som men have 
higher degree, and som men lower; therfore was 
soverainte ordeined to kepe, and mainteine, and 
defend hire underlinges or hire snbjectes in reson, 
as ferforth as it lieth in hire power, and not to de- 
stioyhem ne confound. Wherfore I say, that 
thilke lordes that ben like wolves, that devoure th« 
possessions or the catel of poure folk wrongfully, 
withouten mercy or mesure, they shul receive by 
the same mesure that they have mesored to poure 
folk the mercy of Jesu Cnst, but they it amende. 
Now cometh deceit betwix marchanl and mar- 
chant. And thou shalt understood, that marchan- 
dise IS in two maners, that on is bodily, and that 
other is gostly : that on is honest and leful, and 
that other is dishonest and unleful. The bodily 
marchandise, that is leful and honest, is this : that 
ther as God hath ordeined, that a regne or a con- 
tree IS suffisant to himself, than it is honest and 
leful, that of the hahoundaunce of this contree 
men helpe another contree that is nedy . and'thcr-' 
fore ther must be marchants to bnng fro on contree 
to another hir marchandise. That other marchan- 
dise, that men haunten with fi aude, and trecherie, 
and deceit, with lesinges and false othes, is right 
cursed and dampnahle. Spirituel marchandise is 
proprely simonie, that is, ententif desire to buy 
thing spirituel, that is, thing which apperteineth to 
the seintuarie of God, and to the cure of the soule. 
This desire, if so be that a man do his diligence to 
performc it, al be it that his desire ne take no® 
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effect, yet it is to him a dedly sinne : and if he 
be ordered, he is irreguler. Certes simonie is 
cleped of Simon Magus, that wold have bought for 
temporel catel the yefte that God had yeven by 
the holy gost to Seint Peter, and to the apostles : 
and therfore understond ye, that both he that sell- 
eth and he that byeth thinges spirituel ben called 
Simoniackes, be it by catel, be it by procuring, or 
by fleshly praier of his frendes fleshly frendes, or 
spirituel frendes, fleshly m two maners, as by kin- 
rede or other frendes : sothly, if they pray for him 
that IS not worthy and able, it is simonie, if he 
take the benefice ; and if he be worthy and able, 
ther is non. That other maner is, whan man, or 
woman, prayeth for folk to avaticen hem only for 
wicked fleshly affection which they have unto the 
persons, and that is foule simonie. But certes, in 
service, for which men yeven thinges spintuel unto 
hir seivants, it must he understonde, that the ser- 
vice must be honest, or elles not, and also, that 
it be without bargaining, and that the person be 
able. For (as sayth Seint Damascen) all the 
sinnes of the world, at regard of this sinne, ben as 
thing of nought, for it is the gretest sinne that may 
be after the sinne of Lucifer and of Antacnst : for 
by this sinne God forleseth the cbirche and the 
soule, which he bought with his precious blood, by 
hem that yeven chirches to hem that ben not 
digne, for they put in theves, that stelen the soul^ 
of Jesu Crist, and destroyen his patrimonie. By 
swiche undigne preestes and curates, han lowed 
men lesse reverence of the sacramentes of holy 
chirche: and swiche yevers of chirches put the 
children of Crist out, and put into chirches the Di- 
vels owen sones : they sellen the sonles that lambes 
shuldkepe to the wolf, which strangleth hem: and 
therfore shall they never have part of the pasture 
of lambes, that is, in the blisse of Heven. Now 
cometh hasardne with his apertenauntes, as tables 
and rafles, of which cometh deceit, false othes, 
chidings, and all raving, blaspheming, and reney- 
ing of God, hate of his neyghbours, wast of goodes, 
mispendmg of time, and somtime manslaughter. 
Certes, hasardours ne mow not be without grete 
sinne. Of avaiice comen eke lesinges, theft, false 
Witnesse, and false othes : and ye shul understonde, 
that these be gret smnes, and expresse ayenst the 
commandements of God, as I have sayd. False 
witnesse is eke m word, and m dede : m word, as 
for to bereve thy neighbours good name by thy 
false witnesse, or bereve him his catel or his heri- 
tage by thy false witnessing, whan thou for ire, or 
for mede, or for envie, berest false witnesse, or ac- 
cusest him, or excusest thyself falsely. Ware ye 
questmongers and notaries : certes, for false wit- 
nessing, was Susanna in ful gret sorwe and peine, 
and many another mo* The sinne of theft is also 
expresse ayenst Goddes best, and that in two ma- 
ners, temporel, and spintuel ; the temporel theft 
is, as for to take thy neighbours catel ayenst his 
will, be it by force or by sleight ; be it in meting 
or mesure ; by steling ; by false enditements upon 
him; and in borowing of thy neighbours catel, m 
entent never to pay it ayen, and semblable thinges. 
Spintuel theft is sacrilege, that is to say, hurting 
of holy thinges, or of thinges sacred to Cnst, in two 
maners ; by reson of the holy place, as chirches 
or chirches hawes ; (for every vilains sinne, that 
men don in swiche places, may be called sacrilege, 
or every violence m semblable places) also they 


I that withdrawe falsely the rentes and rightea that 
I longen to holy chirche ; and plainly and generally, 
sacnlege is to leve holy thing fro holy place, of 
unholy thing out of holy place, or holy thing out or 
unholy place. 

Remedium aiantuR. 

Now shnl ye understond, that relevmg of avarice 
is misencorde and pitee largely taken. And men 
might axe, why that misencorde and pitee are re- 
leving of avarice ; certes, the avaricious man shew* 
eth no pitee ne misencorde to the nedeful man. 

I Foi he dehteth him in the keping of his tresour, 

I and not in the rescouing ne releving of his even 
I Cristen. And therfore speke I first of misencorde. 

I Than is misencorde (as sayth the philosophre) 
a vertue, by which the corage of man is stiried 
by the misese of him that is misesed. Upon 
which misencorde foloweth pitee, m performing 
and fulfilling of charitable werkes of mercie, help- 
ing and comforting him that is mise&ed. And 
certes, this meveth a man to misencorde of Jesu 
Ciist, that he yave himself for our ofience, and 
feuffred deth for misericoide, and foiyaf us our ori- 
ginal smnes, and therby relesed ns fro the peine 
of Hell, and amenused the peines of puigatory by 
penitence, and yeveth us grace wel to do, and at 
last the bliss of Heven. The spices of misencorde 
ben for to lene, and eke for to yeve, and for tofor- 
yeve and rclese, and for to have pitee in herte, and 
compassion of the mischefe of his even Cristen, and 
also to chastise ther as nede is. Another maner 
of remedy ayenst avance, is resonable largesse: 
but sothly, here behoveth the consideration of the 
grace of Jesu Ci'ist, and of the temporel goodes, 
and also of the goodes perdurable that Jesn Crist 
yave to us, and to have remembrance of the deth 
which he shal receive, he wote not whan : and eke 
that he shal forgon all that he hath, save only that 
which he hath dispended in good werkes. 

But for as moche as som folk ben unmesurable^ 
men oughten for to avoid and eschue fool-largesse, 
the whiche men clepen waste. Certes, he that is 
fool-large, he yeveth not his catel, but he leseth 
his catel. Sothly, what thmg that he yeveth for 
vaine-gloiy, as to minstrals, and to folk that here 
his renome in the woild, he hath do sinne therof, 
and non almesse : certes, he leseth foule his good, 
that ne seketh with the yefte of his good nothing 
but sinne. He is like to an hois that seketh la- 
ther to dnnk drovy or troubled water, than for to 
dunk water of the cl ere well. And for as moche 
as they yeven ther as they shuld nat yeven, to hem 
apperteineth thilke malison, that Cnst shal yeve at 
the day of dome to hem that shul be dampned. 

De gwZd. 

After avarice cometh glotonie, which is expresse 
ayenst the commandement of God. Clotonie is 
unmesurable appetit to ete oi to di inker or elles 
to do m ought to the unmestnable appetit and dis- 
ordeined coveitise to ete or dnnke. This shape cor- 
rupted all this world, as is wel shewed in the sfnne 
of Adam and of Eve. I.oke also what sayth Seint 
Poule of glotoiiie. Many (sajrth he) gon, of 
whidh I have ofte skid to you, and now T say it 
weping, that they heu the enemies of the crosse of 
Cnst, of which the end is deth, and of which hii* 
wombe is hir God and. hir glone ; in confosion of 
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hem that so serren erthly thlnges. He that is 
osant to this siime of glotonie, he ne may no sinne 
withstond, he must be m servage of all vices, for 
it is the Devils horde, ther he hideth him and rest- 
cth. This sinne hath many spices The first is 
dionkennesse, that is the horrible sepulture of 
mannes reson . and therfore -whan a man is dronke, 
he hath lost his reson: and this is dedly sinne. 
But sothly, whan that a man is not wont to strong 
drinkes, and peraventure ne knoweth not the 
strength of the drinke, or hath feblenesse in his 
bed, or hath travailled, thurgh which he dnnketh 
the more, al be he sodenly canght with drinke, it 
is no dedly sinne, but venial. The second spice of 
glotome is, that the spirit of a man wexeth all trou- 
ble for dronkennesse, and bereveth a man the dis- 
cretion of his wit The thndde spice of glotonie 
is, whan a man devoureth his mete, and hath not 
rightful maner of eting. The fourthe is, whan 
thurgh the gret abundance of his mete, the hu- 
mours m his body ben distempered. The fifthe 
is, foryetfulnesse by to moche drinking, for which 
somlime a man forgeteth by the morwe, what he 
did over eve. 

In other maner ben distinct the spices of gloto- 
nie, after Seint Gregorie. The first is, for to ete 
before time. The second is, whan a man geteth 
him to delicat mete or dimke. The thridde is, 
whan men taken to moche over mesure. TTie 
The fourthe is cunositee, with gret entent to maken 
and appareille his mete. The fifth is, for to ete 
gredily. Thise ben the five fingers of the Devils 
bond, by which he draweth folk to the sinne. 

Memedium gulce, 

Ayenst glotome the remedie is abstinence, as 
tfayth Galien : but that I holde not mentorie, if 
he do it only for the hele of his body. Semt Au- 
gustine wol that abstinence be don for vertue, 
and with patience. Abstinence (sayth he) is litel 
worth, but if a man have good will therto, and but 
it be enforced by patience and charitee, and that 
men don it for Goddes sake, and m hope to have 
the blisse m Heven. 

The felawes of abstinence ben attemperance, 
that holdeth the mene in alle thinges ; also shame, 
that escheweth all disbonestee^ sti&ance, that 
seketh no riche metes ne dnnkes, ne doth no force 
of non outrageous appareilling of mete; mesure 
also, that restreneth by reson the unmesurable ap- 
petit of eting : sobemesse also, that restremeth the 
outrage of drinke ; sparing also, that restremeth 
the delicat ese, to sit long at m^e, wherfore som 
folk standen of hir owen will whan they ete, be- 
cause they wol ete at lesse leiser. 

De luxuj iL 

After glotouie cometh lecherie, for thise two 
sinnes ben so nigh cosins, that oft tune they wol 
not depart. God wote this sinne is ful displesant 
to God, for he said himself: Do no lechene 
And therfore he putteth gret peine ayenst this 
sinne. For m the old lawe, if a woman thrall were 
taken in this sinne, she shuld be beten with staves 
to the deth . and if she were a gentilwoman, she 
shuld be slam with stones : and if she were a bis- 
boppes doughter, she shuld be brent by Goddes 
bommandement. Moreover, for the sinne of le- 


cherie God dreint all the world, and after that he 
brent fire citees with thonder and lightning, and 
sanke hem doun into Hell 

Now let us speke than of the said stinking sinne 
of lecherie, that men clepen avoutrie, that is of 
wedded folk, that is to say, if that on of hem be 
wedded, or elles both. Semt John sayth, that 
avouterers shul ben in Helle m a stacke brenmng 
of fire and of brimstone, in fire for hir lechene, in 
brimstone for the stenche of hir ordure. Certes 
the breking of this sacrament is an horrible thing : 
it was made of God himself in Faradis, and con- 
formed by Jesu Crist, as witnessed Semt Mathew 
in the Gospel • a man shal let fader and moder, 
and take him to his wif, and they shal be two in on 
flesh. This sacrament betokeneth the knitting to- 
gether of Crist and holy chirche. And not only 
that God forbade avoutrie m dede, but also he 
commanded, that thou shuldest not coveit thy 
neighboures wif. In this heste (sayth Semt Au- 
gustine) is forboden all maner covetise to do le- 
chene. Lo, what sayth Semt Mathew m the 
Gospel, that who so seeth a woman, to coveitise 
of bis lust, he hath don lechene with hire m his 
herte. Here may ye see, that not only the dede 
of this sinne is foiboden, but eke the desire to don 
that sinne. This cursed sinne annoyeth grevously 
hem that it haunt : and first to the soule, for he 
obligeth it to sinne and to peine of deth, which is 
perdurable ; and to the body annoyeth it grevously 
also, foi it drieth him and wasteth, and shent him, 
and of bis blood he maketh sacrifice to the fend 
of Helle : it wasteth eke his catel and his substance* 
And certes, if it be a foule thing a man to waste 
his catel on women, yet is it a fouler thing, whan 
that for swiche oidure women dispenden upon 
men hir catel and hir substance. This sinne, as^ 
sayth the prophet, bereveth man and w^oman hir 
good fame and all hir honour, and it is ful plesant 
to the Devil: for therby wmneth he the most© 
partie of this wretched world. And right as a 
marchant deliteth him most m that chafiare which 
he hath most avantage and profite of, right so dc- 
liteth the fend in this ordure. 

This is that other bond of the Devil, with five 
fingers, to cacche the peple to his vilanie. The 
first fingre is the foole loking of the foole woman 
and of the foole mao, that sleth right as the basUi- 
cok sleth folk by venime of his sight : for the co- 
veitise of the eyen foloweth the coveitise of the 
herte. The second fingre is the vilains touching 
in wicked maner. And therfore sayth Salomon, 
that \7ho so toucheth and handleth a woman, he 
fareth as the man that handleth the scorpion, 
which stmgeth and sodenly sleth thurgh his enve- 
nimmg ; or as who so that toucheth warme pitch 
it shendeth his fingers. The thndde is foule wordes, 
whiche fareth like fiie, which right anon brenneth 
the herte, TTie fouith finger is kissing: and 
trewely he were a gret foole that wold kisse tlie 
mouthe of a biennmg oven or of a fouraeis ; and 
more fooles ben they that kissen in vilainie, for 
that mouth is the mouth of Helle ; and namely 
thise olde dotardes holours, which wol kisse, and 
flicker, and besie hemself, though they may nought 
do. Certes they ben like to houndes : for an hound 
whan he cometh by the rosor, or by other bushes, 
though so be that he may not pisse, yet wol he 
heve up his leg and make a contenance to pisse. 
And for that many man weneth that he may not 
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-aanne for no likerousnesse that he doth with hiswif, 
■trewely that opinion is false : God wote a man may 
slee himself with his owen knif, and make himself 
dronken of his owen tonne. Certes, be it wif, be it 
childe, or any worldly thing, that he loveth before 
God, it IS his maumet, and he is an idolastre. A 
man shuld love bis wif by discretion, patiently and 
attemprely, and than is she as though it were his 
suster. The fifth fingre of the Divels bond, is the 
stinking dede of lecherie. Trewely the five fingers 
of glotome the fend putteth in the wombe of a 
man : and with his five fingers of lechene he grip- 
eth him by the reines, for to throwe him into the 
fourneis of Helle, ther as they shul have the fire 
and the wormes that ever shul lasten, and wcping 
and wayling, and sharpe hunger and thurst, and 
gnslmesse of divels, whiche shul all-to-trede hem 
withouten respite and withouten ende. Of leche- 
rie, as I sayd, sourden and springen divers spices : 
as fornication, that is betwene man and woman 
which ben not maned, and is dedly sinne, and 
ayenst nature. All that is enemy and destruction 
to nature, is ayenst nature. Parfay the reson of a 
man eke telleth him wel that it is dedly smne ; for 
as moche as God forbad lechene. And Semt Poule 
yeveth hem th^ regne, that n’ls dewe to no wight 
but to hem that don dedely smne. Another smne 
of lechene is, to bereven a maid of hire maiden- 
hed, for he that so doth, certes he casteth a may- 
den out of the highest degree that is in this pre- 
sent Ilf, and bereveth hire thilke precious fiuitthat 
the book clepeth the hundreth fruit. I ne can say 
it non otherwise in English, but in Latme it bight 
centesvnms fiuctus, Certes he that so doth, is the 
cause of many damages and vilanies, mo than any 
man can reken: right as he somtime is cause of 
all dammages that bestes do in the feld, that brek- 
eth the hedge of the closure, thurgh which he de- 
stroyeth that may not be restored : for certes no 
more may maidenhed he restored, than an arme, 
that is smitten fro the body, may returne ayen and 
wexe: she may have mercy, this wote I wel, if 
that she have will to do penitence, but never shal 
it be but that she is corrupte. And all be it so 
that I have spoke somwhat of avoutne, it is good 
to shewe the penles that longen to avoutne, for to 
eschewe that foule sinne, Avoutrie, in Latme, is 
for to saye, approching of another mannes bedde, 
thurgh whiche tho, that somtime were on fleshe, 
abandone hir bodies to other persons Of this 
smne, as sayth the wise man, folow many harmes: 
^rste brekiug of feith j and certes feith is the key 
of Cristendom, and whan that key is broken and 
lome, sothly Cristendom is lome, and stont vaine 
and without fruit. This sinne also i$ theft, for 
theft generally is to reve a wight his thinges ayenst 
his will. Certes, this is the foulest theft that may 
be, whan that a woman steleth hire body from hire 
husband, and yeveth it to hijre holour to defbule 
it : and steleth hire soule fro Crist, and yeveth it 
to the Devil : this is a fouler thefte jthan for to 
breke a chirche and stele away the chalice, for 
thise avouterers breken the temple of God spiritu- 
elly, and stelen the vessell of grace j that is the 
body and the soule : for which Criste shal destroy 
hem, as sayth Seint Poule. Sothly of this theft 
dout^ gretly Joseph, whan that his lordes wif 
prayed him of vilamie, whan he sayde : Lo, my 
lady, bow my lord hath take to me under my 
warde ^1 th^t he h^th in this world;, ne nothmg is 
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out of my power, but only ye that ben his wif: 
and how shuld I than do this wickednesse, and 
smne so hombly ayenst God, and ayenst my lord? 
God it forbede. Alas! ail to htel is swiche 
trouth now yfounde. The thridde harme is the 
filth, thurgh which they breke the commaudement 
of God, and defoule the auter of matrimonies, that 
IS Crist. For certes, m so moche as the sacrament 
of manage is so noble and so digne, so moche is 
it the greter sixme for to breke it: lor God made 
manage in Paradis in the estate of innocencie, to 
multiplie mankinde to the service of God, and 
therfore is the breking therof the more grevous, 
of which breking come false heiies oft time, that 
wrongfully occupien folkes hentages : and therfore 
wol Crist pat hem out of the regne of Heven, that 
is hentage to good folk. Of this breking cometh 
eke oft time, that folk unware wedde or smne 
with hir owen kmrede: and namely thise harlottes, 
that haunten bordelles of thise foule women, that 
may be likened to a commune gong, wheras men 
purge hir ordure. What say we also of putours, 
that live by the horrible smne of putene, and con- 
streiue women to yelde hem a certain rent of hir 
bodily puterie, ye somtime his owen wif or his 
childe, as don thise baudes? certes, thise ben 
cursed sinnes. Understood also, that avoutrie 15 
set m the ten commandements betwene theft and 
manslaughter, for it is the gretest theft that may 
be, for it is theft of body and of soule, and it is like 
to homicide, for it kerveth atwo and breketh atwo 
hem that first were made on flesh. And therfore 
by the old lawe of God they sbald be slaine, but 
nathelesse, by the lawe of Jesu Crist, that is the 
lawe of pitee, whan he sayd to the woman that was 
found in avoutrie, and shuld have be slain with 
stones, after the will of the Jewes, as was hir lawe; 
Go, sayd Jesu Cnst, and have no more will to 
do sinne; sothly, the vengeance of avoutrie is 
awarded to the peine of Helle, but if so be that it 
be discombered by penitence. Yet ben ther mo 
I spices of this cursed sinne, as whan that on of hem 
: is religious, or elles both, or of folk that ben en- 
tred into ordre, as sub-deken, deken, or preest, or 
I hospitalers : and ever the higher that he is m ordre, 
the greter is the smne. The tlimges that gretly 
agrege hir sinne, is the breking of hir avow of 
chastitee, whan they received the ordre: and 
moreover soth is, that holy ordre is chefe of all the 
tresone of God, and is a special signe and marke 
of chastitee, to shew that they ben joined to chas- 
titiee, which is the moste precious lif that is • and 
thise ordered folk ben specially titled to God, and 
of the special meime of God : for which, whan they 
don dedly smne, they ben the special traitours of 
God and of his peple, for they live by the peple to 
praye for the peple, and whiles they ben swiche 
traitours hir prayeres availe not to the peple, 
Preestes ben as angels, as by the mysterie of hir 
dignitee : but fbrsoth Seiut Poule saith, that Sa- 
thanas transfouimeth him in an angel of light. 
Sothly, the preest that haunteth dedly sinne, he 
may be likened to an angel of derkenesse, trans- 
fourmed into an angel of light : he seemeth an an- 
gel of light, but for soth he is an angel of derke- 
nesse. Swiche preestes be the sones of Hely, as is 
shewed in the book of Kinges, that they were the 
sones of Belial, that is, tfie Divel. Belial is to say, 
withouten juge, and so faren they ; hem tbmketh 
that' they be free, awd haye no juge, no more than 
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hath a fice boll, that taketh which cow that him 
liketh m the loun. So faren they by women j for 
right as on free boll is ynough for all a toun, right 
so IS a wicked preest corruption ynough for all a 
parish, or for all a countree: thise preestes, as 
sayth the book, ne cannot minister the mysterie of 
preesthood to ths peple, ne they knowe not God, 
ne tney hold hem not apaied, as saith the book, of 
sodden flesh that was to hem offied, but they take 
byfoice the flesh that is raw- Certes, right so 
thise shrewes ne hold h^m not apaied of rested 
flesh and sodden, with which the peple feden hem 
in giet reverence, but they wol have raw flesh as 
folkes wives and hir dough ters : and certes, thise 
women that consenten to hir harlotne, don gret 
wrong to Crist and to holy chirche, and to all ha* 
lowes, and to all soules, for they bereven all thise 
hem that shuld worship Ciist and holy chirche, 
and pray for Glisten soules; and therfore han 
swiche preestes, and hir lemmans also that con- 
senten to hir lechene, the malison of the couit 
Cl isten, til they come to amendement. The thridde 
spice of avoutiie is somtime betwix a man and his 
wif, and that is, whan they take no regard m hir 
assembling but only to hir fleshly debt, as saith 
Seint Jerome, and ne recken of nothing but that 
they ben assembled because they ben maned ; all 
IS good ynough, as thihketh to hem. But in swiche 
folk hath the D.vel power, as said the angel Ra- 
phael to Tobifi, for in hir assembling, they patten 
Jesu Crist out of hir herte, and yeven hemself to 
all ordure. The fourth spice is of hem that assem- 
ble with hir kmrede, or with hem that ben of on 
affinitee, or elles with hem with which hir fathers 
or hir kmred have deled in the smne of lechene . 
this smne maketh hem like to houndes, that taken 
no kepe of kmrede. And certes, parentele is in 
two maners : eyther gostly or fleshly : gostly, is 
for to delen with hir godsibbes : for right so as he 
that engendreth a child, is his fleshly father, right 
so IS his godfather his father spintuel for which 
a woman may in no lesse smne assemble with hire 
gods«b, than with hir owen fleshly broder. The 
fifthe spice is that abhommable smne, of which ab- 
hominable sinne no man unneth ought to speke ne 
write, natheles it is openly rehersed in holy writ. 
This emsednesse don men and women in diverse* 
entent and in diverse maner : but though that holy 
writ Speke of horrible smne, certes holy writ may 
not be defouled, no more than the Sonne that shin- 
eth on the myxenc. Another smne appertemeth 
to lechene, that cometh m sleping, and this smne 
cometh often to hem that ben maidens, and eke to 
hem that ben corrupt ; and this smne men call 
pollution, that cometh of foure maners 5 somtime 
it cometh of languishing of the body, foi the hu- 
mouis ben to ranke and haboundant in the body of 
man ; somtime of mfirmitee, for feblencssc of the 
vertue retentif, as phisike maketh mention ; som- 
time of surfet of mete and drinke 5 and somtime 
of vilams thoughtes that ben enclosed m mannes 
minde whan he goth to slope, which may not be 
withouten smne ,* for whiche men must kepe hem 
■wisely, or elles may they smne ful grevously. 

Remedmm luscu^ltje. 

Now cometh the remedy ayen^t lecherie, and 
that is generally chastitee and continence, that re- 
st rgmeth all disordinate mcviugs that coraen .0 


fleshly talents : and ever the greter merite shal 
have that most lestreinetb the wicked enchausing 
or ardure of this sinne ^ and this is in two maners : 
that IS to say, chastitee m manage, and chastitee 
in widewhood. Now shalt thou understonde, that 
matrimony is leful assembling of man and woman, 
that receiven by vertue of this saciement the 
bonde, thurgh whiche they may not be departed 
m all hir lif, that is to say, while that they live 
bothe. This, as saith the book, is a ful gret sacre- 
ment; God made it (as I have said) in Paradis, 
and wold himself be borne in manage : and for to 
halowe manage he was at a wedding, wheras he 
tourned water into wine, whiche was the fiist mira- 
cle that he wrought in erthe before his disciples. 
The trewe effect of manage clenseth fornication, 
and leplenisheth holy chirche of good lignage, for 
that is the ende of manage, and chauiigeth dedly 
smne into venial smne betwene hem that ben 
wedded, and maketh the heites all on of hem that 
bon ywedded, as wel as the bodies. ThiS is veray 
manage that was established by God, er that sinne 
began, whan naturel lawc was in his right point in 
Paradis; and it was ordeined, that 0 man shuld 
have but o woman, and o woman but 0 man, as. 
sayth Seint Augustine, by many resons. 

First for manage is figured betwix Crist and 
holy chirche ; and another is, for a man is hed of 
the woman; (algate by ordinance it shuld be so;) 
for if a woman had mo men than on, than shuld 
she have mo hedes than on, and that were an hor- 
rible thing before God ; and also a woman mighte 
not plese many folk at ones • and also ther shuld 
never be pees ne rest among hem, for everich of 
hem would axe his owen nght. And furthermore, 
no man shuld knowe his owen engendrure, ne who 
shuld have his hentage, and the woman shuld be 
the lesse beloved for the time that she were con- 
junct to many men. 

Now cometh how that a man shuld bei e him with 
his wif, and namely in two thinges, that is to say, 
m suffrance and m reverence, and this shewed Cnst 
whan he fiiste made woman. For he ne made hire 
of the hed of Adam, for she shuld not claime to 
gret lordshippe ; for ther as the woman hath the 
maistiie, she maketh to moche disarray, ther nede 
non ensamples of this, the experience that we have 
day by day ought ynough suffice. Also certes, 
God ne made not woman of the foot of Adam, for 
she shuld not be holden to lowe, for she cannot 
patiently suffer: but God made woman of the rib 
of Adam, for woman shuld be felaw unto man. 
Man shuld here him to his wif in feith, m trouth, 
and in love; as sayth Seint Poule, that a man 
shuld love his wife, as Cnst loved holy chirche, 
that loved it so wel that he died for it : so shuld a 
man for his wif, if it were nede. 

Now how that a woman shuld be subgct to hh© 
husbond, that telleth Seint Peter; first m obedience. 
And, eke as sayth the decree, a woman that is a 
wif, as long as she is a wif, she hath non auctontee 
to swt're ne here witnesse, without leve of hir hus-> 
bonde, that is hire lord ; algate he shuld be so by 
reson,, She shuld also serve him in all honestee, 
and ben attempre of hire array. I wete wel that 
they shuld set hir entent to plese hir hushonds, but 
not by quemtise of hir array. Seint Jerom sayth: 
i wives that ben appareilled m silke and precious 
purple, ne mow not cloth hem m Jesu Cnst Semt 
Gregorie sayth also: that no wight seketh prq** 
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« 5 ous array, but only for vain glone to be honoured that no man trust in bis owen perfection, but he be 
the more of the peple. It is a gret folie, a woman stronger than Sampson, or hoher than David, or 
to have a faire array outward, and h’reself to be wiser than Salomon. 

foule inward. A wif shuld also be mesurable m Now after that I have declared you as I can of 
loking, in benng, and in laughing, and disci ete in the seven dedly sinnes, and som of hir braunebes, 
all hire wordes and hire dedes. and above all world- and the remedies, sothly, if I coude, I wold tell 
ly thmges, she sbulde love hire busbonde with all you the ten commandements, but so high doctrine 
hire herte, and to him be trewe of hire body • so I lete to divines. Natheles, I hope to Gkxi they 
shuld every husbond eke be trewe to his wif : for ben touched m this tretise everich of hem alle. 
sith that all the body is the husbondes, so shuld Now for as moche as the second part of penitence 
hire herte be also, or elles ther is betwix hem two, stout in confession of mouth, as I began m the first 
as in that, no parfit manage. Than shul men an- chapitre, I say Seint Augustine saylh : Sinne is 
derstond, that for three thmges a man and his wif every word and every dede, and all that men co- 
fleshly may assemble. The first is, for the enteni veiten ayenst the law of Jesu Crist ; and this is 
of engendiuie of children, to the service of God, for to sinne, in herte, m mouth, and in dede, by 
for ceites that is the cause final of matrimome. the five wittes, which ben sight, henng, smelling. 
Another cause is, to yelde eche of hem to other tasting or savouring, and felitg. Now is it good 
the dettes of hir bodies * for ne5rther of hem hath to understond the circumstances, that agiegen 
power of his owen bodie. The thndde is, foi to moche every sinne. Thou shalt consider what 
eschew lechene and vilanie. The fourth is for soth thou art that dost the sinne, whether thou be male 
dedly smue. As to the first, it is mentone r the or female, yonge or olde, gentil or thrall, free or 
second also, for, as sayth the decree, she hath servant, hole or sike, wedded or single, ordered or 
mente of chastjtee, that yeldeth to hire husbond unordered, wise or foole, clerke or secnlerj if she 
the dette of hire body, ye though it be ayenst hire be of thy kinred, bodily or gostly, or non 5 if any 
liking, and the lust of hue herte. The thndde of thy kinred have sinned with hire or no, and many 
maner is venial sinne 5 trewely, scarsely may any mo thinges. 

of thise be without venial sinne, for the corruption Another circumstaunce is this, whether it be don 
and for the debt therof. The fourth maner is for in fornication, or in advoutne, or no, in maner of 
to understond, if they assemble only for amourous homicide or non, a horrible gret smne or smal, 
love, and for non of the foresaid causes, but for to and how long thou hast continued in smne. The 
accomplish hir brenning debt, they recke not how thndde circumstance is the place, ther thou hast 
oft, sothly it IS dedly smne ; and yet, with sorwe, don sinne, whether in other jnemies houses, or in 
som folk wol peme hem more to do, than to hir thin owen, m feld, in chirche, or in cbirchhawe, in 
appetit sufficeth. ' chirche dedicate, or non. For if the chirche be 

The second maner of chastitee is for to be a- halowed, and man or woman spille his kinde with- 
clene widew, and eschue the embracing of a man, in that place, by way of smne or by wicked temp- 
and desire the embracing of Jesu Crist Thise tation, the chirche were enterdit^ til it were re- 
ben tho that have ben wives, and have fbrgon hir conciled by the bishop 5 and if it were a preest 
husbondes, and eke women that have don lecherie, that did swicbe vilanie, the terme of all his bf he 
and ben releved by penance. And certes, if that shuld no more sing masse: and if he did, he shuld 
a wif coud kepe hire all chast, by licence of hire do dedly sinne, at every time that he so song masse, 
husbond, so that she yave no cause ne non occa- The fourth circumstance is, by wbiche mediatours, 
sion that he agilted, it were to hire a gret mente. as by messagers, or for enticement, or for consent- 
This maner of woman, that observen chastitee, ment, to here coippagnie with felawshipj for many 
must be dene in herte as wel as in body, and in a wretebe, for to here felawship, wol go to the Divel 
thought, and mesurable in clothing and in conte- of Helle. 'iVherfore, they that eggen or consenten 
nance, abstinent in eting and drinking, in spekmg, to the sinne, ben partners of the smne, and of the 
and m dede, and than is she the vessel or the boiste 'dampnation of the auner. The fifth circumstance 
of the blessed’ Magdeleine, that fulfilleth holy is, how many times that he hath sinped, if it be 
chirche of good odour. The thridde maner of in his minde, and how oft he hath fallen. For he 
chastitee is virginitee, and it behoveth that she be that oft falleth in sinne, he despiseth the mercy of 
holy in herte, and clenc of body, than is she the God, and encreseth his smne, and is unkind to 
spouse of Jesu Crist, and she is the bf of angels : Cnst, and he waxeth the more feble to withstand 
she is the preising of this world, and she is as thise sinne, and sinneth the more lightly, and the later 
martirs m egalitee: she hath in hire, that tonge arisetb, and is more slow to shrive him, and name- 
may not telle, ne herte thinkp, Virginitee bare ly to him thajt hath ben his confiessour. For which 
our Lord Jesu Crist, and virgin was himself. that folk, whan they fell ayen to hir old folies. 

Another remedie against lechene is specially to either thjey forjetep hir old confessour al utterly, 
withdraw swiche thinges, as yeven occasion to that or elles they departeu Jjir shrift in diveis places ; 
vilanie: as ese, eting, and drinking: for certes, but sotjily swiche departed shrift deserveth no 
whan the pot boileth strongly# the best remedie is mercie pf God for hir sinnes. The sixte circum- 
to withdraw the fire. Sleping long in gret ijuiet is stance is, why that a man sinneth, as by what 
also a gret nourice to lechene. temptation i and if himself procure thilke temp- 

Another lemedie ayenst lecherie is, that a man tation, or by exciting of other folk j or if he sinne 
or a woman eschewe the corapagnie of hem, by with a woinen by force or by hire owen assent ; or 
which he douteth to be tempted . for all be it so if the woman maugre hire hed have ben enforced 
that the dede be withstonden, yet is ther gret or non, this shal she tell, and wheder it weie for 
temptation. Sothly a white wall, although it ne covetise or poverte, and if it were by hire procur- 
brenne not fully with sticking of a candle, yetis ing or non, and swiche other thinges. The seventh 
tl^e wall black of the leyte. Ful oft time I rede, circumstance is, in what maner he hath don hi^ 
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Binne, or how that she hath suiFored that folk have 
don to hire. And the same sbal the man tell 
plainly, with all the circumstances, and wheder he 
hath sinned with commun bordel woman or non, 
or don his sinne m holy times or non, in fasting 
times or non, or before his shrift, or after his later 
ehnft, and hath paraventure broken therby his 
penance enjoined, by whos helpe or whos conseil, 
by SOI eerie or crafte, all must be told. All thise 
thmges, after that they ben gret or smale, engregen 
the conscience of man or woman. And eke the 
pree^t that is thy juge, may the better be avised 
of his jugement in yeving of penance, and that 
shal be after thy contrition. For understond wel, 
that after the time that a man hath defouled his 
baptisme by sinne, if he wol come to salvation, 
ther is non other way but by penance, and shrifte, 
and satisfaction ; and namely by tho two, if ther 
he a confessour to whom he may shrive him, and 
that he first be veray contrite and repentant, and 
the thridde if he have lif to performe it. 

Than shal a man loke and consider, that if he 
wol make a trewe and a profitable confession, ther 
must be foure conditions. First it must be in 
sorowful bitternesse of herte, as sayth the king 
Ezechiel to God ; I wol remember all tlie yeres 
of my Ilf in the bitternesse of my herte. This 
condition of bitternesse hath five signes 5 the first 
is, that confession must be shamefast, not for to 
coveren ne hide his sinne, but for he hath agilted 
his God and defouled his soule. And therof sayth 
Semt Augustin: The herte travaiieth for shame 
of his sinne, and for he hath gret shamfastnesse 
he is digne to have gret merc’e of God. Swiche 
was the confession of the publican, that wold not 
heve up his eyen to Heven for he had offended 
God of Heven : for which shamefastnesse he bad 
anon the mercy of God. And theifore saith Semt 
Augustine, that swiche shamefast folk ben next 
foryevenesse and mercy. Another signe, is humi- 
litee in confession: of whiche sayth Semt Peter j 
Humbleth you under the might of God: the 
bond of God is mighty m confession, for therby 1 
God foryeveth thee thy smnes, for he alone hath 
the power. And this humilitee shall be in herte, 
and in signe outwarde : for right as he hath humi- 
litee to God in bis herte, right so shuld he humble 
his body outward to the preest, that sitteth in 
Goddes ‘ place. For which in no maner, sith that 
Crist is soveraine, ahd the preest mene and me- 
diatour betwix Cnst and the sinner, and the sinner 
is last by way of reson, than shuld not the sinner 
sitte as high as his confessour, but knelc before 
him or at his feet, but if maladie distrouble it : 
for he shal not take kepe who sitteth ther, but I'n 
whos place he sitteth. A man that hath trespassed 
to a lord, and cometh for to axe mercie and mahen 
his accorde, and setteth him doun anon by the 
lord, men wolde holde him outrageous, and not 
worthy so sone for to have remission ne mercy. 
The thridde signe is, that the shnft shuld be ful of 
teres, if men mowen wepe, and if they mowe not 
wepe with hir bodily eyen, then let hem wepe in 
hir herte. Swiche was the confession of Semt 
Peter ; for after that he had forsake Jesn Crist, he 
went out and wept ful bitterly. The fourth signe 
is, that he ne lete not for shame to slinve him and 
ihewe his confession. Swiche was the confession 
of Magdeleine, that ne spared, for no shame of 
hem that weren at the feste, to go to our Lord Jesn 


Ciist and beknowc to him hire sinnes. The fifthc 
signe is, that a man or a woman be obeisant to re- 
ceive the penance that hem is enjoined. For certes 
Jesn Cast for the gilt of man was obedient to the 
deth. 

The second condition of veray confession is, that 
it be hastily don* for certes, if a man had a dedly 
wound, evci the lengci that he taned to warishe 
himself, the more wold it corrupt and haste him 
to his deth, and also the wound wold be the worse 
for to hele. And right so fareth sinne, that longe 
time is in a man unsbewed. Certes a man ought 
hastily to shewe his smnes for many causes 5 as 
for drede of deth, that cometh oft sodenly, and is 
in no certain what time it shal be, ne in what 
place ; and eke the drenching of 0 sinne draweth 
m another: and also the lengcr that he taneth, 
the ferther is he fro Cnst. And if he abide to his 
last day, scarcely may he shrive him or remembre 
him of his sinnes, or repent him for the gievous 
maladie of his deth. And for as moche as he ne 
hath in his lif herkened Jesn Cnst, whan he hath 
spoken unto him, he shal cue unto our Lord at his 
last day, and scarcely wol he herken him. And 
understonde that this condition muste have foure 
thmges. First that the shrift be purveyed afore, 
and avised, for wicked hast doth not profite; and 
that a man con shrive him of his sinnes, be it of 
pride, or envie, and so forth, with the spices and 
circumstances 5 and that he have comprehended 
m his minde the nombre and the gretnesse of his 
smnes, and how longe he hath lien in sinne j and 
eke that he be contrite for his sinnes, and be in 
stedfast purpose (by the grace of God) never efte 
to fall into sinne; and also that he drede and 
countrewaite himself, that he flee the occasions of 
sinne, to whiche he is inclined Also thou shalt 
shiive thee of all thy sinues to o man, and not par- 
celmcle to 0 man, and paicelmele to anothei , that 
IS to understonde, in entent to depart thy confe'?sion 
for shame or diede, foi it is but strangling of thy 
soule. For certes, Jesu Cnst is entierly all good, 
in him is not imperfection, and therfore either he 
foiyeveth all parfitly, or elles never a dele. I say 
not that if thou be assigned to thy penitencer for 
certain sinne, that thou art bounde to shewe him 
all the remenant of thy sinnes, of whiche thou 
hast ben shriven of thy curat, but if it like thee 
of thyn humilitee ; this is no departing of shrift 
Ne I say not, ther as I speke ot division of con- 
fession, that if thou have licence to shrive thee to 
a disci ete and an honest preest, and wher thee 
liketfi, and by the licence of thy curat, that thou 
ne mayest wel shnve thee to him of all thy sinnes: 
but lete no blot be behind: lete no sinne be untolde 
as fer as thou hast remembrance* And whan thou 
shalt be shnven of thy cuiat, tell him eke all the 
sinnes that thou hast dou sith thou weie laste 
shriven. This is no wicked entente of division of 
shrift. 

Also the veray shrift axeth certain conditions. 
First that thou shrive thee by thy free will, not 
constreined, ne for shame of folk, ne for maladie, 
or swiche other thinges : for it is reson, that he 
that trespassetb by his free will, that by his free 
will he confesse his trespas ; and that non other 
man telle his sinne but himself: n'e he shal not 
nay, ne deny his sinne, no wrath him ayenst the 
preest for amonesting him to lete his sinne. The 
second condition is,' that thy shrift be lawful, that. 
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13 to say, that thou that shnTest thee, and eke the 
preest that hereth thy confession, be veraily m the 
feith of holy chiiche, and that a man ne he not 
despeired of the mercie of Jesu Cnst, as Cam and 
Judas were. And eke a man miiste accuse himself 
of his owen trespas and not another : but he shal 
blame and wite himselfe of his oweu malice and of 
his sinne, and non other, but natheles, if that 
another man be encheson or enticer of bis sinne, 
or the estate of the person be swiche by which 
his sinne is agregged, or elles that he may not 
plainly shnve him but he tell the person with 
whiche he hath sinned, than may he tell, so that 
his entent ne be not to backbite the person, but 
only to declare his confession. 

Thou ne shalt not also make no lesinges in thy 
confession for humilitee, peraventure, to say that 
thou hast committed and don swiche sinnes, of 
which that thou ne were never gilty. For Semt 
Augustine sayth: If that thou, because of thin 
humilitee, makest a lesing on thyself, though thou 
were not in sinne before, yet arte thou than in 
sinne thurgh thy lesing. Thou must also shew 
thy sinne by thy propre mouth, but thou be dombe, 
and not by no letter: for thou that hast don the 
sinne, thou shalt have the shame of the confession. 
Thou shalt not eke peint thy confession, with faire 
and subtil wordes, to cover the more thy sinne: 
for than begilest thou thyself, and not the preest 5 
thou must tell it plainly, be it never so foule ne so 
horrible. Thou shalt eke shrive thee to a preest 
that IS discrete to conseille thee; and eke thou 
shalt not shnve thee for vaine glorie, nefor ypocri- 
sie, ne for no cause, but only for the doute of Jesu 
Cnst, and the hele of thy soule. Thou shalt not 
eke renne to the preest al sodenly, to tell him 
lightly thy sinne, as who telleth a jape or a tale, 
but avisedly and with good devotion; and generally 
shnve thee ofte ; if thou ofte fall, ofte anse by 
confession. And though thou shnve thee ofter 
than ones of sinne which thou hast be shriven of, 
it is more merite: and, as sayth 5 eint Augustine, 
thou shalt have the more lightly lelese and grace 
of God, both of sinne and of peme. And certes 
ones a yere at the lest way it is lawful to be housel- 
ed, for sothely ones a yere all thinges in the erthe 
lenovelen. 

Explicit securtda pars peniientice : ei sctjuitui terda 
pass. 

Now have I told you of veray confession, that is 
the seconde part of penitence ; the thndde part is 
satisfaction, and that stont most generally in al- 
messe dede and in bodily peine. Now ben tber 
thiee maner of almesse; contrition of herte, wher 
a man ofifreth himself to God : another is, to have 
pitee of the defaute of his neighbour : and the 
thridde is, in yeving of good conseil, gostly and 
bodily, wher as men have nede, and namely in 
sustenance of mannes food. And take kepe that 
a man hath nede of thise thinges generally, he 
hath nede of food, of clothing, and of herberow, 
he hath nede of chantable conseiilmg and visiting 
in prison and m maladie, and sepulture of his ded 
body. And if thou maiest not visite the nedeful 
in prison m thy person, visite hem with thy message 
and thy yeftes. Thise ben generally the almeSses 
and werkes of chaiitee, of hem that have temporel 
rich esses, or discretion in conseilling. Of thise 
werkes shalt thou heren at the day of dom^ 


This almesse shuldest tliou do of thy propre 
thinges, and hastily, andpnvely if thou mayest: 
but natheles, if thou mayest not do it pnvely, 
thou shalt not forbere to do almesse, though men 
see it, so that it be not doa for thanke of the world, 
but only to have thanke of Jesu Crist. For, as 
witnesseth Seint Mathtwe, cap. v. a citee may 
not be hid that is sette on a monntaine, ne men 
light not a lanteme, to put it under a bushell, but 
setten it upon a candlesticke, to lighten the men 
in the hous: right so shal your bght lighten before 
men, that they mowe see your good werkes, and 
glorifie your Fader that is in Heven. 

Now as for to speke of bodily peine, it stont in 
praiers, in waking, in fasting, and in vertuous 
techmg. Of orisons ye sbul understond, that on- 
sons or piayers, is to say, a pitous will of herte, 
that setteth it in God, and expresseth it by word 
outward, to remeve hannes, and to have thinges 
spirit uel and perdurable, and somtime temporel 
thinges. Of which onsons, certes in the onson 
of the Paternoster hath Jesu Crist enclosed most 
thinges. Certes it is privileged of three thinges m 
his dignitee, for whiche it is more digne than any 
other prayer : for that Jesu Crist himself made it: 
and it is short, for it shuld be coude the more light- 
ly, and to hold it the more esie in herte, and helpe 
himself the ofter with this onson, and for a man 
shuld be the lesse wery to say it, and for a man 
may not excuse him to leme it, it is so shorte and 
so esie : and for it comprehendeth in himself all 
good prayers. The exposition of this holy prayer, 
that is so excellent and so digne, I beti:e to the 
maisters of theologie, save thus moche wol I say, 
that whan thou prayest, that God shuld foryeve 
thee thy giltes as thou foryevest hem that have 
agilted thee, be wel ware that thou be not out of 
charitee. TTiis holy onson amenusetb eke venial 
sinne, and therfore it appertemeth specially to 
penitence. 

This prayer must be trewely sayd, and m per- 
fect feitb, and that men prayen to God ordmately, 
discretly, and devoutly: and alway a man shal 
put his will to be subgette to the will of God. This 
onson must eke be sayd with gret humblenesse 
and ful pure, and honestly, and not to the annoy- 
ance of any man or woman. It must eke be con- 
tinued with werkes of charitee. It availeth eke 
ayenst the vices of the soule : for, as sayth Semt 
Jerome, by fasting ben saved the vices of the flesh, 
and by piayer the vices of the soule. 

After this thou shalt understonde, that bodily 
peme stont in waking. For Jesu Oist sa3rth : Wake 
; ye aud pray ye, that yene enter into wicked lemp- 
I tation. Ye shul understond also, that fasting stont 
in three thinges : in forbering of bodily mete and 
drinke, in forbering of worldly jolitee, and in for- 
bering of dedly sinne • this is to say, that a man 
shall kepe him fro dedly sinne with all bis might. 

And thou shal understonde also, that God or- 
demed fasting, and to fastmg apperteineth foure 
thinges, Largenesse to poure folk : gladnesse of 
herte spirituel : not to be angry ne annoted, ne 
grutch for he fasteth : and also resonable houre for 
to ete by mesure, that is to say, a man shal not 
ete in untime, ne sit the longer at the table, for he 
fasteth. 

Than shall thou understonde, that bodily peine 
stont in discipline, or techmg, by word, or by writ- 
ing, or by ensample. Also m wering of here or of 
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^min, or of habergeons on hir naked flesh for 
Cristes sake ; but ware thee wel that swjche maner 
penances ne make not thin herte bitter or angry, 
ne annoied of thyself, for better is it to cast away 
thin here than to cast away the swetenesse of oui 
Lord Jesu Crist. And therfore sayth Seint Poule 
clothe you, as they that ben chosen of God m heite, 
of misericorde, debonairtee, suffrance, and swiche 
maner of clothing, of whiche Jesu Crist is moie 
plesed than with the heres or habergeons. 

Than is discipline eke, m knocking of thy brest, 
in scourging with yerdes, in knehng, m tribulation, 
m suflFrmg patiently wronges that ben don to thee, 
and eke in patient snffring of maladies, oi lesing 
of worldly catel, or wif, or child, or other frendes. 

Than shalt thou understond, which tliinges dis- 
tourben penance, and this is in foure tnaners , that 
is drede, shame, hope, and wanhope, that is, des- 
peration. And for to speke first of diede, for 
■which he weneth that he may suffre no penance, 
ther ayenst is lemedie for to thinke, that bodily 
penance is but short and litel at regaidof the 
peine of Helle, that is so cruel and so longe, that 
it lasteth withouten ende. 

Now ayenst the shame that a man hath to shrive 
him, and namely thise ipocrites, that wold be holden 
so parfit, that they have no nede to shrive hem, 
ayenst that shame shuld a man thinke, that by 
way of reson, he that hath not ben ashamed to do 
foule thinges, certes him ought not be ashamed to 
do faire thmges, and that is confessions. A man 
shuld also thinke, that God seeth and knoweth al 
his thoughtes, and al bis werkes, and to him may 
nothing be hid ne coveied. Men shuld eke le- 
membre hem of the shame that is to come at the 
day of dome, to hem that ben not penitent in this 
present hf ; for all the creatures in Heven, and in 
Ertbe, and in Helle, shuld see apertly all that they 
hi den m this world. 

Now for to Speke of the hope of hem, that ben 
so negligent and slowe to shrive hem; that stondeth 
in two mauers. That on is, that he hupeth foi to 
live long, and for to purchase raoche uchesse foi 
his debt, and than he wol shiive him • and, as he 
sayth, he may, as him semeth, than timely ynoiigh 
come to shrift : another is, the suiquediie that he 
hath in Cristes mercie. Ayenst the first vice, he 
shal thinke that our lif is in no sikemessc, and eke 
that all the richesse in this world ben in aventare, 
and passen as a shadowe on a wall ; and, as sayth 
Seint Gregone, that it appertemeth to the gret right- 
wisnesse of God, that never shal the paine stinte of 
hem, that never wold withdrawe hem from sinne, 
bir thankes, but ever continue in sinne: for thilke 
perpetuel will to don sinne shall they have per- 
petuel peine* 

Wanhope is m two maners. The first wanhope 
is, in the mercie of God : that other is, that they 
think that they ne might not long persever in good- 
jaesse. The first wanhope cometh of that, he 
demeth that he hath sinned so gretly and so oft, 
and so long lyen m sinne, that he shal not be 
saved. Certes ayenst that carsed wanhope shulde 
he thinke, that the passion of JesuCiistis more 
stronge for to unbinde, than sinne is strong fot to 
^mde. Ayenst the second wanhope he shal thinke, 
that as often as he falleth, he may arisen again by 
jiemtence: and though he never so longe hath iyen 


in sinne, the mercie of Crist is alway redy to re- 
ceive him to mercie. Ayenst that wanhope that 
he demeth he shuld not longe persever in goodnesse, 
he shal think, that the feblenesse of the Devil may 
nothing do, but if men wol suffre him: and eke 
he shal have strength of the helpe of Jesu Crist, 
and of all his chirche, and of the protection of 
angels, if him list. 

Than shul men understonde, what is the fruit of 
penance; and after the woides of Jesu Crist, it is 
an endeles blisse of Heven, ther joye hath no con- 
trariositee of wo ne grevance ; ther all harmes ben 
passed of this present lif; ther as is sikemesse 
from the pemes of Helle ; ther as is the blisful 
compagnie, that rejoycen hem ever mo of others 
joye ; ther as the body of man, that whilom was 
foule and derke, is more clere than the Sonne ; 
ther as the body that whilom was sike and freele, 
feble and mortal, is immortal, and so strong and 
so hole, that ther ne may nothing appeire it j ther 
as IS neither hunger ne thurste, ne colde, but every 
soule replenished with the sight of the paifit know- 
ing of God. This blisful regne mowe men pur- 
chase by poverte spirituel, and the gloiie by low- 
Imcsse, the plentee of joye by hunger and thurst, 
and the reste by travaile, and the lif by deth and 
mortification of sinne : to which life he us bring, 
that bought us with his precious blood. Amen. 

Now preye I to hem alle that herken this litel 
tretise or reden it, that if ther be any thing m it 
that liketh hem, that therof they tlianken our 
Lord Jesu Crist, of whom procedetb all witte and 
all godenesse , and if ther be any thing that dis- 
pleseth hem, I preye hem also that they arrette it 
to the defaute of myn unkonmng, and not to my 
wille, that wold fayn have seyde bettei if I hadde 
had konnmg; for oure boke seyth, all that is writen 
IS writeu forouie doctrine, and that is myn entente. 
Wheifore I beseke you mekely for the mercie of 
God that ye preye for me, that Crist have mercie 
of me and foryeve me my gilies, [and namely of 
niyu tianslations and enditinges of worldly vanitees, 
the which I revoke m my Retractions, as the boke 
of Troilu';, the boke also of Fame, the boke of the 
five and twenty Ladies, the boke of the Duchesse, 
the boke of Seint Valentines Day of the Parlement 
of Briddes, the Tales of Canterbuiy, thilke that 
sounen unto sinne, the boke of the Leon, and many 
an othei boke, if they were in my remembi aunce, 
and many a song and many a lecheious lay, Crist 
of his grete mercie foryeve me the sinne. jSut of 
the translation of Boes of consolation, and other 
bokes of legendes of Semts, and of omelies, and 
moralite, and devotion, that thanke I oure Loid 
Jesu Cnst, and his blisful mother, and alle the 
semtes in Heven, besekmg hem that they fxo hens- 
forth unto my lyves eude sende me grace to be- 
waile my giltes, and to stodien to the savatiou of 
my soule,] and graimte me grace of veiray pen- 
ance, confession and satisfection to don in this 
piesent lif, thorgh the benigne grace of him, that 
IS king of kinges and preste of all prestes, that 
bought us with the precious blode of his herte, so 
that I mote ben on of hem atte the laste day of 
dome that shullen be saved ; qui cum Dm patie 
Spvritu sancio vms et regnas Deus per omnia secala^ 
Amen. 
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ROMAUNT OF THE ROSK 


This book -was begun m Fiencb verse by William 
de Lorris, and finished forty years after by John 
Clopmell, alias John Moone, bom at Mewen upon 
the nver of Loyer, not far from Paris, as ap- 
peareth by Molinet, the French author, upon 
the morality of the Romaunt ; and afterward 
translated foi the most part into English metre 
by Gefirey Chaucer, but not finished. It is en- 
tituled, The Romaunt of the Rose ; or. The Art 
of Love : wherein is shewed the helpes and fur- 
therances, as also the lets and impediments that 
lovers have in their suits. In this book the au- 
thour hath many glaunces at the hypocnsic of 
the clergy ; wheieby he got himself such batied 
amongst them, that Gerson, ohancellour of Pans, 
wnteth thus of him: saith he, “There was one 
called Johannes Meldinensis, who wrote a book 
called. The Romaunt of the Rose ; w-hich book 
if I only bad, and that there were no more in the 
world, if I might have five hundred pound for 
the same, I wold rather bume it than take the 
money.” He sayth more, that if he thought 
the authour thereof did not repent him for that 
book before he dyed, he would vouchsafe to pray 
for him no more than he would for Judas that 
betrayed Christ. 


M any menne sain that in sweuenmges. 
Where nis but fables and lesinges : 
But menne may some sweuen seene. 
Which hardely that false ne been. 

But afterward ben apparaunt : 

This may I drawe to warraunt 
An authour that bight Macrobes, 

That halte not dreames false ne lees. 

But undoth us the auisioun. 

That whilom mette king Cipioun. 

And who so sayth, or weneth it be 
A yape, or else nicete 
To wene that dreames after fall. 

Let who so liste a foole me call. 

For this trow I, and say for me. 

That dreames signifiaunce be 
Of good and harme to many wightes. 
That dreamen in hir sleep a nightes ’ 
Full many thinges couertly. 

That fallen after all openly. 

Withm my twentie yeere of age. 

When that loue taketh his courage 
Of younge folke, I wente soone 
To bed, as I was wont to doone ; 


And fast T slept, and m sleeping^ 

Me mette such a sweuenmg. 

That liked me wondrous wele. 

But m that sweuen is neuer a dele 
That it ms afterward befall. 

Right as this dreame woli tell us all- 
Now this dreame woll I nme a right. 
To make your heartes gay and light ; 
For loue it prayeth, and also 
Commaundetb me that it be so. 

And if there any aske me. 

Whether that it be he or she. 

Now this booke which is here 
Shall highte, that I rede you here: 

It is the Romaunt of the Rose, 

In which all the art of loue I close. 

The matter faire is of to make, 

God graunt me in gree that she it take 
For whom that it begonnen is. 

And that is she, that hath I wis 
So mokel prise, and thereto she 
So worthie is beloued to be, 

That she well ought of prise and right,^ 
Be cleped Rose of euene wight. 

That it was Mey me thonghte tho. 

It is fine yere or more ago. 

That it was Mey, thus dreamed me. 

In time of loue and lolitie. 

That all thing ginneth waxen gay s 
For there is neither huske nor hay 
In Mey, that it nill shrouded bene. 

And it with newe leues wrene: 

These woodes eke recoueren grene. 
That dne in winter ben to sene. 

And the eitb waxeth proud withall. 

For swote dewes that on it fall. 

And the poore estate forget. 

In which that winter had it set : 

And than become the ground so proude 
That it wol have a newe shroude. 

And maketh so queint his robe and fair 
That it had hewes an hundied paire, 

Of grasse and floures, Inde and Pers, 
And many hewes full diuers: 

That IS the robe I mean iwis. 

Through which the ground to praisen ii 
The birdes, that ban left hir song, 
While they ban suffred cold full strong 
In wethers grille, and derke to sight, 
Ben m Mey for the Sunne bright. 

So glad, that they shew in singing. 
That in hii heart is such hkmg, - 
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That they mote singen and ben light : 

Than doth the nightingale her might. 

To maken noyse, and singen blith: 

Than is blisfull many a sith, 

The chelaundre, and the popingaye. 

Than younge folke entenden aj e, 

For to ben gay and amorous. 

The time is then so sauorous- 

Harde is his heart that ioueth nought 
In Mey, whan all this mirth is wrought, 
Whan he may on these braunches heie 
The smalle birdes singen clere 
Her blisfull swete song piteous. 

And in this season delitous 
When lone aflirmeth all thing. 

Me thought one night, in my sleeping. 
Right in my bed full readyly, 

That it was by the morrow early. 

And up I rose, and gan me cloth, 

Anone I wish mine hondes both, 

A siluer needle forth I drow. 

Out of an agiuler queint inow, 

And gan this needle thiead anone. 

For out of toune me list to gone, 

The sound of birdes for to heare 
That on the buskes singen cleare. 

In the swete season that lefe is. 

With a thred basting my sleuis, 

Alone I went in my playing. 

The smale foules song hearkening. 

That payned hem full many a pane. 

To sing on howes blossomed faire: 
lolife and gay, full of gladnesse. 

Toward a iiner gan I me dresse. 

That I heard renne faste by. 

For fairer playen none saw I 
Than playen me by that riuere : 

For from an hill that stood there nere. 
Come doune the stream full stifle and bold, 
Clere as the water, and as cold 
As any well is, sooth to same. 

And faomedele lasse it was than Same, 

But it was straiter, ^eleaway, 

And neuer saw I er that day. 

The water that so wcle liked me. 

And wonder glad was I to se 
That lusty place, and that riuere: 

And with that water that ran so clere, 

My face I wish, tho saw I wele. 

The bottome ypaued euendele 
With grauel, full of stones shene. 

The meadowes softe, sote, and greno, 

Beet right upon the water side. 

Full clere was than the morowe tide. 

And full attempre out of drede, 

Tho gan I walken thorow the made, 
Donnward aye in my playing. 

The nuers side coasting. 

And when I had a while igone, 

I saw a garden right anone, 

Full long and broad, and eneridele 
Enclosed was, and walled wele. 

With hie walles enbatailed, 

Portrayed without, and well entaylcd 
With many riche portraitures. 

And both yet images and peintures, 

Can T beholde besely, 

And I woll tell you readyly. 

Of thilke images the semblaunce, 

As farre as I haue icmembraunce. 


Amidde saw I Hate stonde. 

That for her wrath and yre and onde. 
Seemed to be a mynoresse. 

An angry wight, a chideresse. 

And ful of gile, and fell courage, 

By semblaunt was that like image. 

And she was nothing wele araide, 

But like a wode woman afraide, 

Ifrounced foule was her Tisage, 

And grinning for dispitpus rage. 

Her nose snorted up for tene, 

Full hidous was she for to sene. 

Full foule and rustic was she this. 

Her head iwrithen was iwis 
Full gnmly with a great towaile. 

An image of another entaile, 

A lifte halfe was hei fast by, 

Her name aboue her head saw I, 

And she was called Felony. 

Another image, that Uillany 
Icleped was, saw I and fonde 
Upon the wall on her light honde. 

Uillany was like somedele 

That other image, and trusteth wele 

She seemed a wicked creature. 

By countenaunce m portreiture, 

She seemed be full despitous, 

And eke full proude and outragious. 

Well coud he paint I undertake. 

That such an image coude make : 

I Full foule and churlish seemed she, 
j And eke villainous for to be, 

I And little coulde of nurture, 

! To worship any creature, 
i And next was pamted Couetise, 

^ That eggeth folke in many a gise. 

To take and yeve right nought againc. 
And great tieasoures up to lame. 

And that is she, that for usure 
T.eneth to many a creature 
The lasse for the more winning, 

So couetous is her bienning. 

And that is she for pennies fele. 

That teacheth for to robbe and stele 
These theeues, and these smale harlotcjs, 
And that is routhe, for by hir throtes. 
Full many one hongeth at the last: 

She maketh folke compasse and cast 
To taken other folkes thing. 

Through robberie, oi miscoucting. 

And that is she that maketh treachours. 
And she maketh false pleadouts. 

That with hir termes and hir domes. 

Hone maidens, children, and eke gromes. 
Her heritage to forgo : 

Full crooked weie her hondes twoj 
For couetise is euer wood. 

To gripen other folkes good. 

Couetise, for her winning, 

Full lefe hath other mennes thing. 

Another image set saw I, 

Nexte Couetise fast by, 

And she was cleped Auance, 

Full foule m painting was that vice^^ 

Full sad and caitife was she eke. 

And also grene as any leke, 

So euil hewed was her colour. 

Her seemed to haue lined m langour. 

She was like thing for hunger dead. 

That lad her life onely by brt^aid 
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Kneden with eisell strong and egre, 

And thereto she was lene and megre, 

And she was clad full poorely, 

All m an olde tome courtpy, 

As she were all with dogges tome, 

And both behind and eke befome 
Clouted was she beggerly. 

A mantle honge her faste by, 

Upon a benche weake and small, 

A burnette cote hong there withall, 
Furred with no mineuere. 

But with a furre ro'igh of heere, 

Of lambe skinnes beauy and blake. 

It was so old I uiideitake. 

For Auarice to cloath her wele, 

Ne hasteth her neuer a dele. 

For certainly it were her loth 
To wearen of that ilke cloth. 

And if it weie forweared, she 
Woulde haue fiill great nicete 
Of clothing, er she bought her newe, 

All were it bad of woll and hewe. 

This Auarice held in her hand, 

A puise that honge by a band. 

And that she hid and bond so strong, 

Men must abide wonder long, 

Out of the purse er ther come ought, 

For that ne commeth in her thought. 

It was not certaine her entent, 

That fro that purse a peny went. 

And by that image nigh inough, 

Was peinted Enuie, th?'t neuer lough, 
Nor neuer well in her heart ferde 
But if she either saw or herde 
Some great mischaimce, or great disease, 
Nothing ne may so much her please 
As mischeife and misauenture, 

Or when she seeth discomfiture 
Upon any worthy man fall, 

Than liketh her nght well withalL 
She IS full glad in hir courage. 

If she see any great linage 
Be brought to naught in shamefull wise: 
And if a man in honour rise, 

Or by his wit, or by his prowesse. 

Of that hath she great heauinesse. 

For trusteth well she goeth nie wood. 
When any chaunce happeth good. 

Enuy is of such cmelte, 

That fayth ne trouth boldeth she, 

To fnend ne fellow, bad or good. 

Ne she hath kmne none of her blood 
That she nis full hir enemie. 

She nolde, I dare saine hardely 
Her owue father fared wele> 

And sore abieth she euetie dele 
Her malice, and her male talent : 

For she is m so great turment 
And hate such, when folke doth good, 
That nye she melteth for pare wood. 

Her hert kerueth and so breaketh 
That God the people well awreaketb, 

Enuy iwis shall neuer let. 

Some blame upon the folke to set. 

I trowe that if Enuie iwis, 

Knew the beste man that is. 

On this side or beyond the see, 

Yet somewhat lacken him would she : 
And if he were so hende and wise. 

That she ne might all abate his prise. 


Yet would she blame Ins worthinesse, 

Or by her wordes make it lesse. 

I sawe Env3»' in that paintings 
Had a wonderfull looking. 

For she ne looked but awrie. 

Or overwhart, all baggingly. 

And she had a foule usage, 

She might looke in no visage 
Of man ne woman, forth right plaine. 
But shette her one eye for disdame. 

So for envie brenned shee 
When she might any man see 
That faire, or worthy were, or wise. 

Or else stood m folkes prise- 

Sorow was painted next Envie 
Upon that wall of masonrie : 

But well was seene in her coloiu 
That she had lived in languour: 

Her seemed to have the jaundice. 

Not halfe so pale was A\arice, 

Ne nothing like of leannesse, 

For sorowe, thought, and great distressc*, 
Ihat she had suffred daie and night. 
Made her yellow, and -nothing bnght : 
Full sad, pale, and megre also, 

Was never wight yet half so wo 
As that her seemed for to be. 

Nor so fulfilled with yre as she, 

I trow that no wight might her please 
Nor doe that thing that might hci eases. 
Nor she ne would her soiow slake, 

Nor comfort none unto her take. 

So depe was her wo begonne, 

And eke her heart in anger ronne, 

A sorowfull thing wel seemed shei 

Nor she had nothing slowe be 

For to scratchen all her fade 

And for to rent in many place 

Her clothes, and for to teare her swire. 

As she that was fulfilled of yre. 

And all to tome lay eke her heere 
About her shoulders, here and then.'. 

As she that had it all to rent 
For anger and for male talent. 

And eke I tell you certainly 
How that she wept full tenderly : 

In worlde nis wight so hard of heart 
That had seene her sorowes smart 
That nolde have had of her pite, 

So wo begon a thing was she. 

She all to dasbt her selfe for wo 
And smote togider her hands two, 

To sorrow was she full ententife. 

That wofull retchelesse caitife 
Her wroughte little of playing, 

Or of clipping or kissing ; 

For who so sorrowfull is in heart 
Him luste not to play ne start. 

Nor for to dauncen, ne to smg, 

Ne may his heart in temper bung 
To make joy on even or morrow. 

For joy is contrane unto sorrow. 

Elde was painted after this, 

That shorter was a foot iwis 
Than she was wont in her yong hede, 
Unueth her selfe she niight fede. 

So feeble and eke so old was she 
That faded was all her beaute. 

Full salow was waxen her colour. 

Her head for bore was white as fiour. 
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Iwis great qaalme ne ^rere it none, 

Ne sinne, although her life were gone. 
All woxen was her body unweld.e 
And due and dwined all for elde, 

A foule forwelked thing was she 
That whilom round and soft had be. 
Her hceres shoken fast witball 
As from her hedde they would fall; 
Her face flounced and forpined. 

And both her hondes lome fordwined : 
So old she was that she ne went 
A foot, but it were by potent. 

The time that passetb night and daye, 
And restlesse trauayleth aye. 

And stealeth from vs so priuyly, 

That to vs seemeth sikerly 
That it in one point dwelleth euer. 

And certes it ne resteth neuer. 

But goeth so fast, and passeth aye 
That there nis man that thmke mays 
What time that now present is 
Asketh at these clerkes this. 

For menne thmke it readily 
Three times been passed by 
The time that may not soioume 
But goth, and may neuer retourne. 

As water that doun runneth aye 
But neuer droppe retume may : 

There may nothing as time endure, 
Metall, nor yearthly creature, 

For all thing is frette and shall. 

The time eke that chaungeth all. 

And all doth waxe, and fostred be. 

And all thing destroyeth he. 

The time that eldeth oui auncestoura 
And eldeth kinges and emperours. 

And that vs all shall ouercommen 
Er that death vs shall haue nommen, 
The time that hath all m welde 
To elden folke, had made her elde 
So miy, that to my weting 
She might helpe her selfe nothing. 

But toumed ayeu vnto child hedej 
She had nothing her selfe to lede 
Ne wit ne pithe in her bold^ 

More than a childe of two yere old- 

But uathelesse 1 faow that she 
Was farre sometime, and fresh to se. 
When she was in her rightfull age: 

But she was past all that passage 
And was a doted thing becommen : 

A furred cappe on had she nommen ; 
Well had she clad her selfe and waime. 
For cold might els doen her harme. 
These olde folke haue alway cold, 

Hir kind is such, when they been old. 

Another thing wsls doen there write;. 
That seemed like an ipocrite, 

And it was cleped Pope holy. 

That like is she, that pnuily 
Ne spaied never a wicked deed. 

When men of her taken none heed. 
And maketh her outward precious. 
With pale visage and piteous, 

And seemeth a simple creature. 

But ther nis no misaduentuie. 

That she ne thinketh in couiage: 

Full like to her was thilke image. 

That maked was like her semblaunee. 
She was ful simple of counteuauncf. 


And she was clothed and eke shod, 

As she were for the loue of God 
Yoldeu to religion, 

Soch seemed her deuotion. 

A psalter held she fast in bond. 

And busily she gan to fond 
To make many a faint prayere. 

To God, and to his saintes dere : 

Ne she was gay, fresh, ne lolife. 

But seemed to be full ententife 
To goode workes, and to faire. 

And thereto she had on an haire. 

Ne certes she was fatte nothing 
But seemed wene for fasting. 

Of colour pale and dead was she. 

From her the gates aie warned be 
Of Paradise, that blisfull place, 

For such folke maken leane hir grace : 
As Christ sayth in his Euangile, 

To get hem prise in tonne a while, 

And for a little glorie vame. 

They lesen God and eke his raigne. 

And aldeilastof euerichone, 

Was painted Pouert all alone. 

That not a peny had m hold. 

Although she her clothes sold, 

And though she shuld an honged be. 

For naked as a worme was she, 

And if the weather stormie weie, 

For cold she shuld haue died there. 

She ne had on but a straite old sacke. 
And many a cloute on it there stacke. 
This was her cote, and her mantele. 

No more was there neuei a dele 
To cloath her with; 1 vmlertake, 

Gi eat leser hadde she to quake ; 

And she was put, that I of talke, 

Ferre fro these other, vp in an halke, 
Theie lurked and there coured she, 
i For poore thing, where so it be. 

Is shamefast, and despised aie : 
Accursed may well be that daie. 

That poore man concerned is, 

For God wote all to seld iwis 
Is any pooie man well ifed, 

Or well arrayed or icled. 

Or well beloued, m such wise, 

In honour that be may aiise. 

All these thinges well auised. 

As T haue you er this deuised. 

With gold and azure ouer all, 

Depainted were vpon the wall. 

Square was the wall, and high somdele 
Enclosed, and ibaired wele, 

Tn stead of hedge, was that gaidin, 
Come neuer shepheide therein ; 

Into that gardm, well iwrought, 

Who so that me coud haue brought,- 
By ladders or else by degree. 

It would well haue liked meei. 

For such solace, such joy, and pleie, 

J trow that ucuei man ne seie. 

As was in that place delicious : 

The gardin was not daungerous. 

To herborow birdes many one. 

So rich a yere was never none 
Of birdes song, and braunches gtene,' 
Therein were bii'des mo I wene. 

Than been m all the realme of Fraunce* 
Full blisfiiU was the accordaance. 
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Of swete pitous Song they made, 

For all this worlde it ought glade. 

And I my selfe £,o merry ferde. 
Whan I her bhsfall songes herde. 

That for an hundred pound would 1, 

If that the passage openly 
Had be vnto me fr'ee 
That I nolde entren for to see 
Tliassemble (God keepe it fro care) 

Of birdes, whiche therein ware, 

That songen through hir merry throtes, 
Daunces of loue, and merry notes. 

When I thus heard the foules sing, 

I fell fast m a waymentmg, 

By which art, or by what engiu, 

I might come into that gardm. 

But way T couth e finde none. 

Into that gardm for to gone, 

Ne nought wist T if that there were 
Either hole or place where, 

By which I might haue entre, 

Ne there was none to teache me, 

For I was all alone iwis, 

For woe and anguishe of this. 

Till at last bethought I mee, 

That by no way ne might it bee, 

That there nas ladder ne way to pace, 
Or hole, into so faire a place, 

Tho gan I go a full great paas, 
Enuiron, euen m compas, 

The closing of the square wall, 

Till that 1 found a wicket small 
So shette, that 1 ne might in gone, 

And other entre was there none. 

Upon this doore I gan to smite 
That was so fetis, and so lite, 

For other waye coud I not seke. 

Full longe I shote, and knocked eke. 
And stode full long all herkening 
If that I heard any wight coniming: 
Till that the doore of thilke entre 
A maiden curteis opened me : 

Her haire was as yellowe of hewe 
As any bason scoured uewe, 

Her fleshe tender as is a chicke 
With bente browes, smooth and slickc, 
And by measure large we re 
The opening of her eyen clere: 

Her nose of good proportion, 

Her eyen graie, as is a faucon, 

With sweete breath and well favoured, 
Her face white and well coloured, 

With little mouth, and round to see j 
A cloue chmne eke had she ; 

Her necke was of good fashion 
In length and greatnesse by reason, 
Without bleme, scabbe, or roiiiej 
Fro Jeiusalem vnto Burgome 
Ther nis a fairer necke iwis 
To fele how smooth and soft it is. 

Her throle also white of hewe, 

As snowe on braunce snowed newe. 

Of bodie full well wrought was she, 
Men neden not m no countre 
A fairer bodie for to seke : 

And of fine orfrais had she eke 
A chapelet, so semely on, 

Ne neuer wered maide upon j 
And faire aboue that chapelet 
A rose garloud had she set; 


She had a gaie mirrour 
And with a riche gold treasour^ 

Her head was tiessed queintly 
Her sleeues sewed fetously. 

And for to keepe her hondes faire 
Of gloues white she had a paire: 

And she had on a coate of grene 
Of cloth of gaunt, withouten wene : 
Well seemed by her apparaile 
She was not wont to great trauaile. 

For whan shee kempt was feteously 
And well araied and richly, 

Than had she doen all her ioumee. 

For merrye and well begon was she. 

She led a lustie life in May, 

She had no thought, by night ne da 3 '' 
Of nothing, but if it were onely 
To grayeth her well and vncouthly. 

Whan that this dore had opened me 
This maiden, seemely for to see, 

1 thonked her as I best might, 

And asked her how that she bight : 
And what she was, I asked eke. 

And she to me was nought vnmeke 
Ne of her answeare daungerous. 

But faire answeide, and sayed thus : 

** Lo sir, my name is Idlenesse 
So clepe men me, more and lesse : 

Full mightie and full rich am I, 

And that of one thinge namely. 

For I entende to nothing 
But to my joye, and my pleymg, 

And for to kembe and tresse me r 
Acquainted am I and prime 
With Mirthe, lord of this gardm# 

That fro the londe of Alexandrin 
Made the trees hither be fet, 

That in this gardm been iset : 

And when the trees woxen an bight, 
This wall that stant here in thy sight. 
Did Mirthe enclosen all about. 

And these images all without 
He did hem both entaile and painty 
That neither been jolife ne quaint, 

But they been full of sorowe and wo, 
As thou hast seene a while ago. 


And oft times him to solace 
Sir Mirthe commeth into this place, 
And eke with him commeth his meine. 
That liuen m lust andiolite: 

And now is Mirthe therein, to here 
The birdes how they singen clere. 

The mauis and the nightingale. 

And other jolly birdes smale: 

And thus he walketh to solace 
Him and his folke, for sweeter place 
To playen in, be may not finde, 
Although he sought one in till Inde. 
The althei fairest folke to see 
That in this worlde may found bee 
Hath Mirthe with him in his rout, 
TTiat followen him alwaies about.” 

When Idlenesse had told all this. 
And I had herkened well ywis. 

Then saied I to dame Idlenesse, 

Now also wisely God me blesse, 

Sith Mirthe, that is so faire and fie, 

Is m tb's yerd with his meine. 
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Fro thilke assemble, if I may. 

Shall no man werae me to day, 

That I this night ne mote it see. 

For well wene I there with him bee 
A faire and jolie companie 
Fulfilled of all courtesie:’’ 

And forth with out wordes mo 
In at the wicked went I tho, 

That Idlenesse had opened mee. 

Into that garden faire to see. 

And whan I was in ywis. 

Mine herte was full glad of this- 
For well wend I full sikerly 
Haue been in Paradice earthly. 

So faire it was, that trusf eth well. 

It seemed a place espirituell. 

For certes at my deuise. 

There is no place in Pai-adice, 

So good m for to dwell or be. 

As m that garden thoughte me. 

For there was many a bud singing, 
Throughout the yerde all thringing, 

In manv places were nightingales, 

Alpes, finches, and wodwales. 

That in hir swete song delighten 
In thilke places as they habiten. 

There mighte men see many flockes 
Ofturteles and lauerockes, 

Chalaundres fele saw I there. 

That very nigh forsongen were. 

And thrustles, terins, and manise. 

That songeu for to win hem prise. 

An d eke to sermount in hir song 
That other birdes hem emong 
By note made faire seruise : ^ 

These birdes, that I you deuise. 

They song her song as faire and well, 

As angels done espirituell, 

And tnisteth me, when I hem herde. 

Full lastie and well I ferde : 

For never yet such melodie 
Was heard of man that mighte die. 

Such swete song was hem emong. 

That me thought it no birdes song. 

But it was wonder like to bee 
Song of meremaidens of the see. 

That for hir singen is so clere: 

Though we meremaidens clepe hem heie 
In English, as is our vsaunce. 

Men clepe hem sereins m Fraunce. 


Ententiue weren for to sing 
These birdes, that not vnkonnmg 
Were of hir craft, and k prentlse. 
But of song subtiU and eke wise : 

And certes, whan I heard hir song. 
And saw the grene place emong. 

In heart I wpxt so wonder gay. 

That I was neuer, ere that day. 

So lolife, nor so well bigo, 

Ne merry in heart, as I was tho : 

And than wist I, and saw full well, 
That Idlenesse me serued well, 

That me put m such jolite. 

Her frend well ought I for to be, 

Sith she the dore of that gardin 
Had opened, and me let m. 

From henceforth, how that I wrought 
1 shall you tell, as me thought : 


r Fust whereof Mil the seined theie, 

And eke what folke there with him were, 
Without fable I woll discnue. 

And that garden eke as blme j 
I woll you tellen after this 
The faire fashion all ywis. 

That well wrought was for the nones 5 
£ may not tell you all atones. 

But as I may and can, I shall 
By order tellen you it all. 

Full faire seiuice, and eke full swete 
These birdes maden as they sete : 

Laies of loue, ful well souning 
They songen in hir iargonmg. 

Some high, and some eke lowe song 
Upon the braunches greene isprong: 

The sweetnesse of hir melodie 
Made all mine heart m reuelne, 

And whan that I heard I trowe 
These birdes singing on a rowe. 

Then might I not withholde mee 
That I ne went in for to see 
Sir Mirthe, for my desiring 
Was him to scene oner all thing, 

His countenaunce and his manere ; 

That sighte was to me full dere. 


Tho went I forth od my right bond 
Downe by a litel path I fond 
Of mintes full, and fennell greene. 

As faste by withouten wene 

Sir Mirthe I found, and light anone 

Unto sir Mirthe gan I gone, 

There as he was him to solace. 

And with him in that lustie place. 

So faire folke and so fiesh had he. 

That when I saw, I wondied me 
Fro Avlienes suche folke might come. 

So faire they weren all and some: 

For they weren like, as to my sight. 

To angels, that ben fethered bright. 

These folke, of which I tell you so. 
Upon a karole wenten tho : 

A ladie karoled hem, that hight 
Gladnesse, blisfull, and light, 

Well could she sing and lustely 
None halfe so well and seemel}’^: 

And cothe make in song such refiaming. 
It sate her wonder v^ell to sing. 

Her voice full cleie was and full swete- 
She was not rude ne unmetc. 

But couthe ynough for such doing 
As longeth unto karolling: 

For she was wont m every place 
To smgeii first, folke to sollace. 

For singing most she gave her to. 

No craft had she so lefe to do. 


Tho mightest thou karoles seene, 

And folke daunce and merry beene. 

And made many a faire tourning 
Upon the greene giasse springing. 

Theie mightest thou see these flutours, 
Minstrales, and eke jogelours, 

That well to singe did hir pame : 

Some song songes of Loraine, 
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For in Loraine liir notes be 
Full sweeter than m this countie. 

There was many a timbesteie, 

And sailours, that I dare well swere 
Couthe hir craft full perfitly : 

The timbres up full subtell}’’ 

They cast, and bent full oft 
Upon a fingrer faire and soft. 

That they failed never mo. 

Full fetis damoseles o, 

Right yong, and full of semelyhede 
In kilties, and none other wede. 

And faire tressed eveiy tresre 
Had Mirthe doen for his noblesse 
Amid the carole for to daunce. 

But hereof lieth no reraembraunce, 

How that they daunced queintly: 

That one would come all pnvely 
Ayen that other, and when they were 
Togither almost, they threw ifere 
Hir mouthes so, that through hir play 
It seemed as they kist alway : 

To dauncen well couth they the guise. 

What should I more to you devise > 

Ne bode I never thenes go. 

Whiles that I saw hem daunCe so. 

Upon the caroll wonder fast, 

I gan beholde, till at last 
A ladie gan me for to espie, 

And she was eloped Courtesie, 

The worshipful], the debonaire, 

I pray to God ever fall her faire : 

Full courtesly she called me, 

“ What doe ye there, beau sire (quod she) 
“ Come, and if it like you 
To dauncen, daunceth with us now:"' 

And I without tarrying 
Went into the carolling, 

I was abashed never adele, 

But it to me liked right wele, 

That Cointesie me cleped so, 

And bade me on the daunce go. 

For if I had durst, certaine 
I would have carolled right fame 
As man that was to daunce right blithe: 

Than gau I looken oft sithe 

The shape, the bodies, and the cheres, 

The countenaunce and the maneres 
Of all the folke that daunced there. 

And I shall tellen what they were. 

Full faire was Mirthe, full long and high, 

A faiier man I never sigh : 

As round as apple was his face. 

Full roddie and white m every place : 

Fetis he was and well besey, 

With meetly mouth atid eyen gray. 

His nose by measure wrought full right, 
Cnspe was his haire, and eke full bright : 

His shoulderes of large brede. 

And smallish m the girdlestede : 

He seemed like a puitreiture. 

So noble he was of his stature. 

So faire, so jolly, and so fetise^ 

With limmes wrought at point devise 
Deliver, smert, and of great might : 

Ne saw thou never man so light. 

Of herd uuneth had he nothing, 

For It was in the firstc spring, 

Full yong he was, and merry of thought 
pAnd m samette, with birdes wrought, 
yoL. I. 


And with gold beaten full fetously, 

His bodie was clad full richely : 

Wrought was his robe m straunge gise. 
And all to shtteredfor queintise 
In mony a place, low and hie, 

And shode he v.js with great maistrie. 
With shoone decoped, and ’Mth lace, 

By diuiie, and by solace. 

His leefe a rosen chapelet 
Had made, and on h's head it set. 

And wete ye who was his lefe, 

Dame Gladnesse ther-e was bun so lefe. 
That smgeth so well with glad courage. 
That fiom she was twehe veare of age. 
She of her love graunt him made : 

Sir Mirthe her by the finger hade 
Dauncing, and she him also, 

Gi eat love was at-’ixt hem two : 

Both were they faire and bright of hew, 
She semed like a rose new 
Of colours, and her flesh so tender. 

That with a brere small and tender. 

Men might it cleve, I dare well say: 

Her foihead froiincdfes all play. 

Bent were her browes two. 

Her cyeu gray, and g^ad also, 

That laughden aye in her semblaunt. 

Fust or the month by covenaunt 
1 wot not what of her nose I shall disenve, 
So faire hath no woman alive : 

Her haire was yellow, and clere shining, 

I wote no lady so liking. 

Of orfraies fresh was her garland, 

I whiche scene have a thonsand 
Saw never ywts no garland yet, 

So well wrought of si Ike as it. 

And in an over gilt samite 
Clad she was, by great delite, 

Of wh'che her leefe a robe werde. 

The merrier she in her heart ferde. 

And next her went, on her other side, 

^ The god of love, that can divide 
Love, and as him liketh it be. 

But he can cherles daunt en, he. 

And many folkes pride fallen, 

And he can well these lordes thrallen, 

And ladies put at low degree 
When he may hem too p^’oude see. 

This goo of love of his fashion 
Was like no knave, ne quistion: 

His beautie greatly was to prise, 

But of his robe to devise 
I dreade encombred for to be, 

For not yclad in silke was he. 

But all in flouies and flourettes, 

I painted all with amorettes, 

And with losenges and scochons, 

With birdes, liberdes, and hons. 

And other beastes wrought full wele j 
His garment was every dele 
Ipurtraied and ywrought with flours, 

By divers medhng of colours: 

Figures ther were of many gise 
Iset by compasse in a sise, 

There lack^ no floure to my dome, 

Ne not so much as floure of brome, 

Ne violet, ne eke pevuinke, 

Ne floure none, that men can on thiuke : 
And many a rose lefe full long 
Was entermedled there eraong ? 

N 
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And also on his head was: set 
Of roses redde a chapelet. 

But nightingales a full great rout 
That fiieu over his head about. 

The leaves feiden as they flien. 

And he was all with birdcs wrien, 

With popinjay, with nightingale, 

Witli chalaundre, and with wodewale. 

With finch, with larke, and with archangell. 
He seemed as he were an angell. 

That down were comen fro Heaven clere. 

Love had with him a hachelere, 

That he made alwayes with him be, 

Swete Looking cleped was he : 

This batch el er stode beholding 

The daunce, and in his honde holding 

Tiiike bowes two, full well devised had hee. 

That one of hem was of a tree 

That beareth a fiuict of savour wicke. 

Full crooked was that foule sticke. 

And kuottie here and there also. 

And blacke as herne, or any slo. 

That other bow was of a plant 
W ithout wemme, I dare wan^nt, 

Full even and by proportion, 

Trectes and long, of fall good fashion. 

And it was painted well and thwitten. 

And over all diapred and written 
With ladies and with bacheleres, 

Full lightsome and glad of cheres : 

These bowes two held Sweet Looking, 

That seemed like no gadling : 

And ten brode airowes held he there. 

Of which five in his honde were, 

But they were shaven well and dight, 
Nocked and feathered aright : 

And all they were with golde begon. 

And stronge pointed everichon, 

And sharpe for to kerven wele, 

But yion was there none ne stele : 

For all was golde, men might see. 

Out take the feathers and the tree. 


The swiftest of these arrowres five 
Out of a bowe for to drive. 

And beste feathered for to flie, 

And fairest cl^e, was cleped Beautie : 

That other arrow that hurteth lesse^ 
Was cleped (as I trow) Simplesse : 

The thirde cleped was Fraunchise, 
That feathered was in noble wise 
With valour and with courtesie ? 

The fourth was clepen Companie, 

That heavie for to shooten is, 

But who so shoQteth right ywis, 

May therewith do en great harme and wo: 

The fift of these, and last also, 

Faire Semblaunt men that arrow call, 

The leste greevous of hem all, 

Yet can it make a full great wound, 

But he may hope his sores sound < 

That hurt is with that arrowe ywis. 

His wo the bette bestowed is : 

For he may sooner have gladnesse, 

His langoiir ought to be the lesse. 


Five arrowes wci e of other gise, 
That been full foule to devise ; 


For shaft and end, sooth for to teh, 

Weie al so blacke as fiend in Hell. 

The first of hem is called Pride, 

That other arrow next him beside. 

It was cleped Villanie, 

That arrow was with fellonie 
Envenmred, and with spitous blame i 
The third of hem was cleped Shame. 

Ihe fourth, Wanhope cleped is. 

The fift, the Newe Thought ywis. 

These arrowes that I speake of heiCj^ 
Were all five on one mannere. 

And all were they resemblable ; 

To hem was well fitting and able. 

The foule crooked bowe hidous. 

That knottie was, and all roinous; 

That bowe seemed well to shete 
The arrowes five, that been unmetc 
And contiary to that other five . 

But though I tell not as blive 
Of hir power, ne of hir might, 

Heieafter shall I tellen right 
The sooth, and eke signifiaunce. 

As ferre as I have remembraunce r 
All shall be saied I undertake. 

Ere of this booke an end I make. 

Now come X to my tale againe: 

But alderfirst, I woU you same 
The fashion and the countenaunces 
Of all the folke that on the daunce is. 
The god of love jolife and light. 

Led on his honde a ladie bright, 

Of high prise, and of great degre. 

This ladie called was Beaute, 

And an arrow, of which I told, 

Full well thewed was she hold : 

Ne she was derke ne browne, but bright. 
And cleare as the moone light : 

Againe whom all the staries semen 
But small candles, as we demen : 

Her flesh was tender as dewe of floui e, 
Hei cheare was simple as bud m boure. 
As white as lilly or rose in nse: 

Her face gentill and treatise: 

Fetis she was, and small to see. 

No wintred brovres had shee, 

Ne popped here, for it needed nought 
To winder her, or to paint her ought : 
Her tresses yellow, and long straughten, 
CJnto her heeles downe they raughten : 
Her nose, her mouth, and eye and cheke 
Well wrought, and all the remnaunt eke. 
A full gret sauour and a smote. 

Me thougbte in mine herte rote : 

As helpe me God, when I remember, 

Of the fashion of euery member. 

In world is none so faire a wight : 

For yong she was, and hewed bright 
Sore pleasant, and fetis with all, 

Gent, and in hei middle small. 

Beside Beauty yede Eicbesse, 

An high ladie of great noblesso> 

And great of pnee in euery place : 

But who so durst to her trespace 
Or till her folke, in werke or dede. 

He were full haidie out of drede: 

For both she helpe and hinder may. 

And that is not of yesterday 

That riche folke haue full great might 

’fo helpe, and eke to greue wight. 
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The best aad greatest of valour 
Diddea Richesse full great hoaour, 

And busie weren her to serue^ 

For that they would her loue deserue; 

They cleped her ladie, gret and small, 

This wide world her dredeth all ; 

This world is all m her daungere, 

Her court hath many a losengere. 

And many a traitour enuious. 

That ben full busie and curious 
For to dispraise, and to blame 
That best deseruen loue and name. 

To feme the folke hem to begilen. 

These losengeours hem preise and smilen. 

And thus tlie world with word annointen. 
But afterward they prill and pointen 
The folke, right to the bare bone, 

Behinde hir backe when they ben gone, 

And foule abateu folkes prise. 

Full many a worthy man and wise 
Han hindred, and idoen to die 
These losengeours with hir flatterie, 

And maketh folke full straunge be. 

There as hem ought ben priue : 

Well euill mote they thriue and thee, 

And euill ariaod mote they bee 
These losengeours full of enuie. 

Ko good man loueth hir companie. 

Richesse a robe of purple on had, 

Ne trow not that I he or mad : 

For in this world is none it liche, 

Ne by a thousand deale so riche, 

Ne none so faire, for it full wele. 

With orfireis laied was euery dele, 

And purtraid in the ribanings 
Of dukes stones, and of kings. 

And with a bend of gold tassiled. 

And knopes dne of gold amiled : 

About her necke of gentle entaile 
Was shet the riche cbeuesaile, 

Jn which there was full great plente 
Of stones clere, and Mre to se. 

Richesse a girdle had vpon, 

The bokell of it was of ston, 

Of vertue great, and mokell of might ; 

For who so bare the stone so bright, 

Of venim durst him nothing doubt 
While he the stone had him about : 

That stone was greatly for to loue. 

And till a riche mannes behoue 
Worth all the gold in Rome and Frise: 

The mourdant wrought m noble gise 
Was of a stone full precious. 

That was so fine and vertuous, 

That whole a mam it eputh make 
Of palsie, and of tothe ake, 

And yet the stone had such a grace. 

That he was seker in euery place 
411 tbilke day not blind to beene. 

That fasting might that stone seene; 

The barres were of gold full fine. 

Upon a tissue of sattine 

Full heauie, great, and nothing lights 

In eueriche w^s a besaunt wight. 

Upon the tresses of richesse 
Was set a circle of noblesse 
Of brende golde, that full light shone. 

So faire trow I was neuer none : 

But he were cunning for the nones, 

That could deu^e all the stones 


That m that circle shewen cleie. 

It is a wonder thing to here; 

For no man could preise or gesse 
Of hem the value or richesse : 

Rubies there were, sapbiis, ragounces. 
And emeraudes, more than two vnees. 

But all before full subtilly 
A fine carbimcle set saw I, 

The stone so cleare was and so bright. 
That all so soone as it was night, 

Menne might seene to go for nede 
A mile or two, in length and brede. 

Such light isprang out of the stone, 

That Richesse wonder bright ishone 
Bothe her hedde, and all her face, 

And eke about her all the place. 

Dame Richesse on her bond gan lede 
A yong man full of semelyhede, 

That she best loued of any thing. 

His lust was much in housholding : 

In clothing was he full fetise. 

And loued well to haue hors of prise, 

He wend to haue reproued be 
Of theft or murder, if that he 
Had m his stable an hacknay. 

And therefore he desired aye 
To been acquainted with Richesse, 

For all his purpose, as I gesse, 

Was for to maken great dispence, 
Withouten warning or defence ; 

And Richesse might it well sustaine. 

And her dispences wele maintaine. 

And him alway such plentie send 
Of gold and siluer for to spend 
Withouten lacking or daungere, 

As it were ponrde in a gamere. 

And after on the daunce went 
Largesse, that set all her entent 
For to ben honorable and free. 

Of Alexanders kmnewas shee; 

Her moste joie was ywis, 

When that she yafe, and saied, haue this# 
Not Auaiice the foule caitife 
Was halfe to gnpe so ententife 
As Largesse is, to yeue and spend. 

And God alway ynowe her send, 

So that the more she yaue away. 

The more iwis she had alway. 

Great loos hath Largesse, and great prise. 
For both wise folke and unwise 
Were wholly to her bandon brought. 

So well with yefts hath she wrought. 

And if she had an enemy, 

I trowe that she couth craftely 
Make him full soone herfinend to be, 

So large of yefts, and wise was she. 
Therefore she stood in loue and grace 
Of rich and poore in euery place. 

A full great foole he is ywis. 

That both nch and poore, and niggard is. 
A lord may haue no manner rice. 

That greeveth more than avance. 

For niggard neci^r with stiength of hand 
May wm him great lordship or land : 

For friendes ^11 too few hath he 
To doen his will performed be ; 

And who so woll have friendes here. 

He may not hold his treasure dere. 

For by ensample tell I this. 

Right as an adamant y wj# 
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Can drawen to bim subtelly 
The yron that is laied theieby. 

So draweth folkes hearts y wis 
Siluer and gold that yeuen is. 

Largesse liad on a lobe fiesh 
Of riche purpure sarlmish : 

Weil formed was hei face and clere. 

And opened had she her colere, 

For she right there had m piesent 
Unto a lady made present 
Of a gold broche, full well wrought. 

And certes it missate hei nought: 

For through her smocke wrought with silkc. 
The flesh was seene as white as milke : 
Larges'se, that worthy was and wise. 

Held by the bond a knight of piise. 

Was sibbe to Arthour of Breteignie, 

And that was he that bare tbe enseigne 
Of worship, and the gousfaucoun . 

And yet he is of such lenoun, 

That meime of him say fan e things 
Before barons, earles, and kings. 

This knight was commen all newly 
Fro tourneying faste by. 

There had he done gi;-eat chmalrie 
Through his vertue and bis maistrie, 

And for the lone of his lemman 
He cast donne many a doughty man. 

And next him daunced dame Frauuchise, 
Arrayed in full noble gise : 

She nas not broune ne donne of hew, 

But white as snow ifallen new : 

Her nose was wrought at point deuise, 

For it was gentill and tretise. 

With eyen glad, and browes bent, 

Her baire downe to her heles went, 

And she was simple as doue on tree. 

Full debonaire of hert was shee. 

She durste ne thei say ne do. 

But that, that her Jongeth to: 

And if a man were m distresse. 

And for her loue in heauiuesse, 

Her hei tc w'ould have full gieat pitee 
She was so amiable and fiee. 

For weie a manne for her bestad. 

She would e ben right sore adiad, 

That she d d ouergreat outrage, 

But she him hope his harme taswage, 

Her thought it all a villany. 

And she had on a suckeny. 

That not of hempe herdes was. 

So faire w'as none in all Arras, 

Lord, it was riddled fetisly. 

There nas not a pomt truely 
That It nas ir^ his right assise, 

Full well yclothed was Fraurchiscs 
For there nis no cloth sitteth bette 
On damosell, than doth rokette; 

A woman well more feti&e is 
In rokette, than in cote ywis, 

The white lokette riddeled faina, 
Betokeneth, that full debonaire 
And swete \vas she that it here. 

Bv her daunced a bachelere, 

I cannot tellen what he bight. 

But faire he was, and of good height. 

All had he ben, I sav no more. 

The lordes soiine of Windesoie. 

And next that daunced Courtesie, 

That preised was of low and bie, 


Foi neither proud ne foole was she i 
She for to daunce called me, 

1 praie God give her good giace. 

For when I came first into the place. 

She nas not mce, ne outrageous. 

But wise and ware, and vertuous. 

Of faire speech, and faire answer, 

Was neuer wight missaid of her : 

She bare no rancour to no wight, 

I Clere broune she was, and thereto bright 
Of face and body auenaunt 
I I wote no lady so pleasaunt, 

I She wercn worthy for to bene 
An emperesse or crowned quene. 

And by her went a knight dauncmg * 
That worthy was and well speaking. 

And full well coud he done honour: 

The knight was faire and stifle in stour, 
And m aimure a seemely man, 

And well beloued of his lemman, 

Faire Idlenesse then saw I, 

That alway was me faste by, 

Of her haue I withouten faile 
Told you the shape and apparaile : 

For (as I said) Lo, that was she 
That did to me so gieat bounte. 

She the gate of that gardin 
Undid, and let me passen in, 

And aftei daunced as I gesse. 

And she fulfilled of lustmesse. 

That nas not yet twelve yeare of age. 
With herte wild, and thought volage. 
Nice she was, but she ne ment 
, None harme ne sleight m her entent, 
But onely lust and lolite. 

For yoiige folke, well weten ye, 

Have little thought but on hir play. 

Hei lemman was beside alway, 

111 such a gjse, that he het kist 
At all times that him list. 

That all the daunce might it see. 

They make no force of piiuetee: 

Foi who so spake of hem euill or wele. 
They weie ashamed neuer adele, 

But men might seene hem kisse there. 
As It two yonge doues were, 

For yonge was thiike bachelere, 

Of beauty wot I non his pere. 

And he was right of such an age, 

As youth his lefe, and such courage. 

The lusty folke that daunced there. 
And also other that with hem were 
That weien all of hir meinee 
Full hende folke, wise, and free, 

And folke of fane port truly, 

There were all comcnly. 

Whan I had seene the countenaunces 
Of hem that ladden thus these daunces. 
Than had [ will to go and see 
The garden that so liked mee, 

And Token on these faire laureres. 

Or pine trees, cedres, and ormeres, 

The daunccs than al ended were. 

For many of hem that daunced there, 
Were with her loues went away 
Under the trees to haue her play. 


A noRD, they liued lustely, 

A great foole weie he siUcrly, 
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That nold his thankes such life lede: 
For this dare I same out of drede. 
That who so mighte so well fai e. 

For better life durst him not care, 

For there nis so good paradise, 

As to haue a loue at his deuise . 

Out of that place went I tho. 

And m that garden gan I go, 

Playmg along full merely. 

The god of loue full hastely 
Unto him Sweet Decking clept. 

No longer would he that she kept 
His bow'e of gold, that shone so br'ght. 
He had h.m bent anon right, 

And he full soone set an end, 

And at a braide he gan it bend, 

And tooke him of his arro ves fine, 

Full Sharpe and ready for to driue* 
Now God that sitteth in maieste 
Fro deadly woundes he keepe me, 

If so be that he had me shete, 

Foi if I with his airow mete. 

It had me greeued soie ywis. 

But I, that nothing wist of this. 

Went vp and downe full many a way, 
And he me followed fast alway. 

But no where would I reste me. 

Till I had in all the garden be. 


The garden was by measuring 
Bight euen and square m compassing, 

It as long was as it was large, 

Of fruit had euery tree his charge, 

But it were any hidous tree 
Of whiche there were two or three. 

There were, and that wote I full wele, 
Of pomgranettes a full great dele, 

That IS a fruit full well to like, 

Namely to folke when they ben sike: 
And trees there were great foison, 

That baren nuts in nir season, 

Such as menne nutmegs call, 

That swote of savour been withall. 

And almandies great plentee, 

Figges, and many a date tree 
There weren, if menne had nede. 
Through the gardin in length and brede. 

I’here was eke wexing many a spice, 
As Clowe, gilofre, and licorice, 

Oingere, and grein de Pai's, 

Canell, and setewale of pris, 

And ma«y a spice dehtable, 

To eaien when men rise fro tatle. 

And many homely trees there were, 
That peaches, comes, and apples here, 
Medlers, plummes peeres, chestemis, 
Cherise, of whiche many one faine is. 
Notes, aleis, and bolas. 

That for to seene it was solas, 

With many high laurer and pme. 

Was ranged dene all that gardme, 

W<th cipres, and with oliueris, 

Of which that nigh no plenty here is. 

There were elmes great and strong, 
Maples, a&he, oke, aspes, planes long. 
Fine ewe, poplar, and hndes fa»re, 

And other trees full many a paire. 

What should I tell you more of it ^ 
There were so many hees yet, 


That I should all encombred bee. 

Ere I had reckoned euery tree. 

These trees w^ere set that I deuise. 

One from another in assise 
Flue fadome or sixe, I trowe so. 

But they weie high and great also: 

And for to keepe out well the Suane, 

The croppes ^ere so thicke irunne, 

And euery biaunch in other knitte, 

And full of greene leaues sitte, 

That Sunne might there non#* descend. 
Least the tender grasses shend. 

There might menne does and loes isee. 
And of squirrels full great plentee, 

From bough to bough alway leping, 
Connis there were also playmg, 

That comen out of hir clapers 
Of sundry colours and maners, 

And maden many a tourneying 
Upon the freshe grassie spnngmg. 

In places saw I welles there. 

In whiche there no frogges were. 

And faire m shaddow was euery well; 
But I lie can the number tell 
Of stremis small, that by deuise 
Mirthe had done come through condise* 
Of which the water in renning 
Gan make a noise full hking. 

About the bnnkes ot these wels. 

And by the streanies ouer all els 
Sprang vp the grasse, as thicke iset 
And soft as any veliiet 
On which men might his lemman ley, 

As on a featherbed to pley, 

For the earth was fnll soft and swete: 
Through moisture of the well wete 
Sprong vp the sole grene gras, 

As faire, as thicke, as mister was. 

But much amended it the place, 

That therth was of such a grace 
That it of floures hath plente, 

That both in summer and winter be. 

There sprang the violet all new, 

And freshe peru.nke rich of hew, 

And floures yellow, white, and rede;, 

Such plenty giew there ueuer in mede 5 
Full gay was all the ground and queint. 
And poudred, as men had it peint, 

With many a fresh and sundry flour. 
That castenvp full good sauour 

I well not long hold you m fable 
Of all this garden delectable, 

I mote my tongue stinten nede, 

For I ne may withouten drede 
Naught teilen you the beautie all, 

Ne halfe the bountie theiewithall. 

I went on right honde and on left 
About the place, it was not left 
Till I had a'l the garden beene 
In the efters that men might seene. 

And thus while I went in my playe, 
The god of loue me followed aye. 

Right as an hunter can abide 
The beast, till he seeth his tide 
To shooten at goodnesse to the deere, 
Whan that him need^th go no neerci* 

And so befell, I rested mee 
Besides a well vnder a tree. 

Which tree in Fratmce men call a pine# 
Butsith the time of kmg Pepine 
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Ne grew fhere tree m tnannes sight 
So feire, ne so well woxe in higjii, 

In all that yard so high was none* 

And springing in a marble stone 
Had natuie set, the sooth to tell. 

Under that pine tree a well. 

And on the border all without 
Was written on the stone about 
Letters small, that sadden thus. 

Here starfe the faire Narcissus. 

Narcissus was a bachelere. 

That Loue had caught in his daungere, 
And in his nette gan him so strain e, 

And did him so to weepe and plaine. 
That need him must his life forgo : 

For a faire lady, that hight Echo, 

Him loued ouer any creature. 

And gan for him such pame endure. 

That on a time she him tolde. 

That if he her louen nolde. 

That her behoued needes die. 

There lay none other remedie. 

But nathelesse, for his beaute 
So fierce and daungerous was he. 

That he nolde graunten her asking. 

For weeping, ne for faire praying. 

And when she heard him weme her so. 
She had m herte so giete wo. 

And tooke it m so grete despite, 

That she without more respite 
Was dead anon : but ere she deide, 

Ful pitously to God she preide, 

That proude hearted Naicissub, 

That was in love so daungerous, 

Might on a day ben hampeied so 
For loue, and ben so bote fir wo, 

That neuer he might to joy attaiue 5 
Then should he fele m very vaine 
What sorrow true loners maken, 

That ben so villainously forsaken. 


This prayer was hut reasonable, 

Theiefore God held it firme and stable: 

For Narcissus shortly to tell, 

By auenture came to that well 
To rest him m the shaddowing 
A day, when he came from hunting. 

This Narcissus had sufired pames 
For renning all day in the plaines, 

And was for thurst in great distresse 
Of heite, and of his wearinesse, 

That had his breath almost benomen. 
Whan he was to that well icomen, 

That shaddowed was with brauncnes greue, 
He thought of thilke water shene 
To dunke and fresh him wele withall, 

And downe on knees he gan to fall, 

And forth his necke and head outsti aught 
To dnnke of that well a di aught: 

And in the water anon was sene 
His nose, his mouth, his eyen shene. 

And he thereof was all abashed. 

His owne shaddow had him betrashed, 

For well wend he the forme see 
Of a ohilde of great beautee. 

Well couth Loue him wreke tho 
Of daungere and of pride also 
That Narcissus sometime him bere, 

Be quite him' "well his guerdon there. 


For he mused so m the well, 

That shortely the sooth to tell. 

He loued his owne shaddow so. 

That at last he starfe for wo : 

For when he saw that he his will 
Might in no manner way fulfill. 

And that he was so faste caught 
That he him couthe comfort naught. 

He lost bis wit right in that place 
And deid within a little space. 

And thus his wanson he tooke 
For the lady that he forsoke. 

Ladies I praye ensample taketh, 

Ye that ayenst your loue mistaketh : 

For if of hir death be you to wite, 

God can full well your wile quite. 

When that this letter of which I tellj 
Had taught me that it was the well 
Of Narcissus in his beaute, 

I gan anon withdrawe me, 

When it fell in my remembraunce. 

That him betide such mischaunce: 

But at the laste than thought 
That scatheless, full sikerly, 

I might vnto the welle go. 

Whereof shull I abashen so. 

Unto the welle then went T mee, 

And downe I louted for to see 
The clere water in the stone. 

And eke the grauell, which that shone 
Downe in the bottome, as siluer fine : 
For of the well, this is the fine, 

In world is none so clere of hew, 

The water is euer fresh and new 
That welmeth vp with wanes bright 
The mountenaunce of two finger hight : 
I About it IS grasse springing. 

For moist so thicke and well liking, 

That it ne may in winter die. 

No more than may the see be drie. 


Downs at the bottome set saw I 
Two chnstal stones craftely 
In thilke fiesh and faire well : 

But o thing soothly dare 1 tell, 

That ye woll hold a great meruaile 
Whan it is told withouten faile : 

Foi whan the Sunne clere in sight 
Cast in that well his beames bright, 

And that the heat descended is, 

Than taketh the christall stone iwis, 
Agame the Sunne an hundred hewis. 
Blew, yellow, and red, that fresh and new 
Yet bath the meruailous christall 
Such strength, that the place ouer all. 
Both foule and tree, and leaues greene. 
And all the yerd in it is scene : 

And for to done you to vndei*stoiid. 

To make ensample woll I fond : 

Right as a mirrour openly 
Sheweth all thing that stondeth thereby,. 
As well the colour as the figure, 
Withouten any couerture : 

Right so the christall stone shining, 
Withouten any deceiuing. 

The entrees of the yerd accuseth 
To him that in the water museth r 
For euer in which halfe ye bee. 

Ye may well halfe the garden see ; 
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And if he lurne. he may ilgbl wele 
Seene the remenaunt euery deie : 

For there is none so little thing 
So hid ne closed with shitting, 

That xt ne is scene, as though it weie 
Painted in the chrystall there. 

This is the mirrom perillus. 

In which the proude Narcissus 
Sey all his faire face bright. 

That made him sith to he vpright : 

For who so looke m that miirour, 

There may nothing ben his succoui 
That he ne shall there see something 
That shall him ledc into laughing : 

Full many a woithy man hath it 
Yblent, for folke of greatest wit 
Ben soone caught here and waited, 
Withouten respite ben they baited : 
Here commeth to folke of new rage, 
Heie chaungeth many wight courage, 
Here lithe no rede ne wit thereto, 

For Venus sonne, dan Cupido, ' 

Hath sowen there of loue the sede, 

TbAt helpe ne lithe there none, ne rede, 
So cercleth it the well about: 

His ginnes bath he set without 
Right for to catch in his panters 
These damosels and bachelers. 

Loue will none other birde catch, 
Though he set either nette or latch : 
And for the seed that here was sowen. 
This well IS cleped, as well is knowen, 
The Well of Loue, of very nght, 

Of which there hath full many wight 
Spoken in bookes diuersly : 

But they shull neuer so verily 
Description of the well here, 

NTe eke the sooth of this matere. 

As ye shull, when I haue vndo 
The craft that her belongeth to. 


Alway me liked for to dwell. 

To seene the christall in the well. 

That shewed me full openly 
A thousand thinges faste by, 

But I may say m sorry houre 
Stode I to looken or to poure : 

For sithen I sore sigked, 

That miiTOur hath me now entriked: 

But had I first knowen m my wit 
The vertue and strengthes of it, 

I nolde not haue mused there, 

Me had bette ben eleswhere, 

For m the snare I fell anone. 

That had bitreshed many one. 

In thilke mirrour saw I tho, 

Among a thousand things mo, 

A roser charged full of rosis, 

That with an hedge about enclosis, 

Tho had I such lust and enuie. 

That for Pans ne for Pauie, 

Nolde t haue left to gone and see, 

There greatest heape of roses bee. 

Whan I was with that rage hent, 

That caught hath many a man and sbent, 
Toward the roser gan 1 go, 

And whan I was not ferre therefro, 

The saner of the roses swote 
Me smote right to the heart rote, 


i As I had all enbaumed be: 

And if I ne had endouteu n^e 
To haue ben hated oi assailed, 

My thankes vioH I not have failed 
To pull a rose of all that rout 
To beare in mine honde about, 

And smellen to it where I went, 

But ever I drede me to repent, 

And least it greved or forthouglit 
The lord that thilke gardin wrought 
Of roses there were great wone. 

So faire were never in Rone : 

Of knopes close, some saw I there, 

And some well better woxen weie, 

And some there been of other moisor, 
That drowe nigh to hir season, 

And sped hem faste for to spred, 

. I love well such roses red: 

For brode roses, and open also, 

Ben passed in a day or two, 

But knoppes will fresh bee 
Two dayes at least, or els three. 

The knoppes gieatly liked mee. 

For fairer may there no man see : 

Who so might have one of all, 

It ought him been full lefe withall : 
Might I garlonde of hem getten. 

For no nchesse I would it letten. 

Amongs the knoppes I chese one 
So faire, that of the remnaunt none 
Ne preise I halfe so well as it, 

Whan I avise in my wit. 

For it so well was enlumined 
With colour red, as well fined 
As nature couth it make faire, 

And it hath leaves well foure paiic. 

That kind hath set through his knowing 
About the red roses springing. 

The stalke was as rishe right. 

And therein stood the knoppe upnglit, 
That it ne bowed upon no side. 

The swote sinell sprung so wide, 

That it died all the place about. 

Whau I had smelled the savour swote, 
No will had I fro thence yet go. 

But somedele nere it went I tho 
To take it, but mine bond foi dredfc 
Ne durst I to the rose bede. 

For thistles sharpe of many mannet-', 
Nettles, thoines, and hooked brieis. 

For muche they distourbled me. 

For sore I diad to haxmed be. 


The god of love, with bowe bent, 

That all day set had his talent 
To pursue and to spien mee, 

Was stonding by a figge tree. 

And when he sawe how that I 
Had chosen so ententifeiy 
The bothum more unto my pey, 

Than any other that I sey : 

He tooke an arrow full sharpely whetj 
And in his bowe when it was set. 

He straight up to his eare drough 
The strong bowe, that was so tough, 
And shot at me so wonder smei^ 

That through mme eye tuato mine liert 
The takell smote, and deepe it went. 
And therewithal! such cold me bent, 
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That under clothes warme and soft, 
Sithen that day I have chivered oft. 

When I was hut te thus in stomid, 

I fell down plat uuto the ground, 

Mine herte failed and fainted aye, 

And long time in swoune I lay: 

But when I came out of swouning, 

And had my wit, and my feeling. 

I was all mate, and wend full wele 
Of blood, have iorne a full great dele, 
But certes the aiiow that in me stood, 
Of me ne drew no diop of blood. 

For why I found my wounds all diey. 

Than tooke 1 with mine hondes twey 
The arrow, and full fast it out plight. 
And in the pulling sore I s:gbt, 

So at the last the shaft of tree 
I diough out, with the feathcis thtee. 
But >et the hooked head ywis, 

'The whiche Beauty called is, 

Gan so deepe in mine heite pace, 

That I it might not aiace. 

But m mine heite still it stood, 

All bled I not a diop of blood. 

I was both anguishous and trouble, 

Foi the peiill that I saw doable, 

I rust what to say or do, 

Ne get a leach my wounds to, 

For neither through grasse ne rote, 

Ne had I helpe of hope ne bote. 

But to the bothum evei im 
Mine herte drew, foi all my wo, 

My thought was m none other tning, 
Foi bad It been in my keeping, 

It would have bi ought mv life agame, 
For ceites evenly, I dare weU same. 
The sight only, and the savoiu, 
Alegged much of my langour. 

Than gan 1 for to drawe mce 
Toward the bothum fane to see, 

And -Love had gette Inm m his tliiowe 
Another atrowe into Ins bow'e, 

And foi to shote gan him die&se. 

The airowes name was Simplesse, 

And when that love gan nigh me nere. 
He drowe it up withouten were, 

And shot at me with ail his m'ght. 

So that this arrow anon light 
Throughout eigh as it was found, 

Into mine herte hath made a wound. 
Than 1 anon did all my craft 
Foi to drawen out the shaft, 

And therwiUiall I sighed eft, 

But in mine herte the head was left, 
Which aye increased my desire , 

Unto the bothum diow I neie, 

And evermo that me was wo 
The more desire had I to go 
Unto the loser, wheie that grew 
The fi esh bothum so bi tght of hew. 
Better me were to have letten be, 

But It behoved nede me 
To doen right as mine herte bad : 

For ever the body must be lad 
After the herte. in wele and wo, 

Of force together they rimst go. 

But never this archei would fine 
To shote at me with all his pine. 

And foi' to make me to him mete. 

The third arrow he gan to shete. 


Whan best his time he might espic,- 
The which was named Courtesie, 

Into mine herte he did avale, 

A swoune I fell, both dead and pale. 

Long time I lay, and stirred nought, 

Till I abraied out of my thought 
And faste than I avised mee 
To diawe out the shaft of tree, 

But ever the head was left behind 
For ought I couth e pull or wind, 

So SOI e it sticked when I was hit, 

That by no craft I might it flit, 

But angui&hous and full of thought, 

I felt such wo, my wound aye wrought 
That summoned me alway to go 
Towaid the rose, that pleased me so, 

But I ne duist in no manere 
Because the aicher was so ncre. 

For evermore gladly as I rede, 

Brent child of file hath much drede. 
And certes yet for all my pein, 

Though that I sigh, yet arrowes rem)i 
And ground quareles sharps of stele, 

Ne for no pame that I might fele, 

Yet might I not my selfe withhold 
The faire losei to behold, 

For Tx)ve me yave such hardement 
For to fulfill his commaundement. 

Upon my feet I lose up than 
Feeble, as a forwoimded man: 

And foith to gone my might I set, 

And for the archer nold I let, 

Toward the roser fast 1 dmw 
But thornes sharpe, mo than ynow 
There were, and also thistles thickc, 

And bieres brimme for to pneke^ 

That I ne might get grace 
The rough thornes for to pace 
To seene the roses fresh of hew, 

I must abide, thougli it me rew, 

The hedge about so thicke was, 

That closed the roses in compas. 

But 0 thing liked me right wele, 

! was so uigh, I might foie 
Ofthebotnum the swote odour, 

And also sec the fresh colour, 

And that right gieatly liked mee. 

That I so nere might it see, 

Such joy anon thereof had I, 

I’hat I forgat my malady, 

To scene 1 had such delite, 

Of boitow and answer I was all quite, 

\nd of my wounds that I had there. 

For nothing liken me might more, 

Than dwellen by the roser aye, 

And thence never to passe awaye : 

But whan a while ) had be thaie, 

The god of love, which all to share 
Mine heait with his airowes kene, 

Caste th him to yeve me woundes greiic. 
He shot at me full haslely 
An arrow named Company, 

The whiche takell is full able 
1*0 make these ladies merciable, 

Than I anone gan cLaungen hew 
For greevaunce of my wounde new, 

That I agame fell m swounmg. 

And sighed sore in complaining. 

Sore I complained that my sore 
On me gan greven more and moie. 
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I had none hope of allegiaimce. 

So nigh I drow to disperaunce,, 

I rought of death, ne of life, 

Whether that love woald me diife, 

If me a martir would he make, 

I might his power not forsake: 

And while for anger thus I woke, 

The god of love an aiiow toke, 

Full Sharpe it was and pugnaunt, 

And It was called Faire Semblaunt, 

The which m no wise would consent, 

That any lover him lepent 
To serve his love with hcite and all, 

For any penll that may befall. 

But thought his arrow was kene ground, 

As any rasour that is found. 

To cut and kerve at the point, 

The god of love it had annoint 
With a precious oyntment, 

Somedele to yeve allegemeut 
Upon the woundes that he hade 
Through the body in my heart made, 

To helpe liir sores, and to cure. 

And that they may the bette endure : 

But yet tnis arrow, without more, 

Made m mine heart a lai ge sore. 

That in full greate paine I abode, 

But aye the ointment went abrode 
Throughout my woundes large and wide. 

It sprede about in every side : 

Through whose vertue and whose might, 
Mine herte joyfull was and light. 

I had ben dead and all to shent 
But for the precious ointment : 

The shaft I drow out of the anow, 

Rooking for wo right wonder narrow, 

But the head, which made me smart, 

Left behinde m mine heart 
With other fower, I dare well say. 

Til at never woll be take away, 

But the ointment halpe me wele, 

And yet such sorrow did I fele, 

That all day I chaunged hew, 

Of my woundes fresh and new, 

As men might see m my visage, 

The arrowes were so full of rage, 

So variaunt of diversitee. 

That meu m evenche might see 
Both great annoy and eke sweetnes&e. 

And joy meint with bitternesse: 

Now were they easie, now were they wood, 
In hem 1 felt both harme and good, 

Now sore without alleggement, 

Now softing with the orStement, 

It softened here, and priked there, 

Thus ease and anger togethei were. 


The god of love dehverly 
Come lepande to me hastely. 

And saied to me m great yape, 

“ Ifeeld thee, for thou may not escape, 
May no defence avade thee here : 
Therefore I rede make no daungere. 

If thou wold yeeid thee has^cly. 

Thou Shalt rather have mercy: 

He is a foole m sikeincsse, 

That with daiinger or stoutnesse 
Rebelleth there that he should please. 
In such folly is little ease. 


Be meeke, where thou must needes bowe. 
To strive ayen is not thy prowe * 

Come at ones, and have ido. 

For I woll that it be so, 

Then yeeid thee here debonairly.” 

And I answered full humbly, 

“ Gladly sir, at your bidding, 

I woll me yeeid in all thing: 

To your seivice 1 woll me take, 

For God defend that 1 '5hould make 
Ayen your bidding resis?tence. 

I woll not doen so great offence, 

I For if I did, it were no skill. 

Ye may doe with me what ye will, 

Save 01 ^plll, and also slo, 

Fro you in no wise may 1 go, 

My life, my death, is m your bond, 

I may not last out of your bond, 

Plaine at your list 1 yeeid me. 

Hoping in heart, that sometime ye 
Comfort and ese shull me send : 

Or els shortly, this is the end, 

Withouten health I mote aye dare, 

But if ye take me to your cure : 

Comfort or health, how should I have, 

Sith ye me hui t, but ye me save > 

The health of love mote be found. 

Whereas they token first hir wound: 

And if ye list of me to make 
Your prisoner;!^ I woll it take 
. Of heart and wiTTftrtty at gree, 

Holy and plame I yeeid mee 
Without feming or fentise, 

To be gov emed by your emprise : 

Of you I heare so much prise, 

I woll been whole at your devise 
For to fulfill your liking 
And repent for nothing. 

Hoping to have yet m some tide 
Mercy, of that I abide 
And with that covenaunt yeeid I mee, 
Anon downe kneeling upon my knee, 
Profeiing for to kisse his fete. 

But for nothing he would me lete. 

And said, “ I love thee both and preise. 
Sens that thine answere doth me ese : 

For thou answered so curtesly, 

For now I wote well utterly, 

That thou art gentle by thy speech : 

For though a man ferre would seech. 

He shuld not finden in certaine. 

No such answ'ere Of no villaine : 

For such a worde ne might nought 
Issue out of a villaines thought. 

Thou shalt not lesen of thy speebe, 

, For thy helping woll I eche. 

And eke encieasen that I may: 

But first I woll that thou obay 
Fully for thine avauntage 
Anone to doe me heie homage : 

And sithe kisse thou shalt my mouth, 
Which to no villaine was never couth 
Foi to appioch it, ne for to touch. 

For saufe of eherles I ne vouch 
1'hat they shall never neigh it nerej 
For cu’teis, and of faire manere, 

Well taught, and full of gentlenesse 
He must be, that shall me kisse, 

And also of full high Fraunchise, 

"i’hat shall attame to that empnscr 
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And first of o thing waine I thee. 
That paine and great advei sitee 
He mote endure, and eke travaile 
That shall me serve, vuthout faile, 

But there against thee to comfort. 

And ivith thy service to disport, 

'Kiou maiest full glad and joyfull be« 

So good a maister to have as mee. 

And lord of so high renoune, 

I beare of Love the gonfenoune, 

Of curtesie the banere, 

■Por I am of the selfe manere. 

Gentle, couiteous, meeke and free. 

That who ever eutentive bee 
Me to honour, doute, and serve, 

And also that he him ohseive 
Pro trespasse and fro viUanie, 

And him governe m courtesie, 

With will and ententionj 
Por when he first in my pnson 
Is caught, then must he utterly, 

Pro thencefoith full busily, 

Cast him gentle for to be. 

If be desiie helpe of me.’’ 

Anon without more delay, 

Withouten daunger or affray, 

1 become his man anone. 

And gave him thankes many a ohe. 

And kneled doune with hondes joint. 

And made it in my port full queint : 

The joy went to my herte rote. 

Whan 1 had kissed his mouth so swote, 

I had such mirth and such liking. 

It cured me of languishing. 

He asked of me than hostages, 

I have,” he sayd, ** taken fele homages 
Of one and other, where I have bene, 
Histremed oft, withouten wene. 

These felons full of falsite, 

Have many sithes beguiled me, 

And through hir falshed hir lust atchieved. 
Whereof I repent and am agreeved. 

And I hem get in ray daungere, 

Hir falshed shall they bie full dere. 

But for I love thee, i say thee plaine, 

I woll of thee be more certaine, 

Por thee soie T woll npw biude. 

That thou away ne shalt not wmde, 

Por to denien thy covenaunt. 

Or ddne that is not avenaunt, 

That thou were false, it were great ruth, 
Sith thou seemest so ful of truth.” 

“ Sir, if thee list to understand, 

I marvaile thee asking this demaund, 

Por why or wherefore should ye. 

Hostages oi borowes aske of me. 

Or any other sikemesse, 

Sith ye wote m sothfastnesse. 

That ye me have surpnsed so, 

And hole mine heart, taken me fro, 

That it woll doe for me nothing, 

But if it be at your bidding, 

Mine herte is yours, and mine right nought 
As it behoveth, in deede and thought, 
Ready in all to worke your will, 

Whether so ton me to good or ill, 

So sure it lusteth you to please, 

No man theieof may you disease, 

Ye have thereon set such justice. 

That it is werned m many wise, 


And if ye doubt it nolde obaie, 

Yo may thereof doe make a kaie. 

And hold it with you for hostage.” 

“ Now certesthis is none outiage,*’ 
(Quoth Love) and fully I accord. 
For of the bodie he is full lord 
That hath the heait in his treasore, 
Outrage it were to asken more.” 


Tuak of his aumener he drough, 

A little keie fetise inough, 

Which was of gold polished clere 
And sayed to me, “ With this keye here. 
Thine herte to me now woll I shet. 

For all my joyfull looke and knet, 

I bmde under this little kay. 

That DO wight may cane away.” 

This keye is full of gieat poste, 

With which anone he touched me. 

Under the side full softely. 

That he mine heitc sodainely, 

Without any had speered, 

That yet right nought it hath me deered. 
When he had doeu his will all out. 

And I had put him out of doubt, 

Sir” I sayd, 1 have right great will. 

Your lust and pleasure to fulfill, 

Looke ye my service take at gree, 

By thilke fayth ye owe to me, 

I say nought for recreaundise. 

For I nought doubt of your service. 

But the servaunt travaileth in vaine. 
That for to serven doeth his paine 
Unto that lord, which in no wise, 

Conne him no tbanke for his service.” 


Love sayed, Uismaie thee nought, 

Sith thou foi succour bast me soughty 
In thanke thy service woU I take, 

And high of degree woll thee make. 

If wickednesse ne hinder thee, 

But (as I hope) it shall nought bee. 

To woiship no wight by aventure. 

May come, but he paine endure. 

“ Abide and suffer thy distresse. 

That hurteth now, it shall be Icsse. 

I wote my selfe what may thee save, 

What medicine thou wouldest have. 

And if thy truth to me thou keepe, 

I shall unto thine helping eke, 

To cme thy woundcs and make hem dene. 
Where so they be old or grene. 

Thou shalt be holpen at wordes few. 

For certainly thou shalt well shew. 

Where that tliou serves t with good will. 

For to accomplishen and fulfill 
My commaundements day and night. 
Which I to lovers yeve of right.” 


Ah sir, for Godes love” (sayd I) 

“ Er ye passe hence ententifely. 

Your commaundements to me say. 
And I shall keepe hem if I may. 

For hem to keepen is all my thought : 
And if so be I wote hem nought. 

Than may I unwittingly. 

Wherefore I pray you entierly. 
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With all mine herte, me to lere. 

That I trespace in no manere.** 

The god of love then charged me 
Anon, as ye shall here and see, 

Word by word, by right emprise, 

So as the Romaunt shall devise. 

The maister leseth his, time to lere, 
When the disciple woll not here. 

It is but vaine on him to svnnke, 

That on his learning woll not thmke. 

Who so lust love, let him entend. 

For now the Romance beginneth to amend- 
Now is good to heare m fay. 

If any be that can it say, 

And point it as the leason is 
Set for other gate iwis. 

It shall nat well m all thing, 
lie brought to good understanding. 

For a reader that pomteth ill, 

A good sentence may oft spill: 

The booke is good at the ending, 

Made of newe and lustie thing : 

For who so woll the ending here, 

The craft of love he shall now lere. 

If that he woll so long abide. 

Till I this Romaunce maie unhide, 

And undoe the signifiaunce 
Of this dreame into Romaunce, 

The soothfastnesse that now is hid. 
Without coverture shall be kid, 

When I undoen haue this dreaming, 
Wherein no worde is of leasing. 


“ VitLANiE at the beginning, 

I woll,” sayd Love, “ over all thing 
Thou leave, if thou wolt ue be 
False, and trespace ayenst me 5 
I curse and blame generally 
All hem that loven villany. 

For villanie maketh villeine 
And by his deeds a chorle is seine. 

“ These villames ame without pitie, 
Fnendship, love, and all bountie. 

I nill receive unto my servise 
Hem that been villames of emprise. 

‘‘ But understond in thine entent. 
That this is not mine entendement. 

To clepe no wight in no ages 
Onely gentle for his linages: 

But who so is vertuous, 

And in his port not outrageous. 

When such one thou seest thee beforne. 
Though he be not gentle home. 

Thou maiest well seme this in sooth, 
That he is gentle, because he doth 
As longeth to a gentleman : 

Of hem none other deme I can. 

For certainly withouten dreede, 

A churle is demed by his deede, 

Of hye or lowe, as ye may see, 

Or of what kinred that he bee. 

Ne say nought for none euiU will. 

Thing tliat is to holden still. 

It is no worship to missaie. 

Thou mayest ensample take of Kaie, 
That was sometime for missayeng, 
Hated both of old and yeng : 

As ferre as Gawem the worthie, 

Was praysed for his courtesie, 


Kaie was hated, for he was fell, 

Of word dispitons and cruell; 

Wherefore be wise and acqueintable, 

Goodly of word, and reasonable : 

Both to lesse and eke to mare, 

And when thou commest there men are, 
Looke that thou haue m custome ay, 

First to salue hem if thou may: 

And if it fall, that of hem somme 
Salue the first, be not domme. 

But quite him courtesly anone 
Without abiding, ere they gone. 

For nothing eke thy tongue applie 
To speake words of ribauldne, 

To villaine speech m no degree 
Let neuer thy lippe unboundeu bee: 

For I nought hold him in good faith 
Curteis, that foule wordes saith : 

And all women serne and preise. 

And to thy power hir honour reise ; 

And if that any missayere 

Despise women, that tbon maist here. 

Blame him, ^nd bid him hold him still, 

And set thy might and all thy will 
Women and ladies for to please. 

And to doe thing that may hem ease. 

That they euer speake good of thee, 

For so thou maiest best praised bee. 

“ Looke fio pnde thou keepe thee wele. 
For thou maiest both peiceiue and feele, 
That pride is both folly and sin, 

And he that pride hath him within, 

Ne may his herte in no wise, 

Meken ne souplen to scruice: 

For pride is found in euerie part, 

Contrarie vnto Loues art: 

And he that loueth truely. 

Should him conteine iollily, 

Without pride in sundrie wise, 

And him disguisen in quemtise, 

For queint array, without drede. 

Is nothing proude, who taketh hede. 

For flesh array, as men may see. 

Without pride may ofte bee. 

" Maintaine thy selfe after thy rent. 

Of robe and eke of garment, 

For many si the faire clothing 
A man amendeth in much thing. 

“ And looke alway that they be shape, 
(What garment that thou shalt make) 

Of him that can best do, 

With all that partaineth thereto, 

Pointes and sleeues be well sittand. 

Right and streight on the hand, 

Of shone and bootes, new and ft-ire, 

Looke at the least you haue a paire. 

And that they sit so fetously, 

That these rude may vtterly 
Maruaile, sith that they sit so plaine. 

How they come on or off agame. 

Weare streighte gloues with aumere 
Of silke : and alway with good chere 
Thou yeue, if thou haue richesse, 

I And if thou haue nought, spend the lesse. 
VI way be merry, if thou may, 

Hut waste not thy good alway; 

Haue hatte of fioures fresh as May, 
Chapelet of roses of Witsunday, 

For such aiTie ne costneth but lite. 

Thine hondes wash, thy teeth make wh te, 
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And let no filth upon thee bee. 

Thy nayles blacke, if thou maiest see, 
Uoide it alwaie deliuerly. 

And kembe thine bead light lollily ; 

Farce not thy visage in no wise. 

For that of loue is nat thempnse, 

For loue doth haten, as I finde, 

A beautie that commeth not of kinder 
Alway in herte I read thee. 

Glad and meiry for to be, 

And be as joyfull as thou can, 

Loue hath no ioy of sorrowfull man. 

That euill is full of cuitesie, 

That knoweth in his maladie. 

For euer of loue the sickenesse 
Is meint with sweete and bitternesse : 

The sore of loue is marvailous, 

For now the loner is ioyous. 

Now can he plaine, now can he grone. 
Now can he singeii, now makeu monc. 

To day he plaineth for heauinesse, 

To morrow he plaineth for lolynesse : 

The life of loue is full contiarie. 

Which stoundemeale can oft varie ; 

But if thou canst mirthes make. 

That men m gre woll glady take. 

Doe it goodly I command thee, 

For men should, wheresoener they be. 
Doe thing that hem fitting is, 

For thereof commeth good loos and pris. 
Whereof that thou be vertuous, 

Ne he nat straunge ne daungerous : 

For if that thou good rider be, 

Pricke gladly that men may see •, 

In armes also if thou conne, 

Pursue till thou a name hast wonne : 

And if thy voice be fan e and clere, 

Thou shalt maken no great daungeie. 
Whan to sing they goodly pray. 

It IS thy worship for to obay : 

Also to you it loDgetb aye, 

To harpe and citterne, daunce and playc. 
For if he can well foot and daunce, 

It may him greatly doe auaunce, 

Emong eke for thy lady sake, 

Songes and^complainles that thou make. 
For that meuen’inher^haxt. 

When they readen of thy smart, 
looke that no man for scarce thee hold, 
For that may green e thee manifold : 
Eeason woll that a lover be 
In bis yeftes more large and free 
Than churles that been not of loumg. 

For who thereof can any thing. 

He shall be lefe aie for to yeue, 

In londes lore who so woll leue, 

For he that through a sodain sight, 

Or for a kissing anon right, 

Yaue hole his heart, in will and thought, 
And to himsclfe keepeth right nought. 
After this swift, it is good reason. 

He yeue his good in abandon. 


Now woll I shoitly hererehersc. 

Of that I haiie savd in verse. 

All the sentence by and by, 

In wordes fewe compendiously. 

That thou the better mayest on hem thinke. 
Whether so it be thou wake or winke, 


For the wordes little greeuc, 

A man to keepe, when it is breeue. 

Who so with Loue woll gone or ride 
He mote be courteous, and voide of pride, 
Merry and full of jollite, 

And of largesse a iosed be. 

“ First I joyne thee here in penaunce. 
That euer without repentaunce. 

Thou set thy thought m thy loumg 
To last without repenting, 

And thinke vpon thy mirthes sweet 
That shall follow after whan ye meet. 

And for thou true to love shalt be, 

I will and commaunde thee. 

That in one place thou set all hole 
Thine herte, without halfen dole. 

For trechene and sikernesse. 

For 1 loued neuer doublenesse: 

'J'o many his herte that woll depart, 
Euericb shall haue but liitle part, 

But of him diede I me right nought, 

That m one place setteth liis thought: 
Theiefore m o place it set, 

And let it neuer thence flet : 

For if thon yeuest it m Icniug, 

I holde it but wretched thmg : 

Therefore yeue it whole and quite. 

And thou shalt haue the more mente- 
If it be lent than after sone, 

The bountie and the thankes is done. 

But m love, fiee yeuen thing 
Reqiiireth a great guerdoning. 

“ Yeue It m yeft all quite fully, 

And make thy gift debonairly i 
For men that yeft holde moie dere 
That yeuen is with gladsome chere# 

That gifte nought to praysen is 
That man yeueth mangre his. 

Whan thou hast yeuen thine heart (as I 
Haue sayd) thee here openly, 

Than adiientuies sbuU thee fall. 

Which hard and heauie been wnthall: 

Foi oft when thou bethinkest thee 
or thy loumg, where so thou be, 

Fio folke thou must depart in hie. 

That none peiceme thy maladie. 

But hide thine haime thou must alone, 
And go fo*th sole, and make thy mone : 
Thou shalt no while be in o state, 

But whilom cold and whilom hate. 

Now red do as rose, now yellow and fade^ 
Such soiow I trow thou neuer hade: 
Cotidien, ne qnartein(‘, 

It IS not so full of peine, 

Foi often tunes it shall fall. 

In ’one among Ihy paines all, 

That thou thy scllc all holy, 

Foryetten shalt so nttcily, 

That many times Chou shalt bee, 

Still as an image of tree, 

Domme as a stone, without stirring 
or foote or honde, without spcaking- 

“ Than soone after all thy paine, 

To memorie shalt thou come agame, 

A man abashed wonder sote, 

And aftei sighen more and more : 

For wit thou wele withoutcn werie, 
hi such a s ate full oft haue beiie. 

That haue the emll of loue assaide, 

Where through thou art so dismaide. 
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** After a thought shall take thee so, 

That thy loue is too fene the fro : 

Thou Shalt say, ‘ God, what may this be, 
That I ne may my ladie see ? 

Mine heart alone is to her goe, 

And I abide ail sole in woe, 

Departed fro mine ovvne thought, 

And with mine eieii se right nought. 

“ ‘ Alas mine eyen sene I ne may, 

My carefull herte to conuay, 

Mine nertes guide, but they be, 

1 praise nothing what euer they se : 

Shull they abide than, nay. 

But gone and visiten without delay 
That mine heart desireth so 
For certainly, but if they go 

“ ‘ A toole my selfe I may well hold, 
When I ne se what mine hart wold. 
Wherefore 1 woll gone her to sene. 

Or eased shall I neuer bene. 

But I have some tokenning.’ 

“ Then goest thou forth without dwelling. 
But ott thou fay lest of thy desire, 

Er thou mayest come her any nere. 

And wastest in vaine thy passage : 

Than fullest thou in a new rage. 

For want of sight thou ginnest mume. 

And homeward pensiue thou docst retume : 
la great mischiete than shalt thou bee, 

For than againe shall come to thee 
Sighes and plamtes with new wo. 

That no itching pricketh so : 

Who wote it nought, he may goe lere, 

Of hem that buyen loue so dere. 

“ .Nothing thine heart appeasen may. 
That oft thou wolt gone and assay, 

If thou maiest seene by* adventure 
Thy lives joy, thine heartes cure. 

So that by giace, if thou might 
Attaine of her to have a sight, 

Than shalt thou done none other deed. 

But with that sight thine eyen feed : 

That faire fresh whan thou mayst see. 
Thine herte shall so lavished bee. 

That never thou wouldest thy thankes lete 
Ne remove, for to see that swete ; 

The more thou seest in soothfastnesse, 

The moie thou covetest of that sweetnesse : 
The more thine herte brenneth m fire. 

The more thine herte is in desire. 

For who considereth euene dele, 

It may be hkened wonder wele, 

The paine of love unto a fere. 

For evermore thou neighest neie. 

Thought, or who so that it be. 

For verie sooth I tell it thee. 

The hotter ever shalt thou brenne. 

As experience shall thee kenae. 

Where so commest m any cost. 

Who IS next fire he brenneth most : 

And yet forsooth for all thine heat, 

Though thou for love swelte and sweat, 
Ne for no thing thou telen may. 

Thou shalt not willea to pa'^se away, 

And though thou goe, yet must thou nede, 
Tiunke all day on her faire hede, 

Whome thou beheld with so good will, 

And hold thy selfe beguiled ill, 

That thou ne hadst ne hardiment, 

To Shew her ought of thine entent j 


I Thine herte full sore thou wolt dispise, 

And eke repteve of cowardise. 

That thou so dull m every thing, 

Weie domme for drede, without speaking. 

Thou shalt eke thinke thou didst folly, 

[ That thou w ere her so faste by, 

I And durst not a venture thee to say 
I Some thing er thou came away, 

[ For thou hadest no more wonne, 

I To bjjeake of her whan thou begonne : 

I But yet if she would for thy sake, 

111 aimes goodly thee haue take. 

It should haue be more worth to thee. 

Than of treasour great plente. 

“ Thus shalt thou moume and eke complain, 
j And yet encheson to gone again, 

[ Unto thy walke, oi to thy place. 

Where thou beheld her fleshly face. 

And never for false suspection, 

I Thou wouldest finde occasion. 

For to gone unto her house, 

! So art thou than desirouse, 

A sight of her for to have, 

If thou thine honour mightest save, 

I Or any errand mightest make 
I Thider, for ihy loves sake : 

I Full fame thou wouldest, but for dreede 
Thou goest not, least that men take heede. 
Wherefore 1 read in thy going, 

And also in thine againe commmg, 

I Thou be well ware that men ne wit. 

Feme thee other cause than it, 

To goe that way, or fast bie. 

To heale well is no follie: 

And if so be it happe thee, 

That thou thy love there mayst see^ 

In siker wise thou her salewe. 

Wherewith thy colour woll transmewe. 

And eke thy bloud shall all to quake. 

Thy hewe eke chaungen for her sake. 

But word and wit, with chere full pale 
Shull want for to tell thy tale, 

And if thou mayest so ferre forth winne, 

I That thou reason durst beginne, 

I And wouldest same three things or mo. 

Thou shalt full scarcely same the two. 
Though thou bethinke thee never so wele. 
Thou shalt foryete yet somedele. 


“ But if thou deale with trechery, 

For false lovers mowe all fouly 
Sam what hem lust withouten dred. 

They be so double in bir falshed. 

For they in herte can thmke o thing 
And same another, m hir speaking. 

And when thy speech is ended all, 

Right thus to thee it shall befall: 

If any wwrd than come to mmde, 

That thou to say hast left behmde, 

I Than thou shalt bienne m great martire, 

, For thou shalt brenne as any fire, 

This is the strife and eke the affiaie. 

And the battaile that lasteth aie . 

This bargame end may never take, 

But if that she thy peace will make. 

And whan the night is commen anon, 
I A thousand angres shall come upon. 

To bed as fast thou wolt thee dight. 
There thou shalt have but small delight, 
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For whan thou wenest for to sleepe, 

So full of paine shalt thou creepe, 

Stert m thy bed about full wide. 

And tuine full oft on everie side : 

Now downeward grofFe, and now upright. 
And wallow in woe the longe night. 

Thine armes shalt thou sprede a brede. 
As man in warre were forwerede. 

Than shale the come a remembraunce 
Of her shape and her semblaunce, 
Whereto none other may be pere. 

And wete thou well without were. 

That thee shall see sometime that night, 
That thou hast her, that is so bright, 
Naked betweene tbme armes there. 

All soothfastnesse as though it were; 
Thou shalt make castles than m Spaine, 
And dreame of joy, all but in vaine, 

And thee delighten of right nought. 
While thou so slumbrest in that thought. 
That IS so sweete and dehtable. 

The which in sooth nis but a fable, 

For it ne shall no while last ; 

Than shalt thou sigh and weepe fast, 

And say, “ Deere God, what thing is this. 
My dreame is turned all amis. 

Which was full sweet and apparent : 

But now I wake it is all shent. 

Now yede this merry thought away, 
Twentie times upon a day 
I would this thought would come againe, 
For it alleggeth well my paine. 

It maketh me full of joyfull thought. 

It sleeth me that it lasteth nought. 

Ah Lord, why mil ye me succour ? 

The joy I trow that 1 langour, 

The death I would me shoulde slo, 

While I lye m her armes two. 

Mine harme is hard withouten wene. 

My great unease full oft T mene. 


But woulde Love do so I might 
Have fully joy of her so bright. 

My paine were quit me richely, 

Alas too great a thing aske 1 : 

It IS but folly, and wrong wemng, 

To aske so outiagious a thing, 

And who so asketh folUly, 

He mote be warned hastely. 

And J ne wore what I may say, 

I am so ferre out of the way. 

For I would have full great liking, 

And full great joy of lasse thing. 

For would she of her gentlenesse, 
Withouten more, me ones kesse. 

It weie to me a great guerdon, 
Kelease of all my passion : 

But it is hard to come thereto. 

All is but folly that I do, 

So high I have mine herte set. 

Where I may no comfort get, 

I wote not where I say well or nought, 
But this I wote well in my thought, 
That it were bette of her alone 
For to flint my woe and mone; 

A looke on her I cast goodly, 

That for to have all utterly. 

Of another all hole the play. 

Ah Lord, where I shall bide the day 


That ever she shall my ladie be, 

He is full cured, that may her see. 

Ah God, when shall the dauning spring. 
To leggen thus as an angrie thing, 

I have no joy thus here to ly, 

When that my love is not me by : 

A man to lyen hath great disease. 

Which may not sleepe ne rest in ease, 

I would it dawed, and were now day, 

And that the night were went away, 

For were it day, I would up rise. 

Ah slowe Sunne, shew thine enprise, 
Speede thee to spread thy beames bright, 
And chase the darkhesse of the night. 

To put away the stoundes strong, 

Which m me lasten all too long.* 

“ The night shalt thou continue so. 
Without rest, in pame and wo. 

If ever thou knew of love distresse. 

Thou shalt mowe learne in that sicknesse. 
And thus enduring shalt thou lye 
And rise on morow up earlye. 

Out of thy bed, and hameis thee 
Er ever dawning thou maiest see; 

All privily than shalt thou gone. 

What whiter it be, thy selfe alone. 

For rame, or haile, for snow, for slete, 
Theder she dwell eth that is so swete. 

The which may fall a sleepe bee, 

And thinketh but little upon thee. 

Than shalt thou goe, full foule aferde, 
Iiooke if the gate be unsperde, 

And waite without m woe and pame. 

Full evill a cold m mind and rame : 

Than shalt thou goe the dore before, 

If thou mayest finde any shore. 

Or hole, or reft, what ever it were, 

Than shalt thou stoupe, and lay to eare 
If they withui a sleepe be, 

I meane all save thy ladie free. 

Whom wakiDg if thou mayest aspie, 

Goe put thy selfe in jeopardie. 

To aske grace, and thee bimeue. 

That she may wete without wene. 

That thou all night no rest hast had, 

So sore for her thou were bestad. 

<* Women well ought pitie to take 
Of hem that sorrowen for hir sake. 

And looke for love of that relike. 

That thou thmke none other like, 

For whan thou hast so great anney. 

Shall kisse thee er thou goe awey. 

And hold that in full great delate, 

And for that no man shall thee see 
Before the house, ne m the way, 
liOoke thou be gon againe er day. 

Suche comming, and such going. 

Such heavinesse, and such waling, 
Maketh lovers withouten wene, 

Under hir clothes pale and lene. 

For Love leaveth colour ne cleamessei^ 
Who loveth tiew hath no fatnesse. 

Thou shalt well by thy selfe see 
That tbou must needs assaied bee : 

For men that shape hem other way 
Falsely hir ladies to betray. 

It is no wonder though they be fatte, 

With false othes her loves they gatte^ 

For oft 1 sec such losengeours 
Fatter than abbots or priours. 
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Yet with o thing I thee charge, 

That is to say, that thou be large 
Unto the maid, that her doth serve. 

So best her thanke thou shalt desei*ve. 

Yeue her giftes, and get her grace. 

For so thou may thanke puichace, 

That she thee worthy hold and free. 

Thy ladie, and all that may thee see. 

Also her servaunts worship aie. 

And please as muche as thou maie. 

Great good through hem may come to thee, 
Because with her they been prive : 

They shall her tell how they thee fand 
Curteous and wise, and well doand. 

And she shall preise well thee more. 

Looke out of lend thou be not fore, 

And if such cause thou have, that thee 
Behoveth to gone out of countree, 

Leave hole thine herte in hostage, 

Till thou againe make thy passage, 

Thmke long to see the swete thing 
That hath thine heart in her keeping. 

“ Now have I told thee, in what wise 
A lover shall doe me servise. 

Do it than, if thou wolte haue 
The mede that thou after craue.” 


When Loue all this had hoden me, 

I said him : “ Sir how may it be 
That louers may in such manere, 

Endure the pame ye haue sayd here ? 

1 maruaile me wonder fast. 

How any man may hue or last 
In suche paine, and such brennmg. 

In sorrow and thought, and such, sighing, 
Aie unreleased woe to make. 

Whether so it be they sleepe or wake, 

In such annoy continually. 

As helpe me God this maruaile I 
How man, but he were made of steele, 
|d!ight hue a moneth, such pains to feele.’* 


The god of loue then sayd me, 

“ Fnend, bye the faith I owe to thee, 
May no man haue good, but he it buy ; 

A mau loueth more tenderly 

The thing that he hath bought most deie. 

For wete thou well without were, 

In thanke that thing is taken more, 

For which a man hath suffred sore : 

Certes no woe ne may attaine. 

Unto the sore oT loves paine. 

None euill thereto ne may amount. 

No more than a man count 
The drops that of the water bee ; 

For drie as well the grete see 
Thou mightest, as the harmes tell 
Of hem that with Loue dwell 
In seiuice, for paine hem sleeth, 

And that eche would flee the death 
And trowe they should neuer escape, 
Nere that hope couth hem make. 

Glad as man in prison sete, 

And may not getten for to ete 
But barly bread, and water pui e, 

And lyeth in vermin aud m ordure. 

With all this yet can he line, 

Good hope such comfort hath him ycue, 


Which maketh wene that he shall be 
Dehuered and come to libertie, 

In fortune is full trust, 

Th9ugh he lye in straw or dust. 

In hope is all his sustaining : 

And so faire louers in her waning. 

Which loue hath set in his prison 
Good hope is her saluation : 

Good hope (how sore that they smart) 
Yeuetli hem both v ill and hai t 
To prefer her body to martire, 

For hope so sore doth hem desire 
To suffer each harme that men deuise, 
For joy that afterward shall arise. 

Hope m desire catch victone. 

In hope of loue is all the glorie, 

For hope is all that loue may yeue, 

Nere hope, there should no ienger hue. 
Blessed be hope, which with desire, 
Auaunceth louers m such manire. 

Good hope is curteis for to please. 

To keepe louers from all disease. 

Hope keepeth his lond, and woll abide. 
For any penll that may betide. 

For hope to louers, as most chiefe. 

Doth hem endure all mischiefe, 

Hope is hir helpe whan mister is. 

And I shall yeue thee eke iwis. 

Three other thinges, that great sollace 
Doth to hem that be m my lacc. 

“ The firste good that may be found, 
To hem that m my lace be bound. 

Is swete thought, for to record 
Thing wherewith thou canst accord 
Best m thine hei’te, where she be. 
Thinking m absence is good to thee. 
Whan any louer doth complaine. 

And hueth in distresse and in paine 
Than swete thought shall come as bliue. 
Away his anger for to drine, 

It maketh louers to haue remembraunce 
Of comfort, and of high pleasaunce, 

That hope hath hight him for to winne, 
For thought anone than shall begmne, 

As farre God wote as he can finde, 

To make a mirrpur of his minde. 

For to behold he woll not let. 

Her person he shall afore him set, 

Her laughing eyen persaunt and clere, 
Her shape, her form, her gOodly chere, 
Her mouth that is so gracious. 

So swete, and eke so sauourous. 

Of all her feitcrs he shall take heed, 

His eyen with all her limmes feed. 

Thus swete thinking shall aswage 
The paine of louers, and bir rage. 

Thy joy shall double without gesse 
Whan thou tbmkest on her seemelmebbe. 
Or of her laughing, oi of her chere 
That to thee made thy lady dere. 

This comfort woll I that thou take, 

And if the next thou wolt forsake 
Which IS not lesse sauerous, 

Thou shouldest not ben too daungerous. 


“ The second shall be swete ^eech, 
That hath to many one be leech^ 
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To bring hem out of woe and were. 

And helpe many a bachelere. 

And many a ladie sent succour, 

That haue loued paramour, 

Through speaking, whan they might heare. 
Of hir louers to hem so deare : 

To me It voideth all hir smart, 

The w'hich is closed in hir hart. 

In heart it maketh hem glad and light, 
Speech, whan they mowe have sight. 

And therefoie now it commeth to mind. 

In olde dawes as I find, 

That clerkes written that her knew, 

There was a ladie fresh of hew, 

Winch of her love made a song, 

On him for to remember among, 

In which she sayd, ‘ Whan that 1 hears 
Speaken of him that is so deare. 

To me it voideth all smart, 

Iwis he sitteth so nere mine hart, 

To speake of him at eve or morrow, 

It cureth me of all my sorrow. 

To me IS none so high pleasaunce 
As of his person daliaunce 
She wist full well that sweet speakmg 
Comforteth in full muche thing. 

Her love she had full well assaide, 

Of him she was full well apaide, 

To speake of him her joy was set. 
Therefore I read thee that thou get 
A fellow that can well counsele, 

And keepe thy counsaile, and v elhele 
To whom goe shew wholly thine hart 
Both well and woe, joy and smart: 

To get comfoit to him thou go, 

And piiuely between you two, 

Yc shall speake of that goodly thing, 

That hath thine heait in her keeping, 

Of her beaute and her semblaunce, 

And of her goodly countenaunce. 

Of all thy state, thou shalt him say. 

And aske him counsaile how thou may. 

Do any thing that may her please. 

For it to thee shall doe great ease, 

That he may wete thou tiust him so, 

Both of thy welc and of thy wo. 

And if his heart to loue be set. 

His companic is much the bel^ 

For reason woU he shew to thee 
All utterly his pnuite. 

And what she is he loueth so 
To thee plainly he shall vndo. 

Without drede of any shame. 

Both tell her renome and her name. 

Than shall he furthei faire and nere, 

And namely to thy ladie deio 
In siker wise, ye euery other. 

Shall helpen as his owne brother, 

In trouthe without doublenesse, 

And keepen close in sikemesse : 

For It IS noble thing in fay. 

To haue a man thou darste say 
Thy piiuife counsaile euerie dele. 

For that well comfort thee right wele, 

And thou shalt hold thee well apaide. 
When such a friend thou hast assaide. 


“ The third e good of great comfort 
That yeueth to louers most disport. 


Commeth of sight and beholding. 

The cleped is swete looking. 

The whiche may none ease do, 

Whan thou art ferre thy ladie fro. 
Wherefore thou prese alway to be 
In place, where thou mayest her see : 

For it IS thing most ameious 
Most delectable and fauerous, 

For to asswage a mannes sorrow 
To seen his ladie by the moriow. 

For it IS a full noble thing 
Whan thine eyen have meeting, 

With that lehke precious. 

Whereof they be so desuous. 

But all day after sooth it is, 

They have no diede to faren amis. 

They dreclcn neither winde ne laiue, 

Ne none other mannet paine: 

Foi when thine eyen were thus in bhssc. 

Yet of her couitesie iwisse 
Alone they cannot haue hir joy, 

But to the herte they conuoy 
Part of hir blisse, to him thou send. 

Of all this harme to make an end. 

The eye is a good messenger, 

Which can to the heait m such manner 
Tidinges seiide, that hath sene 
To voide him of his paines clenc ; 

Whereof the heait rejoyseth so 
That a great paitie of his wo 
Is voided, and put away to flight. 

Right as the darkenesse of the night 
Is chased with clerenesse of the moone. 
Right so IS all his woe full soone 
Deuoided cleane, whan that the sight 
Beholden may that fresh wight 
That the heite desiretli so. 

That all his daiknesse is ago, 

For than the herte is all at ease. 

Whan they seen that may hem please, 

!Now haue I declaied thee all out. 

Of that thou were m dread and dout, 

Foi I haue told thee faithfully. 

What thee may curen utterly. 

And all louers that woll be 
Faithful 1, and full of stabilite. 

Good hope alway keepe by thy side. 

And sweet thought make eke abide. 

Sweet looking and sweet spech 

Of all thine harmes they shall be lech. 

Of euerie thou shalt haue great pleasaunce. 
If thou canst bide in suffraunce. 

And serue well without fantise, 

Thou shalt be quite of thine emprise 
With more guerdoun, if that tuou hue, 

But all this time this I thee yeue. 


The god of love, whan all the day 
Had taught me, as ye haue heard say, 
And enformed compeudously, 

He vanished away all sodainly, 

And I alone left all soole. 

So full of complaint and of doole. 

For I saw no man there me by. 

My woundes me greened wondersly. 
Me foi to cui en nothing I knewe, 

Saue the bothum bright of hewe, 
Whereon was $ette holly my thought, 
Of other comfort knew I nought, 



THE ROMAUNT OF THE ROSE. 


ftat it were through the God of Loue, 

I knew nat else to my beboue 
That might me ease or comfort gette, 
But if he would him enteimette. 

The roser was withouten dout 
Closed with an hedge without, 

As ye toforne haue heard me saine, 

And fast I besied, and wouhl fame 
Haue passed the haie, if I might 
Haue getten in by any sleight 
Unto the bothum so faire to see. 

But euer I dradde blamed to bee, 

If men would haue suspection 
That I would of en^^ention 
Haue stole the roses that there were, 
Therefore to enter I was in fere. 

But at the last, as I bethought 
Whether I should passe or nought^ 

I sawe come with a glad cbere 
To me, a lusty bachekre, 

Of good stature and of good height* 
And Bialacoil forsooth he height: 
Sonne he was to Curtesie, 

And he me graunted full gladly. 

The passage of the vtter hay. 

And sayd : “ Sir, how that you may 
Passe, if your will bee 
The fireshe roser for to see : 

And ye the swete savour fele, 

Your warrans may right wele, 

So thou thee keepe fro folly. 

Shall no man doe thee villany. 

If I may helpe you in ought, 

I shall not faine, dredeth nought, 
for I am bound to your semise^ 

Fully deuoid of feintise.** 

Than vnto Bialacoil sayd I, 

I thanke you sir full hartely. 

And your behest take at gree. 

That ye so goodly profer mee. 

To you it commeth of great ftianchifieu 
That ye me profer your seruise.’* 

Than after full deliuerly, 

Through the breres anon went I, 
Whereof encombred was the haie, 

I was well pleased, the soth to saie, 

To se the bothum faire and swote* 

So freshe sprong out of the rote. 


Akd Bialacoil me serued wele. 

Whan 1 so nigh me might fele 
Of the bothum the sweet odour. 

And so lusty hewed of colour : ■ 

But than a churle, foule him betide, 
Beside the roses gan him hide, 

To keepe the roses of that rosere. 

Of whom the name was Daungere : 

This churle was hid there m the greues, 
Couered with grasse and with leues, 

To spie and take whom that he fond 
Unto that roser put an bond. 

He was not soole, for there was mo, 
For with him were other two 
Of wicked manners, and eudl fame, 
That one was cleped by his name. 
Wicked Tongue, God yeve him sorrow. 
For neither at eue ne at morrow, 

He can of no man good speake, 

On many a itist man doth be wreakci 
VOR I. 


I There was a woman that eke bight 
Shame, that who can reckon right, 
Trespasse was her fathers name, 

Her mother Reason, and thus was Shame 
Brought of these like two : 

And yet had Trespasse neuer ado 
With Reason, ne neuer leie her by, 

He wa-i hidous and so vgly, 

I mcane this that Trespasse bight. 

But Reason conceiueth of a sight. 

Shame of that I spake aforne 

And whan that Shame was thus boine^ 
It was ordained, that Chastite, 

Should of the roser ladie be : 

Which of the bothums more and la=. 
With sundrie folkes assailed was, 

That she ne wiste what lo do, 

For Venus her assaileth so, 

That night and day for her she stall 
Bothoms and roses our alb 
To Reason than prayeth Chastite, 

Whom Venus hath flemed ouer the seej 
That she her daughter would her lenc. 

To keepe the roser fresh and greae. 

Anon Reason to Chastite 
Is fully assented that it be. 

And graunted her at her lequest, 

That Shame, because she is honest. 

Shall keeper of the roser be : 

And thus to keepe it, there were three^ 
That none should hardy be ne bold, 
(Were ye young or were he old) 

Againe her will away to here 
Bothoms ne roses, that there were. 

I had well sped, had I nat been 
Awaited with these three, and seen-: 

For Bialacoil, that was so faire, 

So gracious and debonaire, 

Quitte him to me full courteously. 

And me to please badde that I, 

Should drsLwe to the bothom aere, 

Prese in to touohe the rosere 
Which bare the roses, he yave me leiie, 
This graunt ue might but little greue : 
And for he saw it liked me, 

Right nigh the bothom pulled he 
A leafe all grene, and yave me that 
The which full nigh the bothom sat, 

I made of that leafe full queint. 

And whan I felt I was acquemt 
With Bialacoil, and so priue, 

I wende all my will had be. 

Than wext I hardy for to tell 
To Bialacoil how me befell, 

'Of loue, that tooke and wounded mCs 
And sayd : “ Sir, so mote I thee, 

I may no joy haue in no wise, 

Upon no side, but it arise, 

For sithe (if I shall not faine) 

In herte 1 haue had so great paine, 

So great annoy, and such affraie, 

That 1 ne wotte what I shall saie, 

I drede your wrothe lo deserue, 

Leuer me were, that kniues kerne 
My hodie should in peces small. 

Than In any wise it should fall, 

That ye wro^hed should beerl with me.’* 

“ Say boldely thy will’' (quod he) 

“ I mil be wroth if ^at I may. 

For nought Uiat thou shalt to me say,’* 

O 
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Thaw sayJ I, “ Sir, not you di&plese, 

To knowen of my great uncase, 

In which only loue hath me bi ought. 

For pames great, disease and thought. 

Fro day to day it doth me due, 

Supposeth not, sir, that I he, 

In me fiue woundes did he make. 

The sore of which shall neuer slake, 

But ye the bothom grannt me, 

Which IS most passaunt of beaute. 

My life, my death, and my martiie, 

And treasour that I most desire.*’ 

Than Bialacoil affraied all 
Sayd Sir, it may not fall. 

That ye desiie it may not arise, 

What would ye shend me in this wise: 

A mokell foole than I were, 

If I sutfied you away to beare 
The fresh bothom, so faire of sight. 

For it were neitlier skill ne nght. 

Of the loser ye broke the rinde, 

Or take the rose aforne his kinde 5 
Ye are not courteous to aske it, 

Let it still on the roser sit. 

And let it grow till it amended be. 

And perfectly come to beaute, 

I nolde not that it pulled were. 

Fro the roser that it here. 

To me it is so lefe and dere.*’ 

With that anon start out Daungere, 

Out of the place where he was hidde. 

His malice in his chere was kidde: 

Full great he was and blacke of hewe, 
Sturdy, and hidous, who so him knewe. 

Like Sharpe vrchons his haire was gi ow. 

His eyes red sparkling as the fire glow^ 

His nose frounced full kirked stood, 

Fie come criand as he were wood. 

And sayd, ** Bialacoil, tell me why 
Thoa briugest hider so boldely 
Him that so nigh the rosere, 

Thou worchest in a wrong manere. 

He thinkcth to dishonour thee. 

Thou art well worthy to haue maugre. 

To let him of the rosere witte. 

Who serueth a felon is euill quitte. 

“ Thou wouldest have done great bounte. 
And he with s^hame would quite thee, 

FJye hence, fellow, I rede thee go. 

It wanteth little he woU thee slo> 

For Bialacoil ne knew thee nought. 

Whan thee to seme he set his thought. 

For thou wolt shame him if thou might. 
Both againe reson and right, 

I woll no more in thee affie, 

That commest so slightly for tespic : 

For it prooneth wonder wele, 

Thy sleight and tieason euene dele.” , 

1 durst no more make theie abode, 

For the churle he was so wode, 

$0 gan he threat and manace, 

And through the baie he did me chace. 

For feare of him I trembled and quoke. 

So churlish his head he shoke, 

And sayd, if eft he might me take, 

I should not from his hands scape* 

Than Bialacoil is fled and mate. 

And I all soole and disconsolate, 

Was left alone in pame and thought, 

Fro shame to death. I was mgh brought. 


Than thought on my high folly ^ 

How that my bodie vtterly, 

Was yeue to paine and martire, 

And thereto had I so great desire. 

That I ne durst the haies passe, 

There was no hope, there was no giace, 

I trow neuer man wist of paine, 

But he were laced in Loues chaine, 

Ne no man, and sooth it is. 

But if he loue, what anger is. 

Loue holdelh his best to me right wele^ 
Whan paine (he sayd) I should fele. 

No herte may thmke, no tongue same, 

A quartei of my woe and paine, 

I might not with the anger last. 

Mine heart in point was for to brast, 
Whan I thought on the rose, that so. 

Was through Daunger cast me fro, 

A long while stoode I in that state, 

Till that me sawe so madde and mate. 
The ladie of the high ward. 

Which from her tower looked thiderwaid. 

Reason, men clepe that lady. 

Which from her tower deliuerly. 

Come downe to me without more. 

But she was neither young, ne hore, 

Ne high ne low, ne fat ne leane,, 

But best, as it were in a meane : 

Her eyen two were clere and light 
As any candle that brenneth bright, 

And on her head she had a croune, 

Her seemed well an high persoune : 

For round enuiron her crounet 
Was full of riche stones fret. 

Her goodly semblaunt by deuise, 

I trow was made in Paradise, 

For nature had neuer such a grace. 

To foige a worke of such compace : 

Foi certain, but if the letter lye, 

God him selfe, that is so hye, 

Made her after his image. 

And yafe her sith such auantage. 

That she hath might and seignory 
To keepe men from aU folly. 

Who so woll trowe her lore, 

Ne may ofienden neuermore. 

And while 1 stoode this darke and paW, 
Reason began to me her tale, 

She saied : “ Alhaile my sweete frend, 
Folly and childhood woll thee shend, 
t Which thee haue put m great affraie, 

I Thou hast bought dere time of Maie, 

[ That made tbine herte menie to hej 
In euilI lime thou wentest to see 
'Fhe gardin, whereof Idleuesse 
Baie the key and was maistresse 
Whan tliou yedest m the daunce 
With her, and had acquaintaunce : 

Her acquaintance is penllous. 

First soft, and after noyous. 

She hath thee trashed without wene,. 

The god of loue had thee not sene, 

Ne had Idlenesse thee conuaid 
In the verge where Mirth him pleid,* 

If Folly haue surprised thee. 

Do so that it recouered be. 

And be well ware to take no more 
Counsaile, Uiat greeueth after sores 
He IS wise, that woll himselfe chastise. 

And though a young man in any wise 
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Trespasse emong, and do folUe, 

Let h’m nat tane, but hastelie 
Let him amend what so be mis, 

And eke I counsaile thee iwis. 

The god of love holly foryete. 

That hath thee m such paine sete, 
And thee m herte tormenteth so, 

I cannot seen how thou maist go 
Other waies thee to gari^oun. 

For Daunger, that is so feloun, 

Fellie purposeth thee to wen eie. 
Which IS full cruell the sooth to seie. 


“ And yet of Daunger cometh no blame. 

In leward of my daughter Shame, 

Which hath the roses in her ward. 

As she that may be no musaid. 

And Wicked Tongue is with these two, 

That suffreth no man thider goe, 

For er a thing be doe he shall, 

Where that he commeth over all, 

In fortie places, if it be sought, 

Saie thing that never was done ne wrought, 
So much treason is m his male. 

Of falsenesse for to faine a tale : 

Thou dealest with angne folke iwis, 
Wherefore to thee better is, 

From these folke away to fare, 

For they woll make thee live in care j 
This is the eviU that love they call. 
Wherein there is but folly all, 

For love is folly evene dellj 
Who loveth, in no wise may do well, 

Ne set his thought on no good werke. 

His schoole he leseth, if he be a clerke. 

Or other craft eke, if that he be. 

He shall not thrive therein, for he 
In love shall have more passioun. 

Than monke, hermite, or chanoun ; 

This paine is heard out of measure. 

The joy may eke no while endure, 

And m the possession. 

Is much tnbulation, 

Thejoye it is so short and lasting. 

And but in hap is the getting •, 

For I see there many m travaile, 

That at last foule fade, 

I was nothing thy counsailer, 

Whan thou were made the homager 
Of god of love so hastely: 

Where was no wisedome but folly. 

Thine herte was jolly, but not sage, 

Whan thou were brought in such a rage, 

To yelde thee so readyly. 

And to Love of his great maistrie. 


“ I REDE thee Love away to drive. 

That maketh the retch not of thy live, 
The folly more fro day to day 
Shall giowe, but thou it put away; 

Take with thy teeth the bridle fak, 

To daunt thy herte, and eke the cast 
If that thou mayest, to get the defence 
For to rediesse thy first offence. 

Who so his herte alway woll leve. 

Shall finde emong that shall him greve.*’ 
Whan I heard her thus me chastise, 

I answeard in fall angrie wise, 


I prayed her cesse of her speach. 

Either to chastise me or teach. 

To bidde me my thought refrem. 

Winch Love hath caught in his demein : 

“ What wene ye Love woll consent, 

(That me assaieth with bowe bent) 

To draw mine herte out of his bond, 

Which IS so quickly m his bond ^ 

That ye counsaile, may never bee, 

For whan he first arested mee. 

He tooke mine herte so sore him till. 

That it IS nothing at my will, 

He tought it so him for to obey. 

That he it sparred with a key, 

I pray you let me be all still, 

For ye may well, if that ye will, 

Your wordes wast in idlenesse. 

For utterly withouten gesse, 

All that ye sain is hut in vaine. 

Me were lever die in the paine. 

Than Love to me ward should arette, 
Falshed or treason on me sette, 

I woll me get pris or blame. 

And love true to save my name. 

Who that me chastiseth, I him hate.” 

With that word. Reason went her gate. 
Whan she saw foi no sermon.ng 
She might me fio my folly bring. 

‘ Than dismayed I left all soole, 

Forweane, forwandred as a foole, 

For I ne knew ne cherisaunce. 

Than fell into my remembraunce* 

How Love bad me to purvey 
A fellow, to whome I might sey 
My counsaile and my prmte, 

For that shuld much auaile me. 

With that bethought I me, that I 
Had a fellowe faste by, 

True and siker, courteous, and hend. 

And he called was by name a frend, 

A truer fellowe was no where none, 

I In hast to him I went anone. 

And to him all my woe I told, 
i Fro him nght nought I would withhold, 

I I told him all without were. 

And made my complaint on Daungere, 
How for to sey he was hidous, 

And to me ward contrarious. 

The whiche through his cruelte. 

Was in point to have meimed me, 

With Bialacoil whan he me sey 
Within the gardin walke and pley, 

Fro me he made him for to goe. 

And I be left alone in woe : 

1 durst no longer with him speake. 

For Daunger sayd he would be wieake, 
Whan that he sawe how 1 went. 

The freshe bothum for to bent. 

If I were hardie to come nere, 

Betweene the haie and the losere, 

This frend when be wist of my thought. 
He discomforted me right nought, 

But saied, “ Fellow, be nat so madde, 

Ne so abashed nor hestadde. 

My selfe I know full well Daungere, 

And how he is fierce of chere, 

At prime temps, Love to manace, 

Full oft I have heene in his case ; 

A felon first though that he be. 

After thou sbalt him souple see ; 
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Of long passed I knew hitti wele. 

Ungodly first though men him fele. 

He woil meeke after in his benng 
.Been, for seruice and obeissing: 

I shall thee tell what thou shalt do : 
Meekely I rede thou go him to, 

Of herte pray him specially 
Of thy trespace to haue mercy, 

And hote him well here to please. 

That thou shalt neuei more him displease r 
Who can best seme of flattery. 

Shall please Daunger vtterly.'* 

My friend hath saied to me so wele. 
That he me eased hath somedele. 

And eke allegged of my tourraent. 

For through him had I hai dement 
Agaiiie to Daunger for to go. 

To preue if I might meeke him so. 


To Daunger came I all ashamed. 

The which afome me had blamed. 
Desiring for to pease my wo, 

Bui ouer hedge durst I not go, 

For he forbode me the passage : 

F found him cruell in his rage, 

And in his bond a great bourdoun, 

To him I kneeled low adoun, 

Full meeke of port, and simple of chere> 
And sa<ed, “ Sir, I am comen here 
Onely to aske of you mercy, 

It gieeueth me full greatly 
That euer my life 1 wrathed you, 

But for to amend I am come now. 

With all my might, both loud and still, 

To doen right at your owne will. 

For Loue made me for to do 
That I haue trespassed hiderto. 

Fro whom I ne may withdraw mine herte, 
Yet shall I neuer for loy ne smai*t 
(What so befall good or ill) 

Oflfende more againe your will, 

Leuer I haue endure disease, 

Than doe that should you displease. 


I YOU require, and pray that ye 
Of me, haue mercy and pile, 

To stmt your ire that greueth so. 

That I well sweare for enermo 
To be redressed at your liking 
If I trespace m any thing, 

Saue that (I pray thee) graunt me 
A thing, that may nat warned be,. 
That I may loue all onely, 

None other thing of you aske I : 

I shall doen all ywis. 

If of your grace ye graunt me this. 
And ye may not letten mee, 

For well wote ye that loue is free : 

And I shall louen such that I will, 
Whoever like it well or ill : 

And yet ne would I not for all Fraunce 
Doe thing to doe you displeasaunce.’* 
Than daunger fell in his entent 
For to foryeue his male talent. 

But all his wrathe yet at last 
He hath released, I praide so fast : 

** Shortly” (he saied) “ thy request 
Is not too mockell dishonest. 


Ne I woll notweme it thee, 

For yet nothing engreeueth mee ; 

For though thou loue thus euermore, 

To me IS neither soft ue sore : 

Loue where that thee list, what retcheth me. 
So ferre fro my roses be : 

Trust not on me for none assaie, 

In any time fo passe the haie.’’ 

Thus hath he graunted my prayere, 

Than went I forth withouten were 
Unto my frend, and told him all. 

Which was right loyfull of my tale, 

(He saied) “Now goeth well thine afiaire. 

He shall to thee be debonaire. 

Though he afome was dispitous, 

He shall hereafter be gracious : 

If he were touched on some good veine. 

He should yet rewen on thy peine. 

Suffer I rede, and no boast make. 

Till thou at good mes maist him take.” 

By suffraunce, and by woides soft, 

A man may ouercome oft 
Him that afome he had in drede. 

In bookes soothly as I rede 

Thus hath my friend with great comfoit 

Auaunced me with high disport. 

Which would me good, as much as I : 

And than anon full sodaincly 
I tooke my leave, and streighi I went 
Unto the hay, for great talent 
I had to seene the fresh bothom, 

Wherein lay my saluation, 

And Daunger tooke keepe, if that I 
Keepe him couenaunt truely 5 
So sore I dread his manasing, 

1 durst not breake his bidding, 

For least that I were of him shent, 

I brake not his commaundement. 

For to purchase his good will. 

It was fbi to come there till. 

His meicy was too ferre behind 
I kept, for I ne might it find. 

I complained and sighed sore, 

And languished euermore, 

For ( durst nat ouergo, 

Unto the rose I loued so. 

Throughout my deming vtterly. 

That he had knowledge certainly: 

Thau Loue me ladde in such wise. 

That in me there was no feintisc, 

Falshood, ne no trecherie : 

And yet he foil of villanio, 

Of disdaine, and crueltie. 

On me ne would haue pitie 
His cruel I will for to reframe, 

Tho I wept alway, and me complaine. 


And while I was in this turment, 

Were come of grace, by God sent, 
Fraunchise, and with her Pity, 

Fulfilde the bothum of bounty : 

They go to Daunger anon right 
To ferther me with all hir might. 

And helpe in woide and in deed. 

For well they saw that it was need. 

First of her giace dame Fraunchise 
Hath taken of this empnse: 

She saied, ** Daunger great wrong ye do 
To worche this man so much wo. 
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Or pinen him so angerly, 
it IS to you great vjUany : 

I cannot see why ne how 

That he hath trespassed againe you, 

Saue that he loveth, wherfore ye shold 
The more iu chantie of him hold: 

The force of love maketh him do this, 
Who would him blame he did amis. 

He leueth more than he may do. 

His paine is hard, ye may see lo : 

And love m no wise would consent 
That ye haue power to repent, 
for though that quiche ye would him slo. 
Fro love his herte may uat go. 

** Now swete sir, it is your ease 
Him for to anger or disease. 

Alas, what may it you auaimce 
To doen to him so great greauaunce? 
What worship is it againe him take. 

Or on your man a werre make, 

Sith he so lowly euery wise 
Is ready, as ye lust deuise ? 

If Love have caught him in his laas, 

You for to beie in euery caas. 

And been your subject at your wiU, 
Should ye therefoie willen him ill ? 

Ye shuld him spaie more all out, 

Than him that is both proud and stout: 
Courtesie would that ye succoure 
Hem that been meeke vnder your cure : 
His herte is hard that woll not meeke. 
Whan men of meekenesse him beseeke.^* 


“ This is certame,” saied Pitie, 

We see oft that humilitie, 

Both ire, and also felonie 
Henquisbeth, and also malanchoHie, 
To stonde forth in such duresse 
This crueltie and wickednesse: 
Wherefore I pray you, sir Daungere, 
For to maintaine no lenger here 
Such cruell warre againe your man, 
As wholly yours as euer he can, 

Nor that ye worchen no more wo 
Upon this caitife that languisheth so, 
\^ich woll no more to you trespace^ 
But put him wholly in your grace: 
His offence ne was but lite, 

The god of love itf was to wite. 

That he your thrall so greatly is, 
And if ye harme him ye doen amis, 
For he hath had full hard pennaunce, 
Sith that ye reft him thaquaintaunce 
Of Bialacoil, his most joy. 

Which all his paines might acoy : 

He was before annoyed sore, 

But than ye doubled him well more, 
For he of blisse hath been full bare, 
Sith Bialacoil was fro him fare: 

Love hath to him great distresse, 

He hath no need of more duresse ; 
Uoideth from him your ire I rede. 

Ye may not wmnen in this dede, 
Maketh Bialacoil repaire againe. 

And haveth pitie vpon bis paine. 

For Fraunchise woll, and I Pite, 

That mercifull to him ye be, 

And sith that she and I accorde. 
Hare vpon him misencorde, 


For I you pray, and eke moncstc. 
Nought to refusen our requeste : 

For he is hard and fell of thought, 

That for vs two woll doe right nought.** 
Daunger ne might no more endure, 
He meeked him vnto measure. 

“ I woll m no wise,"* saieth Daungere, 

“ Denie that ye have asked here : 

It were too great vneourtesie, 
f woll ye have the companie 
Of Bial^oil, as ye deuise, 

I woll him let in no wise.” 

To Bialacoil than went in hie, 
Fraunchise, and saied full curteslie: 

“ Ye have too Iqng be deignous 
Unto this lover, and daungerous 
Fro him to withdraw your presence. 
Which hath do to him great offence. 
That ye not would vpon him see, 
Wherefore a sorrowfull man is hee: 
Shape ye to pay him, and to please^ 

Of my love if ye woll have ease. 

Fulfill his will, sith that ye know 
Daunger is daunted and brought low 
Through helpe of me and of Pite 
You dare no more aferde be.’* 

“ I shall doe right as ye will** 

Saieth Bialacoil, “ for it is skill, 

Sith Daunger woll that it so be 
Than fraunchise hath him sent to me. 


Bialacoil at the beginning 
Sained me m his commmg, 

No straungenesbse was in himseene, 

No more than ne had wrathed been. 

As faire semblaunt than shewed he me, 
And goodly, as afome did he. 

And by the honde without dout. 

Within the haie nght all about. 

He lad me with right good chere, 

All enuiron the vergere. 

That Daungere had me chased fro : 
Now have I leave ouer all to go, 

Now am I raised at my deuise 
Fro Hell vnto Paradise. 

Thus Bialacoil of gentlenesse 
With all his pame and businesse, 

Hath shewed me onely of grace 
The efters of the swote plac^. ^ 

I saw the rose wheu I was nigh, 

Was greater woxen, and more high, 
Freshe, roddy, and faire of hew. 

Of colour euer ilicbe new: 

And whan 1 bad it long seene, 

I saw that through the leaues greene 
The rose spread to spanmshing. 

To seene it was a goodly thing, 

Bu/t it ne was so sprede on brede, 

That men within might know the sede. 
For it couert was and close 
Both with the leaves and with the rose, 
The stalke was euen and grene upngbl^ 
It was thereon a goodly sight, 

And well the better witiiout wene 
For the seede was not sene, 

Full faire it sprad, the god of blesses 
For such another, as I gesse, 

Afome ne was, ne more vermailc, 

1 ws» abawed for manudW 
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For euer the fairer that it waSj 
The more I am bounden in Lotigs laas. 
Long I abode there sooth to say. 

Till Bialacoil I gan to pray. 

Whan that I saw him in no wise 
To me waraen his seiuise, 

That he me would graunt a thing. 
Which to remember is well sitting : 
This is to same, that of his gmce 
He would me yeue leisure and space 
To me that was so desirous 
To haue a kissing precious 
Of the goodly fresh rose, 

That so s weekly smelleth in my nose, 
For if it you displeased nought, « 

I woll gladly, as I bane sought, 

Haue a kiss thereof freely 
Of your yef«, for certainely 
I woll none have but by your leue. 

So loth me were you for to greue.” 


Hk saied, ** Frend, so God me spede. 
Of Chastitie 1 haue such drede, 

Thou shouldest not warned he for me, 
But 1 dare not for Chastite : 

Againe her dare I not misdo, 

For alway biddeth she me so 
To yeve no louer leaue to kisse. 

For who therto may winnen iwisse. 

He of the surplus of the praie 
May live in hope to get some day, 
For who so kissing may attaine. 

Of loues paine hath (sooth to same) 
The best and moste auenaunt, 

And earnest of tne lemenaunt.” 


Of his answere I sighed sore, 

I durst assay him tho no more, 

I had such drede to greve him aye 5 
A man shuld not too much assaye 
To chafe his friend out of measure, 
Nor put his life in auenture ; 

For no man at the first stroke 
Ne may not fell downe an oke. 

Nor of the reisins haue the wine, 

Till grapes be ripe and well afine. 

Be sore empresssed, I you ensuie, 

And drawen out of the pressure : 

But I foipeiued wonder strong. 
Though that I abode right long 
And iffcer the kisse, in pame and wo, 
Sith 1 to kisse desired so : 

Till that rennmg on my distresse. 
There come Uenus the goddesse 
(Which aye wemeth Chastite) 

Came of her grace to succour me, 
Whose might is know ferre and wide, 
For she is mother of Cupide, 


Thb god of Loue, blinde as stone, 
That helpeth louers many one. 

This lady brought m her right bond 
Of brenning fire a biasing brond, 
Whereof the flame and hote fire 
Hath many a lady 14 desiie 
Of loue brought, and soro hette, 
in her seruice her hQite is sette. 


This lady was of good entaile. 

Right wonderfull of apparaile. 

By her attiie so bright and shene. 

Men might perceiue well and sene. 

She was not of rehgioun : 

Nor I mil make mentioun 
Nor of robe, nor of treasour. 

Of broche, neither of her rich attour, 

Ne of her gitdle about her side. 

For that I nill not long abide, 

But knoweth well, that certainly 
She was arraied richely j 
Deuold of pride certaine she was. 

To Bialacoil she went apaas. 

And to him shortely in a clause 
She said : “ Sir, what is the cause 
Ye ben of port so daungerous 
Unto this louer, and dainous. 

To graunt him nothing but a kisse ? 

To waine it him ye done amisse, 

Sith well ye wot, how that bee 
Is Loues seruaunt, as ye may see. 

And hath beautie, where through is 
Worthy of loue to haue the blis: 

How he is seemely behold and see. 

How he IS faire, how he is free. 

How he IS swote and debonaire. 

Of age young, lusty, and faire, 

There is no lady so hautaine, 

Duchesse, countesse, ne chastelaine. 
That I nolde hold her vngodly, 

For to refuse him vtterly. 

“ His breath is also good and swetc^ 
And eke his lips roddy and mete, 

Onely to plaine, and to kisse, 

Graunt him a kisse of gentlemsse. 

! “ His teeth ame also white and clene. 

Me thinketh wrong withouten wene, 

If ye now wame him, trusteth me. 

To graunt that a kisse haue he, 

Tne lasse ye helpe him that ye haste. 
And the more time shull ye waste.” 

Whan the flame of the very brond 
That Uenus brought in her right bond. 
Had Bialacoil with his hete smete, 
Anone he bad me withouten lete, 

Graunt to me the rose kisse. 

Than of my paine I gan to llsse. 

And to the rose anon went I, ’ 
iVnd kissed it full faithfully ; 

There need no man aske if I was blith, 

I Whan the savour soft and lith 
Stroke to mine herte without more. 

And me allegged of my sore. 

So was I full of joy and blisso, 

I It IS faire such a floure to kisse, 

I It w as so swote and sauerous, 

I might not be so anguishous. 

That I mote glad and jolly be. 

Whan that I remembre me. 

Yet euer among soothly to saine, 

I suffer noie and xnuche paine. 


The see may neuer be so still. 

That with a little wind at will 
Ouerwhelme and toume also. 

As it were wood in wawes go. 

After the calme the trouble soone 
Mote follow, and chaunge as the Moonc, 
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night so faretli Love, that selde ia one 
Holdeth his anker, for right anone 
Whan they m ease wene best to live, 
They ben with tempest all fordriue : 

Who serueth Love, can tell of wo, 

The stoundmele joy mote ouergo, 

Now he hurteth, and now he cureth, 

For selde in o point Love endareth. 

Now is it right me to proceed. 

How Shame gan meddle and take heed. 
Through whom fell angers I have hade. 
And how the strong wall was made, 

And the castle of brede and length, 

That god of love wan with his strength : 
All this romance will I set, 

And for no thing ne will I let. 

So that it liking to her be. 

That IS the floure of beaute. 

For she may best my labour quite, 

That I for her love shall endite. 

Wicked Tongue, that the couine 
Of euery lover can deuine 
Worst, and addeth more somdele 
(For wicked tongue saith neuer wele) 

To me ward bare he nght great hate, 
Espying me early and late, 

Till he hath seene the great chere 
Of Bialacoil and me ifere : 

He might not his tongue withstond 
Worse to reporte than he fond, 

He was so full of cursed rage ; 

It sat him wele of his linage, 

For him an irous woman bare ; 

His tongue was filed sharpe and square^ 
Poignaunt and right kerumg, 

And wonder bitter in spealung ; 

For whan that he me gan espy, 

He swore (affirming sikerly) 

Betweene Bialacoil and me 
Was euill acquaintaunce and priue : 

He spake thereof so folihe. 

That he awaked Telousie, 

Which all afraied in his rising, 

Wheo that he heard iangling, 

He ran anon as he were wood 
To Bialacoil there that he stood. 

Which had lener m this caas 
Haue ben at Reines or Amias, 

For fote bote in his fellonie. 

To him thus said lelonsie : 

Why hast thou ben so negligent. 

To keepen, whan I was absent, 

This verger here left in thy ward ? 

To me thou haddest no regard. 

To trust (to thy confusion) 

Him thus, to whom suspection 
i haue right great, foi it is nede. 

It is well shewed by the dede. 

<3reat fault m thee now have I fouud, 

By God anon thou shaft be bound. 

And faste locken in a toure, 

Without refuite or succoure. 


“ For Shame too long hath be thee fro, 
Onersoone she was ago, 

Whan thou hast lost both drede and fere, 
It seemed well she was not here, 

She was busie in no wise, 

Te keepe thee and chastise, 


And for to helpen Chastite 
To keepe the roser, as thinketh nre, 

For then this boy knaue so boldly, 

Ne should not have be hardy 
In this verge had such game, 

Which now me tumeth to great shame.’’ 


Bialacoil nist what to say, 

Full fame he would have fled away, 

For feare have hid, nere that he 
All suddainly tooke him with me : 

And whan I saw he had so, 

This lelonsie take vs two, 

I was astonied, and knew no rede. 

But fled away for very drede. 

^ Then Shame came forth full simply, 
She wend have trespaced fall greatly. 
Humble of her port, and made it simple, 
Wearing a vaile in stede of wimple, 

As nonnes done in hir abbey : 

Because her herte was in affray. 

She gan to speake within a throw 
To lelousie, light wonder low. 

First of his grace she besought. 

And said : “ Sir, ne leueth nought 
Wicked Tongue, that false espie. 

Which is so glad to faine and he. 

He hath you made, through flattering, 
On Bialacoil a false leasing : 

His falsenesse is not now anew, 

It is too long that he him knew : 

This IS not the first daie. 

For Wicked Tongue hath custome aie, 
Younge folkes to bewrie, 

And false lesings on hem he. 

Yet neuerthelesse I see among, 
That the soigne it is so long 
Of Bialacoil, hertes to lure. 

In Loves seruice for to endure. 

Drawing sucbe folke him to. 

That he had nothing with to do, 

But in soothnesse I trowe nought. 

That Bialacoil had euer in thought 
To do trespace or villanie, 

But for his mother Curtesie 
Hath taught him euer to be 
Good of acquaintaunce and priue, 

For he loveth none heauinesse, 

But mirth and play, and all gladnesse ; 
He hateth all trechous, 

Soleine folke and enuious : 

For ye weten how that he 
Woll euer glad and joyfull be 
Honestly with folke to pley : 

I have be negligent in good fey 
To chastise him, therefore now 1 
Of herte I cne you here mercy. 

That I haue ben so lecheles 
To tamen him withouten lees, 

Of my folly I me repent, 

Now woll I hole set mine entent 
To keepe both low and still 
Bialacoil to do your will.” 

“ Shame, Shame” (said lelousy) 

« To be bitrashed great drede haue I. 

** liecherie hath clombe so hie, 

TThat almost bleared is mine eic, 

No wonder is, if that drede haue I, 

Ouer all reigneth Lechery, 
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Whose might groweth night and dey, 

TBoth in cloyster and m abbey, 

Chastitie is wemed ouer all, 

Therefore 1 woll with siker wall 
Close both roses and rosere, 

I have too long in this maner© 

Left hem vnclosed wilfully : 

Wheiefore I am right inwardly 
Sorrowfull, and repent me. 

But now they shall no lenger be 
Unclosed, and yet 1 drede sore, 

I shall repent ferfehermore. 

For the game goeth all aims, 

Counsaile I must new ywis, 

I haue too long trusted thee. 

But BOW it shall no lenger bee s 
For he may best in euery cost 
Peceiue that men tresten most : 

I see well that I am nigh shent, 

But if I set my full entcnt 
Remedy to piiniey : 

Wherefore close I shall the^^wey 
From hem that woll the rose espic. 

And come to wait me villonie, 

For in good faith and in trouth 
I woll not let for no sleuth 
To hue the more in sikemesse. 

Do make anon a fortresse. 

Than close the roses of good saaonr| 

In middes shall I make a tour 
To put Bialacoil in prson. 

For ever I drede me of treason^ 

I tro«r I shall him keepe so, 

That be shall hav’e no might to go 
About to make compaguie 
To hem that thinke of villanie, 

Ne to no such as nath bent here 
Afome, and found in him good chere, 
Which ban assailed him to shend. 

And With hir trowandise to blend, 

A foole is eith to beguile, 

But may I hue a little while. 

He shall forthinke his feire semblaunt.’' 

And with that word came Drede Auamit, 
Which was abashed, and in great fere. 
Whan he wist lelousie was there. 

He was for diede in such affray. 

That not a worde durst he say, 

But quaking stood full still alone 
(Till lelousie hii» way was gone) 

Saue Shame, that him not forsoke, 

Both Diede and she full sore quoke. 

That at last Drede abraide, 

And to his cousin Shame saide. 

** Shame’’ (he said) “ in soothfestnesse, 
To me it IS great heauinesse. 

That the npise so ferre is go, 

And the slaimder of vs two: 

But sithe that it is befall, 

We may it not againe call. 

When once sprung is a fame: 

For many a yeare withoaten blame 
We haue bep, and many a day, 

For many an Apnl and many a May 
We ban passed, not ashamed. 

Till lelousie hath vs blamed 
Of mistrust and suspection 
Causelesse, without encheson : 

Do we to Daunger hastely, 
i^nd let vs shew him openly, 


That he hath not aright wrought,. 
Whan that he set not his thought 
To keepe better the purpnse j 
In bis doing he is not wise. 

He hath to vs do great wrong. 

That hath suffred now so long 
Bialacoil to have his will 
All his lustes to fulfill : 

He must amend it vtterly, 

Or els shall he viilanously 
Exiled be out of this lond : 

For he the warre may not withstond 
Of lelousie, nor the greefe, 

Sith Bialacoil is at miscbeefe.’* 


To Daunger, Shame and Drede anew 
The nght way ben gon : 

The chorle they founde hem afome 
Digging vnder an bawthome. 

Under his head no pillow was, 

But in the stede a trusse of gras : 

He slombred, and a nappe he toke. 

Till Shame pitously him shoke. 

And great manaue on him gan make. 

** Why sleepest thou when thou should wake^ 
(Quod Shame) “ thou dost vs villame. 

Who trusteth thee, be doth follie, 

To keepe roses or bothums 
When they be faire m hir seasons: 

Thou art woxe too familiere 

Wheie thou should be straunge of chere. 

Stout of thy port, ready to gteue : 

Thou doest gieat folly for to leue 

Bialacoil here m to call 

The yonger man to shenden vs all : 

I Though that thou sleepe, we may here, 

Of lelousie great noise here, 

Art thou now late, use vp and hye, 

And stop soone and deliuerlye 
All the gaps of the hay; 

[Do no fauour I thee pray : 

It falleth nothing to thy name, 

'To make fair semblant, were tbpu maist blame^ 


** Ip Bialacoil he sweet and free, 

Dogged and fell thou shuldest bee, 

Froward and outragious iwis, 

A chorle chaungeth that emteis is; 

This haue I heard oft in saying. 

That man may for no daunting 
Make a sperhauke of a bosarde : 

All men hold thee for musarde. 

That debunaire haue founden thee, 

It sitteth thee nought curteis to bee, 

To do men pleasaunce or semise, 

In thee it is recreaundise : 

Let thy werkes ferre and uere 
Be like thy name, which is Dauugcre.*’ 
Then all abashed in shewing, 

Anon spake Drede, right thus saying. 

And said, “ Daunger, I drede me. 

That thou ne wolt besie be 
To keepe that thou hast to keepe. 

When thou shuldest wake, thou art asleepe } 
Thou shah be greeued certainely, 

If thee aspie Iclousy, 

Or if he finde thee in blame. 

He hatli to do assmied Shame^ 
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And chased away with great manace 
Bialacoil out of this place. 

And sweareth shortly that he shall 
Enclose bm in a sturdy wallj 
And all is for thy wickednesse, 

For that thee fiaileth straungenesse j 
Thine herte I trow be failed all ; 

Thou shalt repent in speciall, 

If lelousie the soothe knew, 

Thou shalt forthinke, and sore rew.’* 

With that the chorie his clubbe gan shaken 
Frouning bis eyen gan to make. 

And hidous chere, as man in rage, 

For ire he brent in his visage : 

Whan that he heard him blamed so. 

He said, “ Out of my witte I go. 

To be discomfite I haue great wrong, 

Certes, I haue now liued too long, 

Sitb I may not this closer keepe. 

All quioke I would be dolnen deepen 
If any man shall more repaire 
Into this garden for foule or faire, 

Mine herte for ire gotbe afere, 

That I let any entre here, 

I haue doe folly now I see, 

But now it shall amended be, 

Who setteth foot here any more. 

Truly he shall repent it soi e, 

For no man more into this place 
Of me to enter shall haue grace. 

Lever I had with swerdes twaine, 
Throughout mine herte, in every vain6 
Perced to be, with many a wound, 

Than slouth should in me be found : 

From henceforth by night or day, 

I shall defend it if I may 
Wlthouten any exception 
Of cache manner condition. 

And if 1 it any man graun^ 

Holdeth me for reoreaunt.” 


Then Baunger on his feet gan stond, 

And hent a burdon in his bond, 

Wroth m his ire ne left he nought. 

But through the verger he hath sought. 

If he might find hole or trace, 

Where through that me mote forth by pace. 
Or any gappe, he did it close, 

That no man might touch a rose 
Of the roser all about. 

He shetteth euery man without. 

Thus day by day Daunger is wers, 

More wonderfull and more diuers. 

And feller eke than euer he was, 

For him full oft I smg alas. 

For I ne may nought through his ire 
Recouer that I most desirej 
Mine herte alas woll brest atwo, 

For Bialacoil I wrathed so : 

For certainly in enery member 
I quake, when I me remember 
Of the bothum, which 1 would 
Full oft a day seene and behold, 

And when I thinke ypon the kisse, 

And how muche loy and hlisse, 

1 had through the sauour swete, 

For want of it I grone and grete: 

Me thinketh I fele yet in my nose 
The swete sauour of the rose^ 


And now I wote that I mote go 
So ferre the fresh floures fro, 

To me full welcome were the death, 
Absence thereof (alas) me sleath, 

For whylome with this rose, alas, 

I touched nose, mouth, and face. 

But now the death I must abide; 

But Love consent another tide. 

That ones I touch may and kisse, 

I trow my pame shall neuer lisse; 

Thereon is all my couetise, 

Which brent my heart m many wise. 

Now shall repaire agame sighing. 

Long watch on nights, and no sleeping. 
Thought in wishing, turment, and wo^ 

With many a turning to and fro. 

That halfe my paine I cannot tell. 

For I am frllen into Hell, 

From paradise and wealth, the more 
My turment greueth more and more, 
Annoyeth now the bitiemesse. 

That I tofome haue felt sweetnesse. 

And Wicked Tongue, through his falshede, 
Causeth all my wo and drede. 

On me he Ueth a pitous charge. 

Because his tongue was too large. 

Now it is time shortly that 1 
Tell you something of lelousie, 

That was in great suspection ; 

About him left he no mason, 

That stone could lay, ne quenrour. 

He hired hem to make a tour: 

And first the roses for to keepe, 

About hem made he a ditch deepe. 

Right wonder large, and also br^e, 

Upon the wbiche also stode 
Of squared stone a sturdy wall, 

‘Which on a cragge was founded all, 

And right great thicknesse eke it bare. 
About it was founded square 
An hundred fadome on euery side^ 

It was all licbe long and wide. 

Least any time it were assailed. 

Full well about it was battailed, 

And round enuiron eke were set 
Full many a rich and faire toumet, 

At euery comer of this wall 
Was set a tour full principall. 

And euenche had without fable 

A portcullise defensable 

To keepe off enemies, and to greue. 

That there hir force would,preue. 

And eke amidde this purprise 
Was made a tour of great maistrise, 

A friirep saugh no man with sight. 

Large and wide, and of great might, 

They dradde none assaut, 

Of ginne, gonne, nor ska^ut. 

The temprure of the morttre 
Was made of liquour wonder dere. 

Of quicke lime persaunt and egre, 

The which was tempred with vinegre. 

The stone was bard of adamaunt, 
Whereof they made the foundemaunt, 
'fbe toure was round made in compas;, 

In all this world no richer was, 

Ne better ordained therewithal!, 

About the tour was made a wall, 

So that betwixt that and the tour, 

Roses were set of sweet sauour, 
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With many roses that they here. 

And eke within the castle were 
Spnngolds, gonnes, bowes^ and archers, 
And eke about at comers 
Men serae oner the wall stond 
Great engines, who weie nere bond. 

And in the kernels here and there. 

Of arblasters great plentie were* 

None armour might hir stroke withstond. 
It were folly to prease to bond ; 

Without the diche were listes made. 
With wall battailed large and brade, 

For men and horse should not attaine 
Too nigh the diche ouer the plaine. 

Thus lelousie hath enuiron 
Sette about his garnison 
With walles round, and diche deepe, 
Onely the roser for to keepie. 

And Daunger early and late 
The keyes kept of the vtter gate. 

The which opened toward the east. 

And he had with him at least 
Thiitie seruants echone by name. 

That other gate kept Shame, 

Which opened, as it was couth, 

Toward the parte of the south, 
Sergeaunts assigned were her to 
Full many, her will for to do. 

Than Drede had m her buille 
The keeping of the constableri^. 

Toward the north I vnderstond, 

That opened vpon the left bond. 

The which for nothing may be sme. 

But if she doe busie cure 
Early on monow and also late. 

Strongly to shette and barre the gate: 

Of euery thing that she may see, 

Drede is aferde, where so she bee, 

For with a puffe of little wind, 

Drede is astonied in her mind, 

Tlierefore for stealing of the losc, 

I rede her nat the yate vnclose, 

A foules flight would make her flee, 

And eke a shaddow if she it see* 


Tbajt Wicked Tongue full of enuie. 

With souldiers of Normandie, 

As he that causeth all debate, 

Was keeper of the fourth gate, 

And also to the tother three, 

He went full ofte for to see. 

When his lotte was to walke a night. 

His instrumentes would he dight. 

For to blowe and make souue, 

Offer than he hath enchesoune. 

And walken oft vpon the wall, 

Comers and wickettes ouer all, 

Full narrow searcheu and espie j 
Though he nought fond, yet would he lie 
Discordaunt euer fro armome, 

And dissoned from melodie, 

Controue he would, and foule faile. 

With homepipes of Comewaule. 

In floites made he discordaunce. 

And in his musicke with miscbaunce, 

He would seine with notes newe. 

That he fond no woman trew, 

Ne that he saw neuer in his life, 

Unto her husbond a trew wife: 


Ne none so full of honeste, 

I That she mil laugh and merry he, 

Whan that she heareth or may espie 
A man speaken of lecherie. 

Eueriche of hem hath some vice, 

One is dishonest, another is nice. 

If one be full of villanie. 

Another with a licorQus eie, 

If one be full of wontonnesse, 

Another is a chideresse. 

Thus Wicked tong, God yeve him shame. 
Can put hem euenebone in blame. 

Without desert and caiiselesse, 

He lietb, though they ben guiltlesse ; 

I have pity to seene the sorrow. 

That waketh both euen and morrow. 

To innocents doth such greuaunce, 

I pray God yeue him euill chaunce, . 
That he euer so busie is. 

Of any woman to seme amis. 

Eke lelousie God confound, 

That hath made a toure so lound. 

And made about a gaiisou. 

To sette Bialacoil in prison, 

The which is shette there m the toui, 

Full long to holde there soiour. 

There for iiue in pennaunce. 

And for to do him more greuaunce. 

Which hath ordained lelousie, 

An olde vecke for to spie 
The manner of his gouemaunce. 

The which deuill m her enfaunce 
Had learned of Loues art, 

And of his plais tooke her part. 

She was expert m his semis. 

She knew each wrenche and euery gise 
Of loue, and euery wile, 

It was hard her to beguile. 

Of Bialacoil she tooke aye hede. 

That euer he hueth in wo and drede, 
lie kept him coy and eke pnue. 

Least ID him she hadde see 
And folly countenance. 

For she knew all the old daunce. 

And after this, whan lelousie 
Had Bialacoil in his baillie. 

And shette him vp that was so free. 

For sure of him he would bee, 

He tnisteth sore in his castell, 

The strong werke him liketh well. 

He diadde nat that no glotons 
Should steale his roses or bo thorns, 

The roses weren assured all 
Hefenced with the strong wall. 

Now lelousie full well may be 
Of drede deuoid lu liberte, 

Whether that he sleepe or wake. 

For of his roses may none betake. 


But I (alas) now rooumc shall. 
Because I was without the wall. 

Full muche dole and mone I made. 
Who had wist what wo I hade, 

T trow he would haue had pite, 

Loue too deare had soldo me 
The good that of his loue had I, 

I went about it all queintly, 

But now through doubling of my painc 
1 see be woU it sell againe, 
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And me a new bargaine lere. 

The which all out the more is dere. 

For the sollace that I haue lome^ 

Than I had it neuer afome 5 
Certaine 1 am full like indeed 
To him that cast in earth his seed, 

And hath loy of the new springing, 

Whan It greeneth m the ginning. 

And IS aho faire and fresh of flour, 

Lustie 10 scene, swote of odour, 

But ere he it in his sheues shere. 

May fall a weather that shall it dere. 

And make it to fade and fall. 

The stalke, the greine, and floures all. 
That to the tillers is fordone. 

The hope that he had too soone : 

1 drede certaine that so fare I, 

For hope‘and trauaile sikerly 
Ben me beraft ail with a storme. 

The floure mil seden of my come. 

For Loue hath so auaunced me, 

When I began my pnuite, 

To Bialacoil all for to tell, 

Whom I ne found froward ne fell, 

But tooke agree all whole my play; 

But Loue IS of so hard assay. 

That all at ones he reued me. 

Whan I weent best abouen to haue be. 

It IS of Loue, as of Fortune, 

That chaungeth oft, and mil contune. 
Which whylome woll of folke smile. 

And glombe on hem another while, 

Kow friend, now foe, shaft her feele. 

For a twinckling toumeth her wheele. 

She can wr'the her head away, 

This is the concourse of her play, 

She can areise that doeth moume, 

And whirle adoune, and ouertourne 
Who sitteth highest, but as her lust, 

A foole is he that woll her trust, 

For it is I that am come doun 
Through charge and reuolutioun, 

Sith Bialacoil mote fro me twin, 

Shette in her prison yonde within, 

His absence at mine herte I fele. 

For all my loy and all mine hele 
Was in him and m the rose. 

That but you will, which him doeth close, 
Open, that I may him see, 

Loue woll not that 1 cured bee 
Of the paines that I endure, 

Nor of my cruell auenture. 


Ah, Bialacoil mine owne dere, 
Though thou be now a pnsonere, 
Keepe at least thine herte to me, 
And snflfer nat that it daunted be, 
Ne let not lealousie m bis rage, 
Patten thine heart jn no seruage. 
Although he chastice thee without, 
And make thy bgdie vnto him lout, 
Haue herte as hard as Biamaunt, 
Stedfast, and naught pliaunt: 

Jn prison through thy bodie bee 
At large keepe thine herte free, 

A true herte will not plie 
For no mannace that it may drie. 
If lelousie doeth thee paine, 

Quite him his while thus againe, 
Jo venge thee at least in thought. 


If other way thou maiest nought, 

And in this wise subtelly 
Worch, and wmne the maistrie. 

But yet I am in great afiray, 

Least thou doe nat as I say, 

I diede thou const me great maugre. 

That thou emprisoned art for me. 

But that nat for my trespas. 

For through me neuer discouered wa» 

Yet thing that ought be secre; 

Well more annoie is m me, 

Than is in thee of this mischaunce. 

For I endure more hard pennaunce 
Than any can same or thinke, 

That for the sorrow almost I sinke. 

Whan I remember me of my wo. 

Full nigh out of my witte I go. 

I Inward mine herte 1 feele blede. 

For comfortlesse the death I drede, 
i Owe I nat well to haue distresse, 

! Whan false, through hir wickednesse, 

I And traitours, that ame envious, 

To noien me be so coragious. 

Ah, Bialacoil full well I see. 

That they hem shape to deceiue thee, 

To make thee buxum to hir law, 

And with hir corde thee to draw 
Where so hem lust, right at hir will, 

I drede they haue thee brought theretill : 
Without comfort, thought me sleath. 

This game would bring me to my death, 

For if your good will I lese, 

I mote be dead, 1 may not chese, 

And if that thou foryete me, 

Mme herte shall neuer in liking be, 

Nor elswhere And sollace, 

If I be put out of your grace. 

As it shall neuer ben I hope, 

Than should I fall m wanhope. 

Alas, in wanhope, nay parde. 

For 1 woll neuer dispaired be ; 

If Hope me fade, than am I 
Ungracious and unworthy; 

In Hope I woll comforted be, 

For Loue, when he betaught her me, 

Saied, that Hope where so 1 go. 

Should aye be relees to my wo. 

But what and she my bales bete. 

And be to me cartels and swete? 

She is m nothing full certain®, 

Louers she put in full great paine. 

And maketh hem with wo to dele. 

Her faire beheste deceiuetli foie, 

For she woll behote sikerly. 

And fallen after vtterly. 

Ah, that is a full noyous tlung, 

For many a louer m louing 
Hangeth upon her, and trusteth fast, 

Which lese hir trauaile at the last. 

Of thing to commen she wot right nought 
Therefore if it be wisely sought. 

Her counsaile follie is to take. 

For many times, when she woll make 
A full good sillogisme, I drede. 

That t^terward there shall indede 
Follow an euill conclusion, 

This put me in confusion. 

For many times I hane it scene, 

That many haue beguiled beene. 

For trust that they haue set in hope, 

Which fell hem afterward a slope* 
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But nathelesse yet gladly she -would. 
That he that woU him with her hold. 

Had all times her purpose cl ere, 

Without deceit any where. 

That she desireth sikerly 5 
Whan I her blamed, I did folly; 

But what auaiieth her good will. 

Whan she ne may staunch my stonnd ill. 
That belpeth little that she may do. 

Or take behest vnto my wo t 
And heste certame in no wise. 

Without ifete is not to preise. 

When heste and deed asunder vary, 
They doen a great contrary ; 

Thus am I posted vp and doun 
With dole, thought, and confusioun. 

Of my desease there is no number, 
Daunger and Shame me encumber, 
Hrede also, and Jelonsie, 

And Wicked Tongue full of enuie, 

Of which the sharpe and cruell ire 
Full oft me put in great mattire ; 

They haue my loie fully let, 

Sith Bialacoii they haue beshet 
Fro me in prison wickedly. 

Whom I loue so entierly, 

That it woll my bane bee. 

But I the sooner may him see. 

And yet moreouer worst of all, 

There is set to keepe, foule her befall, 

A Timpled vecke ferre ronne in rage, 
Frouning and yellow in her visage, 

Which in awsut lieth day and night. 

That none of him may haue a sight. 


Now mote my sorrow enforced be. 

Full sooth it IS, that Loue yafe me 
Three wonder yeftes of his grace. 

Which I haue iorne, now in this place, 
Sith they ne maie without drede 
Helpen but little, who taketh hede ; 

For her auaiieth no Sweet Thought, 

And Sweet Speech helpeth right nought, 
The third was called Sweet Looking, 
That now is lome without lesing. 

Yeftes were faire, but nat for thy 
They helpe me but simply. 

But Bialacoii loosed bee 
To gone at large and to be free. 

For him my life lieth all in dout. 

But if he come the rather out. 

Alas, T trow it woll nat beene. 

For how should I euermore him seene? 
He may nat out, and that is wrong. 
Because the touie is so strong. 

How should he out, or by whose prowesse 
Of so strong a forteresse ? 

By me certaine it hill be do, 

God wote I haue no wit thereto. 

But well I wote I was m rage. 

When I to Loue did homage ; 

Who was the cause (in soothfastnesse) 
But her selfe dame Idlenesse ? 

Which me conueide through faire praiere 
To enter into that faire vergere : 

She was to blame me to leue, 

Ihe which now doetb me sere greue, 

A fooles word is nought to trow, 

Ke worth an apple for to low, 


Men should hem- snibbe bitterly. 

At prime temps of his folly • 

I was a foole, and she me leued. 

Through whom I am right nought relciied. 
She accomplished all my will, 

That now me greueth wonder ill. 


Reason me saied what should fall, 

A foole my selfe I may well call. 

That loue aside I had not laied, 

And trowed that dame Reason saied. 
Reason had both skill and right. 

When she me blamed with all her might 
To meddle of lone, that hath me shent. 
But certaine now I woll repent. 


And should I repent ? Nay parde, 

A false traitour then should I be. 

The devils engins would me take. 

If I Love would foi sake. 

Or Bialacoii falsly betray. 

Should I at mischeefe hate him ^ nay, 
Sith he now for his courtesie 
Is in prison of lelousie ; 

Courtesie certame did he me. 

So much, that it may not yolden be. 
When he the haie passen me lete, 

To kisse the rose, feire and swete. 

Should I therefore conne him maugre ? 
Nay certamely, it shall nat be, 

For Love shall neuer (yeue God will) 
Here of me, through word or will, 
Offence or complaint more or lesse. 
Neither of Hope nor Idlenesse : 

For certes, it were wrong that I 
Hated hem for hir courtesie. 

There is not els, but suffer and thinke. 
And waken whan I should winke. 

Abide in hope, till Lone through chaunce 
Send me succour or allegeaunce, 
Expectaun* aye till I may mete. 

To getten mercie of that swete. 

Whilome I thinke how Loue to mee 
Saied he would take at gree 
My service, if vnpatience 
Caused me to doen offence : 

He saied, In thankc I shall it take, 

And high maister eke thee make, 

If wickednesse ne reue it thee, 

But soone I trow that shall nat bee.** 
These were his wordes by and by, 

It seemed he loved me truely. 

Now IS there not but serue him wele. 

If that I thinke his thanke to fele. 

My good, mine harme, lithe hole in me. 
In I^ve may no defeut be, 

For true Love ne failed neuer man : 
Soothly the faute mote needs thzui 
As God forbide, be found in me. 

And how it commeth, I cannot see. 

Now let it gone as it may go. 

Whether Love woll succour me or slo, 

He may do hole on me his will, 

I am so sore bound him till, 

From his seruice I may not flene. 

For life and death withouten wene 
Is in his bond, I may nat chese, 

He may me doe both winne and lese. 
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^And sith so sore he doth me greue. 
Yet if my lust he would acheue. 
To Bialacoil goodly to he, 

I yeue no force what fell on me : 
For though I die, as I mote nede^ 

I pray Love of his goodlyhede. 

To Bialacoil doe gentlenesse, 

For whom I liue in &uch distresse, 
That I mote dien for penaunce, 
But first, without repentaunce, 

I woll me confesse m good entent, 
And make m hast my testament. 
As louers doen that feelen smart: 
To Bialacoil leaue I mine herte 
All hole, without departing, 

Or doublenesse of repentmg. 


COMEKT KAISOK VIENT A LAMANT. 

Thus as 1 made my passage 
In complaint, and m cruel! rage, 

And I not where to finde a leche. 

That couth vnto mine helping eche, 
Suddainely againe comen doun 
Out of her toure I saw Reasoun, 
Discreet and wise, and full pleasaunt, 
And of her port full auenaunt ; 

The nght waie she tooke to me, 

Which stood in gret perplexite 
That was poshed in euery side. 

That I nist where I might abide, 

Till she demurely sad of chere 
Saied to me as she came nere. 

“ Mine owne friend, art thou greued, 
How IS this quarrell yet atcheued 
Of Loves Side ? Anone me tell. 

Hast thou not yet of love thy fill ? 

Art thou iiat weane of thy seruice 
That thee hath in suche wise ? 

“ What joy hast thou in thy louing ? 
Is it sweet or bitter thing? 

Canst thou yet chese, let me see. 

What best thy succour might bee ? 

“ Thou seruest a full noble lord, 

That maketh thee thrall for thy reward, 
WTiich aye reneweth thy tourment, 
With folly so he hath thee blent ; 

Thou fell in miscbeefe thilke day. 

When thou diddest the sooth to say 
Obeisaunce and eke homage 
Thou wroughtest nothing as the sage 5 
When thou became his liege man, 

Thou diddest a great follie than 5 
Thou wistest nat what fell thereto, 

With what lord thou haddest to do, 

If thou haddest him well know 
Thou haddest nought be brought so low, 
For if thou wiste what it were. 

Thou noldest serue him halfe a yere, 
Nat a weeke, nor halfe a day, 

Ne yet an houre without delay: 

Ne neuer iloved paramours, 

His lordship is so full of shours : 
Knowest him ought?’* 

Lamaunt. Ye, dame, parde. 

Baisoun. Nay nay. Lamaunt Yesl. 
Raisoun Wherefore let see. 

Lamaunt. Of that he saied I should he 
Glad to haue such lord as (he) 


And maister of such seignorie. 

Raisoun. Knowest him no more ? 
Lamaunt Nay, certes, I, 

Saue that he yafe me rules there^ 

And went his way I nist where. 

And I abode bound in ballaunce, 

Lo there a noble cognisaunce. 

RAISOUN. 

But t woll that thou know him now 
Ginning and end, sithe that thou 
Art so anguishous and mate. 

Disfigured out of astate. 

There may no wreche haue more of wo, 
Ne caitife none enduren so. 

It were to euery man sitting, 

Of his lord haue knowledging : 

For if thou knew him out of dout, 
Lightly thou shouldest scapen out 
Of thy prison that marreth thee- 

LAMAUNT. 

Yea dame sith my lord is hee, 

And I his man made with nune bond, 

I would right fame imderstond 
To knowe of what kind he be. 

If any would enforme me. 

RAISOUN. 

I woutn” (saied Reason) “ thee lere, 
Sith thou to leame hast such desire, 
And shewe thee withouten fable 
A thing that is not demonstrable ; 

Thou sbalt withouten science. 

And know withouten experience 
The thing that may not knowen bee, 

Ne wist ne sheweth in no degree. 

Thou maiest the sooth of it not witten. 
Though in thee it were written, 

Thou sbalt not knowe thereof more. 
While thou art ruled by his lore. 

But unto him that loue woll flie. 

The knotte may unlosed be. 

Which hath to thee, as it is found, 

So long to knitte and not unbound, 

Now set well thine ententiou. 

To heare of loue the description- 

Love it is an hatefull pees, 

A free acquitaunce without relees, 

And through the fret full of falshede,. 

A sikernesse all set in drede. 

In herte is a despairing hope. 

And full of hope it is wanhope. 

Wise woodnesse, and void reasoun, 

A swete perill in to droun. 

An heauie burthen light to heare, 

A wicked awe away to weare. 

It is Canudes perillous, 

Disagreeable and gracious, 

It is discordaunce that qan accord, 

And accordaunce to discord, 

It is conning without science, 

Wiscdome without sapience, 

Witte without discretion, 

Hauoire without possession ; 

It is like heale and hole sickenesse, 

A trust drowned and dronkennesse, 
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And health full of maladie. 

And charitie full of enuie, 

And anger full of aboundance, 

And a greedie suflSsaunce, 

Delight right full of heauinesse, 

And drened full of gladnesse, 

Bitter sweetnesse and sweet errour, 

Kight euill sauoured good sauour, 

Sin that pardon hath within, 

And pardon spotted without sin^ 

A paine also it is loyous, 

And fellouie nght pitous, 

Also play that selde is stable, 

And stedfast pght meuable, 

A strength weiked to stond upright, 

And feeblenesse full of might, 

Witte unauised, sage fblhe. 

And loy fall of tourmentrie, 

A laughter it is weeping aie, 

Best ^at trauaileth night and daie. 

Also a sweete Hell it is, 

And a sorrowfull Paradis, 

A pleasaunt gaile and easie prisoun, 

And full of froste summer seasoun. 

Prime temps full of frostes white. 

And Maie deuoid of all delite, 

With seer braunches, blossoms vngrene, 
And new fruit filled with winter tene, 

It IS a slowe may nat forbeare, 

Kagges nbaned with gold to weare, 

Bor also well woll lone be sette 
Under ragges as rich rotchette, 

And eke as well by amorettes 
In mourning blacke, as bright buraeties,' 
For none is of so mokell pnse, 

Ne no man fo unden so wise, 

Ne none so high of parage, 

Ke no man found of witte so sage. 

No man so bardie ne so wight, 

Ne no man of so mokell migh^ 

None so fulfilled of bounte. 

That he wdth loue may daunted be j 
All the worlde holdeth this way, 

Loue maketh all to gone misway. 

But it be they of euill life, 

Whom genius cursed man and wife, 

That wrongly werke againe natme, 

None such I lone, ne haue no cure 
Of such as loues seruaunts beene, 

And woll nat by my counsaile fleene, 

For 1 ne preise that louing, 
Wherethrough man at the last ending 
Shall call hem wretches full of wo, 

Loue greueth hem and shendeth so; 

But if thou wolt well loue eschew, 

For to escape out of his mew, 

And make all whole the sorrow to slake, 
No better couusaiie maiest thou take. 
Than thinke to fleen well iwis, 

May nought helpe els : for wit thou this, 
If thou flye it, it shall flye thee, 

Follow it, and followen shall it thee.” 

LAMAUNT. 

When I had heard Reason sain, 

Whicbe had spilt her speech m Tain ; 

Dame*" (sayd I) ** I dare well say 
Of this auaunt me well I may 
That from your schoole so deuiaunt 
I am, that ueuer the more auaunt ^ 


Right nought am I through your doctrine, 

I dull vnder your discipline, 

I wote no more than wist euer 
To me so contrane and so fer 
Is cuene thing that ye me lere, 

And yet I can it all by partuere : ' 

Mine herte foyeteth thereof right nought, 

It IS so writen in my thought, 

And deepe grauen it is so tender 
That all by herte I can it render, 

And rede it ouer communely, 

But to my selfe lewdest am L 

But sith ye love disenuen so* 

And lacke and preise it bothe two 
Defineth it into this letter, 

That I may thmke on it the better : 

For I heard neuer defined here, 

And wilfully T would it lere ” 

** If love be searched well and sought 
It IS a sickenesse of the thought 
Annexed and knedde betwixt tweine, 

With male and female with o cheine, 

So freely that bmdeth, yet they mil twinne, 
Wheder so thereof they lese or winner 
The roote spnngeth through hot brenning 
Into disordinate desiring, 

For to kissen and embrace. 

And at hir lust them to solace, 

Of other thing love retcheth nought 
But setteth hir herte and all hir thought. 
More for delectatioun 
Than any procreatioun 
Of other ft^it by engendrure • 

Which love, to God is not pleasure, 

For of hir body fruit to get 
They yeue no force, they are so set 
Upon delight to play in fere. 

And some have also this manere, 

To famen hem for love seke. 

Such love I preise not at a leke. 

For pai amours they doe but fame, 

To love truely they disdaine, 

They falsen ladies traitorously. 

And sweme hem othes vtterly, 

With many a leasing, and many a fable, 
And all the finden deceiuable 

And when they hau hir lust getten 
The bote ernes they all foryetten ; 

Women the harme buyen full sore : 

But men thus thmken euermore, 

The lasse harme is, so mote I thee, 

Deceiue them, than deceiued be* 

And namely where they nc may 
Fmde none other meane way 
For I wote well in soothfastnesse, 

That who doeth now his busmesse 
With any woman for to dele. 

For any lust that he may fele, 

But if it be for engendrure. 

He doth trespasse I you ensure : 

For he should setten all his will 
To getten a likely thing him till, 

And to sustame, if he might, 

And keepe forth by kmdes right 
His owne likenesse and semblahle: 

For because all is corrumpable 
And fade should succession 
Ne were there generation. 
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Our sectes sterne for to saue, 

Whan father or mother ame in graue. 

Her children should^ whan they been dead, 
Full diligent beenm hir stead 
To vse that worke on such a wi&e, 

That one may through another nse. 
Theiefoie set kinde therein delight. 

For men therein should hem delight. 

And of that deede be not erke. 

But ofte sithes haunt that werke : 

For none would draw thereof a draught 
Ne were delight, which hath hem caught, 
This had subtill dame Nature ; 

For none goeth right I thee ensure 
Ne hath entent hoole ne perfite. 

For hir desiie is for delite. 

The which fortened crease and eke 
The play of love, for oft seeke 
And thrall hem selfe they be so nice 
Unto the pnnce of euene vice s 
For of each sinne it is the roote 
UnlefuU lust, though it be soote. 

And of all euill the racine, 

As Tullius can determine, 

Which m his time was full sage. 

In a booke he made of age. 

Where that more he praiseth Elde 
Though he be crooked and unwelde. 

And more of commendatioun. 

Than youth m his discnptioun : 

For youth set bothe man and wife 
In all penll of soule and life. 

And penll is, but men have grace- 
The penll of youth for to pace, 

Without any death or distresse. 

It IS so full of wildnesse, 

So oft It doeth shame and domage 
To him or to his linage, 

It leadeth man, now vp now doun 
In mokell dissolutioun, 

And maketh him love euill companie, 

And lead his life disrublie, 

And halt him payd with none estate 
Within himselfe in such debate. 

He chaungeth purpose and entcut, 

And yalte into some couent, 

To linen after hir emprise, 

And leeseth freedome and fraunchise, 
That nature in him had set, 

The which agame he may not get, 

If he there make his mansion, 

For to abide profession. 

Though for a~ time his herte absent 
It may not fade, he shall repent, 

And eke abide thilke day. 

To leaue his abite, and gone his way. 
And leaseth his worship and his name, 
And dare not come agame for shame. 
But all his life he doth so moume, 
Because he daie not home retourue, 
Freedome of kinde so lost hath he 
That neuer may recured be, 

But that if God him graunt grace 
That he may, er be hence pace, 

Couteine vnder obedience 
Through the vertue of patience. 

For youth set naan in all follie. 

In vnthnft and mribaudne. 

In lechene, and in outrage. 

So oft it chaungeth of courage. 


j Youth ginneth oft suche bargaine. 

That may not ende without paiue. 

In great perill is set youth hede 
Delight so doeth his bndell lede, 

Delight this bangeth, drede thee noughV 
Both mannes bodie and bis thought, 

Onely through youthes chambere. 

That to doen evil! is customere, 

And of naught else taketh hede. 

But onely folkes for to lede 
Into disport and wildenesse, 

So is frowaid from sadnesse, 

But elde diawethhem therefro, 

Who wote it not, he may well go. 

And mo of them, that now ame old. 

That whilom youth had m hold. 

Which yet remembreth of tender age 
How It him brought in many a rage, 

And many a follie therein wrought: 

But now that elde hath him through sought 
They repeat hem of hir follie. 

That youth hem put in jeopardie. 

In penll and m muche woe, 

And made hem oft amisse to dot, 

And sewen evill companie 
} Biot and advoutne. 


But elde gan againe restraine 
From such folbe, and refraine 
And set men by her ordinaunce. 

In good rule and govemaunce. 

But evil she spendeth her servise. 

For no man woll her love, neither preise, 
She IS hated, this wote I wele. 

Her acquaintance would no man fele, 

Ne han of elde companie, 

Men hate to be of her alie, 

For no man would becommeu old, 

Ne die, when he is young and bold, 

And elde mamaileth nght greatly, 
When they remember hem inwardly 
Of many a penllous emprise 
Which that they wrought in sundry wise, 
However they might without blame 
Escape awaie without shame, 
lu youth without domage 
I Or reprefe of her linage, 

Losse of member, shedding of blood, 
Perill of death, or losse of good. 

Wost thou nat where youth abit. 

That men so preisen in hir wit ? 

With Delight she halt sojour. 

For both they dwellen iu^ tour. 

As long as youth is in season. 

They dwdlen m one mansion : 

Delight, of youth woll have servise 
To doe what so he woll devise. 

And youth is readie evermore 
For to obey, for smert or sore. 

Unto Delight, and him to yeve 
Her servise, while that she may live. 

Where elde abitte, I woll thee tell 
Shortly, and no while dwell. 

For thider behoveth thee to go 
If death in youth thee not slo: 

Of this journey thou mayst not faile. 
With her Labour and l^uaile, 

Lodged been with Sorrow and Wo, 

That never out of her court go : 
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Paine and Bistre'^se, Sickenesse, and Ire, 
And Melancholly that angrie siie, 

Ben of h.^r pa'eis senatours, 

Groning and gru’-ohmg, her herbegeonrs, 
The day and night her to tourment 
With cmell death they her present. 

And tel'en her erlich and late 
That Death stondeth armed at her gate : 
Than bring they to her remembraunce 
The folly deedes of her enfannce. 

Which can sen her to tnourne in wo 
That youth hath her beguiled so 
'Which sodainJy away is hasted, 
l^he weeped the time that she hath wasted. 
Complaining of the preteritte, 

And the present, that nat abitte. 

And of her olde vamtee 

That but afome her she may see. 

In the future some succour. 

To leggen her of her dolour 
To graunt her time of repentaunce. 

For her sinnes to doe penaunce. 

And at the last so her goueme 
To winne the joy that is eteme, 

Fro which goe backeward youth he made , 
In vanitie to drowne and wade. 

For present time ab,d*rth nought. 

It IS more swift than any thought. 

So little while it doth endure 
That there nis compte ne measure. 

“ But how that ever the game go 
Who list to love joy and mirth also 
Of love, be it he or she. 

Hie or lowe who it be, 

In fruite they should hem d elite, 

Hir part they may not else quIiCr 
To save hem selfe in honeste. 

And vet ^ull many one I see 
Of women, soothly ibr to same. 

That desire and would fame 
The play of love, they be so wilde 
And not covet to go with childe: 

And if with childe they be perchaunce. 

They woll it hold a great mischaunce, 

But whatsoever woe they fele. 

They woll not plame, but concele. 

But if it be any foole or nice. 

In whome that shame hath no justice. 

For to dehght each one they draw. 

That haunt this worke both hie and law. 

Save such that ame worth right nought. 

That for money woll be bought. 

Such love I preise in no wise. 

Whan it is given for covqjise; 

I praise no woman, though she be wood 
That yeveth her selfe for any good : 

For little should a manne tell 
Of her, that will her bodie sell. 

Be she maide, be she wife, 

TJjat quicke woll seP her by her life. 

How faire chere that ever she make. 

He is a wretch I undertake 

That loved such one, for sweete or soure, 

Though she him called her paramoure. 

And laugheth on him, and maketh him feast. 
For certainly no suche beast 
To be loved is not worthy 
Or beare the name of Drury, 

None should her please, but he wer wood^ 
That woU dispoile him of bus good ; 


Yet nathelesse I woll not say 
That she for solace and for plajr^ 

Maie a jewel! or other thing 
Take of her loves free yeving ; 

But that she aske it in no WiSe, 

For drede of shame or covetise. 

Aind she of hers may h>m certainer 
Without slaunder yeven agame. 

And joyne hir hearts togither so 
In love, and take and yeve also. 

Trow not that I woll hem twmUe, 
When m hir love there is no sinne, 

I woll that they together go. 

And done all that they ban ado. 

As curtes should and debonaire. 

And m hir love beren hem faire. 
Without vice, both he and she. 

So that alway in honeste, 

Fro folly Love to keepe hem clere 
That brenneth hertes with his fere, 
And that hir love in any wise. 

Be devoide of covetise. 

Good love should engendied be 
Of true herte, just, and secree. 

And not of such as set hir thought 
To have hir lust, and else nought £ 

So are they caught in Loves lace. 
Truly for bodily solace. 

Fleshly delighte is so present 
With thee, that set all thine entent. 
Without more, what shonld I gloss. 

For to get and have the rose. 

Which maketh thee so mate and wood 
That thou desirest none other good ; 
But thou art not an inch the nerre. 

But ever abidest in sorrow and werre, 
As in thy face it is seene. 

It maketh thee both pale and leene. 
Thy might, thy vertue goeth away : 

A sorry guest (in good fay) 

Thou harbourest in thine inue 
The god of love whan thou let inne : 
Wherefore I read thou shette him out. 
Or he shall greve thee out of dout. 

For to thy profite it woll toume. 

If he no more with thee sojoume. 

In great mischiefe and sorrow sonken, 

J Ben hertes, that of love arne dronken, 
i As thou peraventure knowen shall, 

1 When thou hast lost the time all, 
j And spent thy thought in idleuesse, 

I In waste, and wofull lustmesse: 

I If thou maiest live the time to see 
Of love for to delivered bee. 

Thy time thou shalt beweepe sore 
The which never thou mayest restore i 
For time lost, as men may see. 

For nothing may recovered bee. 

And if thou scape, yet at last, 

Fro Love that hath ^hee so fast 
Knitte and bounden in his lace, 
Certaine I hold it but a grace, 

For many one as it is seme 
Have lost, and spent also in veine 
In biB servise without succour 
Bodie and soule, good, and treasour,. 
Wit, and strength, and eke richesse,. 

Of which they had never redresser 
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Thus taught and preached hath Reason, 
Rut Love spilte her sermon, 

That was so imped m my thought. 

That her doctrine I set at nought. 

And yet ne sayd she never a delC;, 

That I ne understood it wele. 

Word by word the matter all. 

But unto Love I was so thrall, 

Which calleth over all his praie. 

He chaseth so my thought aie, 

And holdeth mine herte under his sele, 
As trustie and true as any stele. 

So that no devotion 
Ne had 1 in the sermon 
Of dame Reason, ne of her rede 
I tooke no soiour in mine hede. 

For all yede out at one ere 
That m that other she did lere. 

Fully on me she lost her lore 
Her speech me greeved wonder sore, 


That unto her for ire I said 
For anger, as 1 did abiaid: 

“ Dame, and is it your will algate. 

That I not love, but that I hate 
All men, as ye me teach, 

For if I doe after your speach, 

Sith that you seme love is not good, 

Than must I nedes say with mood 
Tf I it leve, in hatred aie 
Liven, and voide love awaie. 

From me a sinful! wretch, 

Hated of all that tetch, 

I may not go none other gate, 

For either must I love or hate. 

And if I hate men of new, 

More than love it woll me rew, 

As by your preching seemeth mee. 

For love nothing ne praiseth thee: 

Ye yeve good counsaile sikerly 
That precheth me all day, that I 
Should not lones lore alowe. 

He were a foole woulde you not trowe ? 

In speech also ye ban me taught, 

Another love that knowne is naught 
Which I have heard you not repreve, 

To love each other by your leve. 

If ye would diffine it mee, 

I would gladly here to see, 

At the least if I may lere 
Of sundrie loves the manere.'^ 

BAISOK. 

“ Certes fnend, a foole art thou 
Whan that thou nothing wilt allow 
That I for thy profite say : 

Yet woll I say thee more in fay, 

For I am readie at the leest, 

To accomplish thy request, 

But 1 not where it woll auaile, 

In vaine perauenture I shall trauaile : 

Loue there is in sundne wise, 

As I shall thee heie deuise. 

« For some loue lefull is and good, 

I meane not that which maketh thee woodj 
And bringeth thee m many a fitte, 

And rauisheth fro thee all thy witte, 

VOT« I. 


It is so maruailous and queint. 

With such loue be no more aquaint- 

COMME51T RAISON DIFFINIST AUNSETE. 

“ Loue of friendship also there is 
Which ‘maketh no man done amis, 

Of will kmtte betwixt two. 

That woll not breake for wele ne wo, 
Which long IS likely to contune, 

Whan will and goods been in communes 
Grounded by Gods ordinaunce, 

Hoole without discordaunce, 

With hem holding commaunce 
Of all her good m chante. 

That there be none exceptmun, 

Through cliaunging of ententioun, 

That each helpe otlier at her nede, 

And wisely liele both word and dede, 

Tiue of meaning, deuoide ol slouth. 

For wit is nought without tiouth : 

So that the tone dare all his thought 
Same to his friend, and spaie nought, 

As to himselfe without dredmg, 

To be discouered by wreiynsi. 

For glad is that coniunction. 

Whan there is none suspection, 

Whom they would proue 

That tiue and perfite weren iu loue : 

For no man may be amiable. 

But if he be so firme and stable. 

That fortune change him not ne blinde, 
But that his friend alway him fiiide, 

Both poore and riche in o state : 

For if his friend through any gate, 

Woll complame of his pouerte, 

He should not bide so long, till he 
Of his helping him require, 

For good deed done through praiere 
Is sold and bought too deere iwis 
To herte that of great valour is. 

For herte fulfilled of gentlenesse^ 

Can euill demeaue his distresse. 

And man that worthy is of name, 

To asken often hath great shame. 

‘‘ A good man brenneth in his thought, 
For shame when he asketh ought. 

He hath great thought, and dredeth aie 
For his disease when he shall praie 
His fnend, least that he warned be 
Till that he preue his stabilitie : 

But when that he hath founden one 
That trustie is and true as stone. 

And assayed him at all. 

And found him stedfast as a wall, 

And of hi5> fi lendsbip be certaine. 

He shall him shew both ioy and paine, 

And all that be dare thinke or-say, 
Without shame, as he well may. 

For how' should he ashamed be, 

Of such one as I told thee ? 

For whan he wote his secret thought. 

The third shall know thereof right nought, 
For twey in number is bet than three. 

In euerie counsaile and secree : 

Repreue he dredeth neuer a dele. 

Who that beset his wordes wele, 

For euerie wise man out of drede. 

Can keepe his tongue till he see uede. 

“ Aud fooles cannot hold hir tongue, 

A fooles bell is soone ronge, 

P 
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Yet shall a true friend doe more 
To helpe his fellow of his sore, 

And succour him whan he hath need 
In all that he may done indeed, 

And gladder that he bun pleaseth 
Than his felowe that he easeth, 

And if he doe not his request. 

He shall as muche him molest 
As his felowe, for that he 
Maie not fulfill his volunte 
Pally, as he hath required j 
If both the heites loue hath fired 
Joy and woe they shall depart. 

And take euenly each his part, 
Halfe his annoy he shall haue aie. 
And comforte what that he may, 
And of this bhsse part shall he. 

If loue woll departed be. 


Ani> whilom of this vnitie 
Spake Tullius m a ditie. 

And should makeu his request: 
tTnto his friend, that is honest. 

And he goodly should it fulfill. 

But it the rndre were out of skill. 

And otherwise not graunt thereto. 

Except onely in causes two. 

If men his friend to death would dnue 
Let him he busie to sauc his hue. 

Also if men wollen hem assaile. 

Of his worship to make him fade 
And hmdren him of his reuouHj 
Let him with full ententioun, 

Uis deuer done in each degree 
That his friend ne shamed be. 

In this two case with his might> 

Taking nokeepe to skill noi light, 

As farre as loue may him excuse, 

This ought no manne to refuse. 

This loue that I haue told to thee 
Is nothing contrarie to mee. 

This woll I that thou follow wele, 

And leaue the other euerie dele, 

This loue to vertue all attendeih. 

The tother fooles blent and shendethv 

Another love also there is. 

That is contrane vuto this. 

Which desire is so coustramed 
That is but will famed ; 

Away fro trouth it doth so varie 
That to good love it is contraries 
For it maymeth in many wise 
Sicke hertes with couetise; 

All in winning and m profite. 

Such love setteth bis delite: 

This love so hangeth in balaunce 
That if It lese his hope perchaunce. 

Of lucre, that he is set vpon. 

It woll fade, and quench anon, 

For no man may be amorous, 

Ne in his liumg vertuous, ' 

But he love more in mood 

Mhn for hem selfe than for hir good: 

For loue that profite doth abide, 

Is false, and hideth not in no tide. 

Love comnoeth of dame Fortune, 

That little while woll contune. 

For it shall chaungen wonders sopuea 
And take eolips as the Moone 


Whan she is from vs let 
Through Earth, that betwixt is set 
The Sunne and her, as it may fall. 

Be it in partie, or in all ; 

The Shadow maketh her beames merke. 
And her homes to shew derke. 

That part where she hath lost her light 
Of Phebus fully, and the sight, 

Till whan the shadow is ouerpast. 

She IS enlumined againe as fast, 

Through the bvightnesse of the sun beames 
That > eueth to hei agame her leames : 
That love is right of such nature. 

Now is faire, and now obscure. 

Now blight, now clipsy of maneie, 

And whilom dimme, and whilom clere, 
Assoone as pouerte ginneth take, 

With mantell and weecles blake 
Hideth of love the light away, 

That into night it touineth day. 

It may not see nchesse shine. 

Till the blacke shadowes fine. 

For whan rich esse shmeth biight 
Love recouereth ayen his light. 

And whan it faileth, he woll flit, 

And as she greeueth, so greeueth it. 

“ Of this love beare what I saie ; 

The nche men are loved aie, 

And namely tho th?it sparand heene. 

That woll not wash hir hertes cleene 
Of the filth, nor of the vice 
Of greedy brenning auarice. 

The lich man full fond is iwis. 

That weileth that he loved is. 

If that his herte it vnderstood, 

It is not he, it is his good, 

He may woll weten in his thought. 

His good is loved, and he right nought: 

For if he be a' niggard eke, 

Men would not set by him a leke. 

But haten him, this is the sooth, 

Lo what profite his cattell dooth. 

Of every man* that may him see, 

It getteth hun nought but enmitee: 

But he amend himselfe of that vice. 

And know himselfe, he h not wise. 

Certes he should aye friendly be^ 

To get him love also been free, , 

Or else he is not wise ne sage 
No more than is a gote ramage. 

That he not loueth, his deede prouctb. 
Whan be his nchesse so weH loueth. 

That he woll hide it aie and spaie. 

His poore friends secne forfaie 
To keepen aie his purpose 
Till for diede his eyen close. 

And till a wicked death him take 
Him had leuer asunder shake, 

And let all his limmes asunder riue, 

Than leaue his richesse iu his Hue ; 

He tbmketh to part it with no man, 
Certame no love is in him than : 

How should love with him be. 

Whan in his herte is no pite ? 

That he trespasseth well I wate, 

]^or eacli man knoweth his estate 
For well him ought to be reproued 
That loveth nought, ne is not loved. 

" But sith we ame to Fortune comen, 
And hath our sermon of her nomen. 



THE ROMAuKT of THE ROSE. 


A wonder will I tell thee now. 

Thou haidest neuer such one I trow j 
I not where thou me leuen shall. 

Though soothfastnesse it be all, 

As it IS wntten, and is sooth 
That vnto men more profite dooth 
The froward Fortune and contran e, 

Than the swote and debonaire : 

And if they thinke it is doutstble. 

It IS thiough argument provable, 

For the debonaire and soft 
Falseth and beguileth oft, 

For lich a mother she can cherish 
And milken as doth a norice. 

And of her good to him del^ 

And yeueth him part of her ieweles, 

With great riches and dignihe. 

And hem she hoteth stabilitie, 

In state that is not stable. 

But changing aie and variable, 

And feedeth him with glorie ymne, 

And worldly blisse none certaine. 

Whan she him setteth on her whde. 

Than wene they to be right wele, 

And in so stable state withall 
That neuer they wene for to fall. 

And when they set so high to be. 

They wene to have in certamte 
Of heartly friendes to great numbre, 

That nothing might hir state encombre, 
They trust hem so on euerie side, 

Wening with hem they would abide, 

In euerie perill and mischaunce 
Without chaunge or variaunce, 

Both of cattell and of good, 

And also for to spend hir blood, 

And all hir members for to spill 
Onely to fulfill hir will, 

They maken it whole in many wise 
And hoten hem hir full servise 
How sore that it doe hem smert, 

Into hir very naked shert, 

Herte and also hole they yeve, 

For the time that they may live, 

So that with hir flatten'e, 

They maken fooles glorifie 
Of hir wordes speaking, 

And han cheie of a rejoysing. 

And trow them as the Evangile, 

And it is all falshede and gile. 

As they shall afterward see, 

Whan they ame full in poverte, 

And ben of good and cattell bare. 

Than should they scene who friendes ware, 
For of an bundled certainly, 

Nor of a thousand full scateely, 

Ne shall they finde imncthes one, 

Whan povertie is commen upon. 

For thus Fortune that I of tfell, 

With men whan her lust to dwiell, 

Maketh hem to lese hir conisaunce, 

And nodnsheth hem in igaorannce. 

But froward Fortune and perverse, 
lAnhen high estates she doth reverse, 

And maketh hem to tumble doune 
Off her whele with sodaine toum’O, 

And from her nchesse doth hem flie, 

And plungeth hem in povertie, 

As a stepmother envious, 

And layeth a plaister dolorous, 


Unto hir heftes wounded egre. 

Which is not tempered with vinegre; 

But with povertie and indigence. 

For to shew by experirace, 

That she is Fortune verilie 
In whome no man should affie. 

Nor in her yeftes have fiauUce, 

She IS so full of variaunce. 

“ Thus cad she maken hye and lowc, 
Whan they from richesse arne throwe, 
Fully to knowen without were 
Fnend of effect, and friend of chere, 

And which in love werentnie and stable. 
And which also weren ^arIable, 

After Fortune hir goddesse, 

In povertie, either m jichcsse, 

For all that yeveth here out of drede, 
Unhappe bearetb it indeede, 

For mfortune let not one 
Of friendes, whan Fortune is gone, 

I meane tho friendes that well fie* 

Anone as entreth poverte, 

And yet they woll not leave hem so, 

But in each place where they go 
They call hem wretch, scome and blame, 
And of hir mishappe hem diffame, 

And namely such as in ricbesse, 
Pretendetb most of stablenesse 
Whan that they saw hem set on loft, 

And weren of hem succoured oft, 

And most iholpe in all hir need: 

But now they take no maner heed, 

But saine m voice of flatterie. 

That now appeareth hir fbllie, 

Over all where io they fare, 

And ^ing, Go farewell fdde fare. 

" All such friendes I hesbrew, 

For of true there be too few. 

But soothfast friendes, what so betide^ 

In every fortune woU^ abide, 

They han hir hertes in such noblesse 
That they nill love for no richesse, 

Nor for that Fortune tnay hem send 
They wollen hem succour add defend^ 
And chaunge for softe ne for sore, 

For who his friend loveth evermoie 
Though men draw sword him to slo. 

He may not hew hir love a two i 
But in case that I shall say. 

For pride and iie lese it he may* 

And for reproove by nicete. 

And discovenng of pnvite. 

With tongue wounding, as ffelon. 

Through venomous detraction, 

“ Friend m this case will gone his waj" 
For nothing grieve him more ne may, 
And foi nought else woll he fie, 

I If that he love iii stabilitie 
And certame he is well begone 
Among a thousand that findeth one ‘ 

For there may be no richesse, 

Ayenst friendship of worthinesse, 

For it ne may so high attalne, 

As may the valour, sooth to saine, 

Of him that loveth true add welik 
Friendship is more than is cattell, 

For friend in court aie bettdt is 
Than penny in purse certis, 

And Fortune mi^apiog, 

Whan upon men she is fabling 
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Through m^stuinuig ofiifit chauiu'e, 

And cast hem out of balaunce. 

“ She maketh through her adversite 
Men full clerely foi to see 
Him that is friend in existence 
From him that is by appearence : 

For infoitune maketh anone, 

To know thy friendes fro thy foiie, 

"By experience, right as it is. 

The which is more to praise ivvis, 

Than in much richesse and treasour. 

For more deepe profite and valour, 

Povertie, and such adveisitie 
Before, than doth prosperity, 

For that one yeveth conisaunce. 

And the tother ignoiaunce. 

“ And thus in povertie is indeed 
Trouth declared tio fahliede, 

For faint friendes it woll declare, 

And true also, vhat way they faie. 

For whan he was in lusiichesse, 

These friendes full of doublenesse 
Offred him in many vise 
Herte and body, and service, 

What wold he than have you to have bought, 
To knowen openly hir thought, 

That he now hath so clerely seen ^ 

The lasse beguiled he should have been, 

And he had than perceived it, 

But richesse nolde not let him wit : 

Well more avauntage doeth him than, 

Sith that he maketh him a wise man, 

ITie gieat mischief that he perceiveth 
Than doeth richesse that him deceiveth : 
Richesse rich ne maketh nought 
Him that on treasour set his thought, 

For richesse stont in suffisaunce, 

And notlnng in abouadaunce ; 

For suflasaunce all onely 
Maketh menne to live richly* 


For he that hath mitches tweio^, 

He value m his demeine, 

Liveth more at ease, and more is iich. 
Than doeth he that is chich, 

And in his bame hath sooth to same, 

An hundred mavis of wheat graine, 
Though he be chapman or marchaunt, 
And have of gold many besaunt: 

For in getting he hath such wov 
And m the keeping diede also, 

And Set evermoie his busmesse 
For to encrease, and not to lesse, 

For to augment and multiply. 

And though on heapes that lye him 1>> , 
Yet never shall make his richesse, 
Asseth unto his greedmesse : 

But the poore that retchetb nought, 
Save of his livelode in his thought, 
Which that he getteth with his tiavailo, 
He dredelh nought that it shall faile, 
Though he have little woildes good, 
Meate and drinkc, and easie food, 

Upon his tiavaile and living, 

And also suffisaunt clothing, 

Or if in sickenesse that he fall, 

And loath meat and drinke withalJ, 
Though he have not his meat to buy^ 

He shall bcthinke him hastely, 


To put him out of all dauuger^i^ 

That he of meat hath no mistcre. 

Or that he may with little eke 
Be founden, while that he is seke, 

Or that men shall him berne m hast, 
To live till his sickeuessc be past. 

To some maisondewe be&irle, 

He cast nought what shall him betide. 
He thinketh nought that evei he sbaU 
Into any sickenesse fall. 


And though it fall, as it may be. 

That all betirnc spare shall he 
As mokell as shall to him suffice, 

While he is sicke in any wise, 

He doeth for that he woll be 
Content with his poveite 
Without neede ot any man, . 

So much m little have he can, 

He is apaide with his fortune, 

And for he mil be importune 
Unto no wight, ne oneions, 

Nor of hir goodnesse covetous : 
Theiefore he spareth, it may w'ell been, 
His poore estate for to suslecn-. 


Or if him lust not for to spare, 

But suffeieth forth, as not yet ware, 

At last it happeneth, as it may 
Right unto his laste day, 

And take the woild as it would be; 

For e\ei m herte thinketh he 
The sooner that Death him slo. 

To paradise the sooner go 
He shall, theie for to live in blisse 
Where that he shall no good niisse : 

Thider he hopeth God shall him send 
After this wretched hues end. 

Pythagoras himselfe reheaises 
In a booke that the Golde Verses 
Is doped, for the nobilite 
Of fhe honourable dite : 

^ Than whan thou goest thy body fro, 

Fiee m the ayre thou shalt up go 
And leaven all humamtie, 

And purely live in deitie. 

He is a foole withouten wcie 

That troweth have his countrey beie.* 

In yearth is not oui countrey. 

That may these claikes si me and scy 
In Bocce of Consolation 
Wheie it is maked mention 
Of our countrey plaine at the eie. 

By teaching of philosoph’e, 

Wnerc lewd men might leie wit. 

Who so that would trauslaten it. 

If he be such that can well live 
After his i ent, may him yeve, 

And not desireth more to have, 

Than may fro povertie him save. 

A wise mau saied, as we may seen, 

Is no man wi etched, but he it ween, 

Be he king, knight, or ribaude, 

And many a ribaud is mcme and baude. 

That swinketh, and beareth both day and night 
Many a burthen of great might, 

The which doeth him lasse offence. 

For he suffreth in patience : 
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They laugh and daunce, tiippe and sm^. 
And lay nought up for hir living, 

But in the taverae all dispendeth 
The winning that God hem sendeihj 
Than goeth he fardels for to beare, 

With as good chere as he did eare ; 

To swinke and travaile he not fameth, 

¥'or to robben he disdaineth, 

But right anon, after his swinke. 

He goeth to taveme for to drinke: 

All these are rich in aboundance. 

That can thus ha\e suffisance 
Well more than can an usurere, 

,‘Vs God well knoweth, without weie. 

For an usurer, so God me see, 

Shall never for richesse riche bee. 

But evermore poore and indigent. 

Scarce, and greedy in his entent. 

‘‘ For sooth it IS, whom it displease, 
There may no march'aunt live at ease, 

His herte in such a where is set 
That it quicke brenneth to get, 

Ke never shall, though he hath getten, 
Though he have gould in gamers yeten, 
For to be needy he dredeth sore : 
Wherefore to getten more and more 
He set his herte and his desire j 
So hote he brenneth m the fire 
Of covetise, that maketh him wood 
To purchase other mennes lyood ; 

He vnderfongeth a great pame, 

That vndertaketh to drinke vp Same : 

For the more he dnnketh aie 

The more he leaveth, the sooth to say . 

Thus IS thurst of false getting, 

That last ever in covetmg, 

And the anguish and distresse 
With the fire of greedinessej 
She fighteth with him aie, and stnveth, 
That his herte asunder riveth, 

Such greedinesse him assaileth, 

That when he most hath, most he failetli. 

“ Phisitious and advocates 
Gone right by the same yates, 

They sell hir science for winning, 

And haunt hir craft for great getting • 

Hir winning is of such sweetnesge, 

That if a man fall m sicknesse, 

They are full glad, for hir enciease; 

For by hir will, without lease, 

Evench man shoulde he seeke, 

And though they die, they set not a leeke j 
After whan they the gould have take, 
full little care of hem they makej 
They would that fortie were sicke at ones, 
Yea two hundred, in flesh and bones, 

And yet two thousand, as I ges&e. 

For to encreasen hir richesse, 

“ They woll not worchen in no 
But for lucre and couetise, 

For phisicke gmneth first by (plii) 

The phisition also soothly, 

And sithen it goeth fro fie to fie. 

To trust on hem it is follie. 

For they nill in no manner gree, 

Boe right nought for charitee. 

Eke in the same sect are set 
All tho that prcachen for to get 
Worships, honour, and nchesse. 

Hir hertes arne jn great distresse, 


That folke live not holyly. 

But aboven all specially. 

Such as preacben vaine g!bne 
And toward God have no memone. 

But forth as ipocntes trace. 

And to hir soules death purchacc 
And outward shewing holynesse, 

Though they be full of cursedneise, 

Nor lich to the apostles twelve, 

They deceiue other and hem selve : 
Beguiled is the guiler than, 

For preaching of a cursed man 
Though to other may profite 
Himself it availeth not a mite : 

For oft good predicatioun 
Commeth of evil ententioun : 

To him not vaileth his preaching 
All helpe he other with his teaching, 

For where they good example take. 

There is he with vaine glory shake. 

" But let us leaven these preacboura, 
And speake of hem which in hir tours 
Heape vp hir gould, and fast cshet. 

And sore thereon their herte set : 

They neither love God ne drede. 

They keepe more than it nede. 

And in hir bagges sore it bind 
Out of the sunne, and of the wind ; 

They put vp more than need ware. 

Whan they seen poore folke forfare. 

For hunger die, and for cold quake ; 

God can wel vengeance therof take ; 

The great mischiefes hem assaileth. 

And thus in gadermg ay travaileth; 

With muchepaine they winne richesse. 

And drede hem holdeth in distresse. 

To keepe that they gather fast. 

With sorrow they leave it at the last : 
With sorrow they both die and live. 

That unto riches-e her hertes yeve. 

And in defeute of love it is. 

As it sheweth full well iwis : 

For if these greedy, the sooth to saine, 
Loveden, and were loved againe, 

And good love raigned over all, 

Such wickednesse ne should fall. 

But he should yeve, that most good had 
To hem that weren in neede bestad. 

And live without false vsure, 

For charitie, full cleane and puie : 

If they hem yeve to goodnesse. 
Defending hem from idlenesse. 

In all this world than poore none 
We should finde, I tiow not one: 

But chaunged is this world vnstable, 

Foi love is over all vendable 

“ We see that no man loveth now 
But for winning and for prow. 

And love is thralled m seivagc 
Whan it is sold for advantage; 

Yet women woll hir bodies sell : 

Such soules goeth to the Divell of Hell.” 

When Love had told hem his entent. 
The baronage to counsaile went. 

In many sentences they fill. 

And diversly they said hir will ; 

But after discord they accorded, 

And hir accord to Love recorded: 

Sir,” sayden they, we been at one, 
By even accord of everichone, 
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Out take Ricliesse all otiely 
That s-worne hath full hauteinly, 

That she the castle nill not assaile, 

Ne smite a stroke ia this battaile. 

With dart, ne mace, speare, ne knife. 

For man that speaketh and beareth the life. 
And blameth your emprise iwis. 

And from our host departed is, 

At least waie, as in this plite. 

So hath she this man m dispite : 

For she sayth he ne loved her never, 

And therefore she woll hate him ever j 
For he well gather no treasore, 

He hath her w rathe for evermore , 

He agilte her never in other caas, 

Lo here all holly his trespas. 

She sayeth well, that this other day 
He asked her leave to gone the way 
That is cleped too much yevmg, 

And spake full faire in his praying : 

But whan he prayed her, poore was be, 
Therefore she warned him the entre, 

Ke yet is he uot thriven so 

That he hath get ten a pemjie or two, 

That quietly is his ownc m hold : 

Thus hath Richesse us all told, 

And whan B-ichesse us this recorded, 
Withouten. her we been accorded. 

And we finde iq our accordaunce. 

That False Semblaunt and Abstinaunce, 
With all the folke of hir battaile 
Shull at the hinder gate assaile, 

That Wicked Tongue hath in keeping. 
With his Normans full of jangling. 

And with hem Courtesie and Largesse, 

That shull shew hir hardsmesse. 

To the old wife that kept so hard 
Faire Welcomming within her ward : 

Than shall Delight and Well Heling 
Fond Shame adoune to bring. 

With all her host early and late. 

They shull assay I en that like gate, 

Against Drede shall Hardynesse 
Assaile, and also Sikernesse, 

With all the folke of hir leading 
That never'wist what wast slayings 


Frauhchise shall fight and eke Pite, 

With Daunger full of cruelte. 

Thus IS your host ordained weaiej 
Downe shall the castle every deale, 

If everiche doe his entent. 

So that Venus be present. 

Your mother full of vesselage 
That can inough of such usage ; 
Withouten her may no wight speed 
This worke, neither for word ne deed : 
Therefore is good ye for her send. 

For through her may this wojrke ameud.’^ 


** Lordingus, my mother, the gooddes. 
That IS my ladie, and'my mistres, 

Nis nat all at my willing, 

Ne doth all my desiring. 

Vet can she sometime doen lahonr^ 
Whan that her lust, in my succour. 

As my neede is for to atchieve ; 

Bqt now I thinke her t^qt to gnevc;, 


My mother is she, and of childhede 
I both worship her, and eke drede. 

For who that dredeth sire ne dame. 
Shall it able in bodie or name. 

And natheles&e, yet cj^n we 
Send after her if need be. 

And were she nigh, she commen would^ 
I trow that nothing might her hold, 

“ My mother is of great prow esse. 
She hath tane many a forteresse. 

That cost hath many a pound er this. 
There I nas not present iwis. 

And yet men sayd it was my deede, 
But I come never in that steede, 

Ne me ne hketh so mote I thee, 

That such towers been take with mee, 
For why > Me thinketh that in no wise. 
It may be cleped but marchaundise. 


Go by a courser blacke or white. 

And pay therefore, than art thou quite. 
The maichaunt oweth thee right nought, 
Ne thou him whan thou it bought. 

I woll not selling clepe yevmg, 

For selling asketh no guerdoning. 

Here lithe no thanke, ne no mente, 

That one goeth from that other all quite^ 
But this selling is not semblable : 

, For when his horse is m the stable 
He may it sell againe parde, 

' And winnen on it, such happe may be, 
i All may the manne not lese iwis, 

I Foi at the least the skinne is his. 

I “ Or else, if it so betide 
That he woll keepe his horse to ride. 

Yet IS he lord aie of his horse ; 

But tliilke cbafaie is well worse, 

There Vjsnus entenneteth ought. 

For who so such chafiare hath bought. 

He shall not worchen so wisely, 

That he ne shall lese utterly 
Both his monney and his chaffare i 
But the seller of the ware, 

The prise and profite have shall, 

Certaine the buyer shall lese all. 

For he ne qan so dere it buy 
To have lordship and full maistry, 

Ne have power to make letting. 

Neither foi yeft ne foi preaching, 

That of his chaffare maiigre'his, 

.tlnother shall have as much iwis, 

Tf he woll yeve as much as he, 

Of what countrey so that he be, 

Or for right nought, so happe may, 

If he can flatter her to her pay. 

“ Been then suche marchauntes wise ? 
No, but fooles in every wise, 

Whan they buy such thing wilfully. 
There as they lese hir good foUiJy. ' 

But nathelesse, this dare I say. 

My mother is not wont to pay. 

For she is neither so foole ne nice, 

To entremete her of such vice. 

But trust well, he shall paie all. 

That repent of his bargaine shall. 

Whan Poverte pjJt him in distresse. 

All were he schoqller to Richesse, 

That is for me in great yerning. 

Whan she assenteth to my willing. 
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jSuT by my mother saint Venus, 

And by her father Satumus, 

That her en^endred by his life, 

>©ut nat upon his wedded wife. 

Yet woll I more unto you swere, 

To make this thing the surere, 

** Now by that faith, and that beautee 
That I owe to all my brethren free, 

Of which there nis wight under Hevm 
That can hir fathers names nevin, 

So divers and so many there be, 

That with my mother have be pnve, 

Yet woll I sweare for sikemesse, 

The pole of Hell to my witnesse, 

Now dnnke I not this yeare clarre. 

If that I lye, or forswome be, 
jFor of the goddes the usage is, 

That who so him forsweareth amis, 

Shall that yeere dnnke no clarre. 

“ Now have I swome inough parde. 

If I forsweare me than am I lome. 

But I woll never he forswome : 

Sith Eichesse hath me failed here. 

She shall aHe that trespasse dere, 

At least way but I her harme 
With sweard, or sparth, or gisarme. 

“ For certes sith she loveth not me. 

Fro thilke time that she may see 
The castle and the tower to shake. 

In some time she shall awake^ 

If I may giipe a nch man 
I shall so pull him, if I can, 

That he shall in a fewe stoundes, 

Lese all his markes, and his poundes. 

I shall him make his pence out sling. 
But they in his gamer spring. 

Our maidens shall eke plucke him so. 
That him shall needen feathers mo. 

And make him sell bis load to spend. 

But he the bet can him defend. 


Foore men ban made hir lord of me ; 
Although they not so mightie be, 

ITiat they may feede me in delite, 

I woll not have them in dispite : 

No good man hateth hem, as 1 gesse, 

For chinch and feloun is Bichesse, 

That so can chase hem and dispise, 

And hem defoule in sundrie wise: 

They loven full bette, so God me spede, 
Than doeth the rich ohinchy grede, 

And been (in good faith) more stable 
And truer, and more serviable : 

And therefore it suffiscth me 
Hir good herte, and hir heaute } 

They ban on me set all their thought, 

And therefore I fbryete hem nought. 

“ I woll hem bring in great noblesse, 

Jf that I were god of richesse, 

As 1 am god of iove soothly, 

Sucb ruth upon hir plaint have I : 
Therefore I must his succour be, 

That paineth ^im to serven me, 

For if Jhe dyed for love of this, 

Than seemeth in me no love there is.” 

Sir,'" sayd they, “ sooth is everie deie 
That ye rehearse, and we wote wele 
Tbilke oath to hold is reasonable, 
for it is good and covenable, 


That ye on riche men han swome ; 

For, sir, this wote we well beforne, 

If rich men doen you homage. 

That is as fooles doen outrage, 

But ye shull not forswome be, 

Ne let therefore to dnnke clarre, 

Or piment maked fresh and new. 

Ladies shull hem such pepir brew, 

If that they fall into hir laas, 

That they for woe mow same Alas ! 
Ladies shullen e\er so courteous be. 
That they shall quite your oath all freej 
Ne seeketh nevei other vicaire, 

For they shall speake with hem so faire 
That ye shall hold you payd full well, 
Though ye you meddle never a deale. 
Let ladies worch with hir thinges. 

They shall hem tell so fele tidinges. 

And moove hem eke so many requestes 
By dattene, that not honest is, 

And thereto yeve hem such thanhnges. 
What with kiSsing, and with talkmges, 
That certes if they trowed be, 

Shall never leave hem lond ne fee 
That it nill as the mocble fere, 

Of which they first delivered are : 

Now may you tell us all your will, 

And we your hestes shall fulfill. 


But False Semblaunt dare not for drede 
Of you, sir, meddle him of this dede, 
For he sayth that ye been his foe, 

He not, if yc will worch hipa woe ; 
Wherefore we pray you all, beau sire. 
That ye feryeve him now your ire. 

And that he may dwell as your man 
With Abstinence his deere lemman. 

This our accord and our will now.’’ 

** Parfey,” said Love, “ I graunt it yt 
1 woll .well hold him for my man, 

Now led him come:” and he forth ran. 

False semblant,” (quod Love) ‘Mn ti 
I take thee here to my service, 

That thou our friendes help#* dwaie. 

And hmdreth hem neither night ne daie, 
But doe thy might hem to relieve. 

And eke our enemies that thou grieve, 
Thme be this might, I graunt it thee. 
My king of harlotes shalt thou bee ; 

We woll that thou have such honour, 
Certaine thou art a false traitour, 

And eke a theefe; sith thou were borne 
A thousand times thou art forswome : 
But nathelesse m our hearing, 

To put our folke out of doubting, 

I bidde thee teach hem, wost thou how > 
By some generall signe now. 

In what place thou shalt founden be, 

If that men had mister of thee. 

And how men shall thee best espie. 

For thee to know is great maistne. 

Tell m what place is thme haunting.” 

“ Sir I have fell divers wonning. 
That I keepe not rehearsed be. 

So that ye would respiten me, 

For if that I tell you the sooth, 

1 may have barme and shame both. 

If that my fellowes wisten it, 

My tales shoulden me be <j[uit^ 
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Por cortainc they would hate me. 

If ever I knew hir cruelte, 

Por they would over all hold hem still 
Of troth, that is againe hir will, 

Such tales keepen they not here, 

I might eftsoone buy it full dere, 

If I saied of hem any thing. 

That ought displeaseth to hir hearing, 
por what word that hem pncketh or hitetb. 
In that word none of hem dehteth. 

All were it gospell the euangile. 

That would reproue hem of hit guile. 

For they are cruell and hautain, 

And this thing wote I well certain. 

If I speake ought to paire or loos. 

Your court shall not so well be cloo$. 

That they ne shall wite it at last: 

Of good men am I nought agast, 

For they woll taken on hem nothing, 

Whan that they know all my meaning. 
But he that woll it on him take, 

He woll himselfe suspecious make. 

That he his life let couertly. 

In guile and in hypocnsie, 

That me engcndied and yave fostnng.*' 

“ They made a full good engendrmg,^' 
(Quod Love) for who so sooibly tell, 
They engendred the Piuell of Hell. 

But needely, howsoeuer it bee’* 

(Quod Love) I will and charge thee, 

To tell anon thy wonning placis, 

Hearing each wight that m this place is : 
And what life thou livest also, 

H’de it no lenger now, whereto: 

Thou must discouer all thy worchmg, 

How thou seruest, and of what thing. 
Though that thou shuldest for thy soUisaw 
Ben all to beaten and to draw, 

And yet art thou not wont parde, 

But nathelesse, though thou beaten be. 
Thou shalt not be the first, that so 
Hath foi soothsawe sufired wo.*’ 

Sir, sith that it may liken you, 
Though that I should be slaine right now, 

T shall doen your commaundement, 

For thereto have I great talent.” 

Withouten words mo, right than 
False Semblaunt his sermon began, 

And saied hem thus in audience, 

“ Barons, take heed of my sentence. 
That w ght that list to have knowing 
Of False Semblant full of flattering, 

He must in worldly folke him seke. 

And certes in the cloysters eke, 

I won no where, but in hem tway, 

But not like euen, sooth to say. 

Shortly I woU hcrborow me. 

There I hope best to hulstred be. 

And certainely, sikerest hiding 
Is underneath humblest clothing. 

Religious folke ben full couert, 
ISecular folke ben more apert : ' 

But nathelesse, I woll not blame 
Religious folke, ne hem djfiame 
In what habite that euer they go : 

Religion humble, and true also, 

Woll 1 not blame, ne dispisc, 

But I mil love it m no wise, 

I meane of false religious. 

That stout been, and malicious. 


That wollen in an habite gu. 
And setten not hir herte theieto. 


Religious folke been all pitous. 

Thou shalt not scene one dispitousr 
They loven no pnde, ne no strife, 

But humbly they woll lede hir life, 

With which folke woll I neuer be,' 

And if I dwell, I fame me 
I may well in hir habite go. 

But me vrere leuer my necke atwo, 

Than let a purpose that I take, 

What couenaunt that euer I make. 

I dwell with hem that proude be. 

And full of wiles and subtelte 
That worship of this world coueiten. 

And great nede connen expleiten, 

And gone and gadren great pitaunces, 

And purchase hem the acquaint aunces 
Of men that mightie life may Icden, 

And fame hem poore, and hemselfe fcdeii 
With good morsels delicious. 

And dnnken good wine precious, 

And preach vs pouert and distresse. 

And fishen hemselfe great nchesse. 

With wily nettes that they cast, 

It woll come foule out at the last. 

They ben fro cleanc religion went, 

They make the world an argument, 

That bath a foule conclusion. 

I have a robe of religion, 

Than am I all religious : 

This argument is all roignous, 

It is not worth a crooked brerc, 

Habite ne maketh neither monke ne freic. 

But cleane life and deuotion, 

Maketh men of good religion. 

Nathelesse, there can none answere. 

How high that euer his head he shere, 

With lasour whetted neuer so kene. 

That guile m braunches cutte thurtene. 

There can no wight distinct it so, 

'fhat be dare say a word thereto. 

But what herborow that euer I take. 

Or what semblaunt that euer 1 make, 

I meane but guile, and follow that. 

For light no more than Gibbe our cat, 

(That awaiteth mice and rattes to killen) 

Ne cnterifl I but to beguilen, 

Ne no wight may, by my clothing, 

Wete with what folke is my d\velling> 

Ne by my wordes yet parcle. 

So soft and so pleasaunt they be, 

“ Behold the deedestbat I do, 

But thou be blind tbou oughtest so. 

For vane hir wordes tro hir deed. 

They thinke on guile withouten dieed. 

What maimer clothing that they were, 

Or what estate what euer they here, 

Lered or leud, lord or ladie, 

Knight, squire, butgeis, or bailie.’* 

Right thus while False Semblant sermonetb^ 
Eftsoones Ix)i e him aresoneth, 

And biake his tale m his speaking 
As though he had him told leasing. 

And saied : “ What deuill is that I heate ? 
What folke hast thou vs nempned here ? 

May menne find religioun 
In worldly habitatiout! ?*^ 



21 


THE ROMAUNT OF THE ROSE. 


*'• Yea, sir, it followeth nat that they 
Should lead a wicked life parfey, 

Ne nottherefoie hii soules lese, 

That hem to worldly clothes chese, 

For certes it were great pi tee 5 
Men may in secular clothes see, 

Flonshen holy religioun ; 

Full many a saint m field and toun, 

With many a virgine glorious, 

Deuout, and full religious, 

Han di^, that common cloth aye beren. 
Yet samtes neuerthelesse they wieren. 

I could recken you many a ten, 

Yea welnigh all these holy women 
That men in churches berry and seke, 

Both maidens, and these wiues eke, 

That baren full many a faire child here, 
Weared alway clothes seculere. 

And in the same diden they 
That saints weren, and ben alway. 

The nine thousand maidens dere, 

That beren m Heauen hir cierges clere. 

Of which men rede m church and sing, 
Were take in secular clothing. 

When they recemed martirdome. 

And wonnen Heauen unto h’r home. 

“ Good herte maketh the good thought. 
The clothing yeueth ne reueth nought . 
The good thought and the worching, 

That maketh the religion flouring. 

There lieth the good rehgioun. 

After the right ententioun. 

Who so tooke a weathers skin, 

And wrapped a greedy wolfe therein, 

For he should go with lambes white, 
Wenest thou not he would hem bite ? 

Yes : neuerthelesse as he were wood 
He would hem wirry, and dnnke the blood, 
And well the rather hem deceiue, 

For sith they coude uat peiceiue 
His tregette, and his ciueltie, 

They would Jtiim follow, altho he flie. 


If there be wolues of such hew, 

Amonges these apostles new 
Thou, holy church, thou maist be wailed, 
Sith that thy citie is assailed 
Through knightes of thihe owne tabic, 

God wot thy lordship is doutable : 

If they enforce it to win. 

That should defend it fro within, 

Who might defence ayenst hem make ? 
Without stroke it mote be take, 

Of trepeget or mangonel!, 

Without displaying of pen^ell. 

And if God mil done it succour, 

But let renue m this colour, 

Thou must thy hestes letten bee, 

Than is there nought, but yeeld thee, 

Or yeue hem tribute douteles 
And hold it of hem to have pees* 

But greater harme betide thee, 

That they all maister of it bee: 

Well con they s^comc thee withall, 

!By day stuffeu they the wall. 

And all the night they minen there: 

Nay, thou planten mu'-t els where 
Thine 1 rapes, if thou wolt fiuit have, 
Abide not there thy selfe to *5ave, 


But now peace, here I tume againe, 

I woll no more of this thing faine, 

If I might passen me hereby^ 

For I might maken you weary; 

But I woll heten you alway. 

To helpe your fnendes what I may. 

So they wollen my company. 

For they been shent all vtterl^'’. 

But if so fall, that I be 

Oft with hem, and they with me. 

And eke my lemman mote they serue, 

Or they shull not my love deserue. 

Forsooth I am a false traitour, 

God mdged me for a theefe tiecbour, 
Forsworne I am, but well nigh none 
Wote of my guile, till it be done. 

Through me hath many one deth receiu 
That my treget neuer aperceiued, 

And yet recemeth, and shall receme. 

That myfalsenesse shall neuer apperceiue: 
But who so doth, if he wise be. 

Him is right good beware of me. 

But so sligh IS the aperceiuing 
That all to late commeth knowing; 

For Protheus that coud him chaimge. 

In euery shape homely and straunge, 

Coud neuer such guile ne treasoun 
As I, for I come neuer m toun 
There as I might knowen be. 

Though men me both might here and see. 
Full well I can my clothes ebaunge. 

Take one, and make another straunge. 

Now am I knight, now chastelaine, 

Now prelate, and now chaplame. 

Now pnest, uow clerke, now fostere, 

Now am I maister, now schollere 
Now monke, now chanon, now baily. 

What euer mister man am I, 

Now am I prince, now am I page. 

And can by herte euery language. 

Sometime am I hoore and old, 

Now am I younge, stoute, and bold^ 

Now am I Robert, now Robin, 

Now frere minor, now jacobin, 

And with me followeth my loteby,. 

To done me sol lace and company, 

That bight dame Abstinence, and raigned 
In many a quemt array faigned, 

Right as it commeth to her liking, 

I fulfill all her desiring. 

" Sometime a womans cloth take I, 

Now am I a maid, now lady. 

Sometime I am religious, 

Now like an anker in an lions. 

“ Sometime am I piioresse, 

And now a nonne, and now abbess>6, 

And go tluongh dll regiouns, 

Seeking all religiouus. 

“ But to what Older that I am sworae, 

I take the straw and beat the come. 

To jolly folke I enhabite, 

I askc no more but hir habite. 

‘‘ What woll ye more ^ m every wise 
Right as me list I me disguise ? 

Well can I beare me under wede. 
Unlike is my word to my dede, 

Thus make 1 into my trappes fall 
The people, through my pnviledges all, 
That ben in Christendom e alive. 

I may assoirc, and t may sbriye, 
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That no prelate may let me, 

All folke, where ever they found be : 
I not no prelate may done so. 

But it the pope be, and no mo, 

That made thilke establishing, 

Now IS not this a proper thing ^ 

But were my sleights apperceiued 


As I was wont, and woll thou why ? 
For I did hem a tregetry. 

But thereof yeue I a little tale, 

1 have the siluer and the male. 

So have I pi cached and eke shriuen, 
So have I take, so have I yeuen, 
Through hir folly, husbond and wife- 
That 1 lede right a jolly life. 
Through simplesse of the prelacie, 
They know not all my tregettne. 


But for as much as man and wife 
Should shew hir parish priest hir life 
Ones a yeare, as sayth the boeke. 

Ere any wight his housel tooke. 

Than have I priviledges large. 

That may of muche tiling discharge, 

For be may say right thus pardee : 

‘ Sir Priest, in shrift I tell it thee, 
That he to whom that I am shriven, 

Hath me assoyled, and me yeven 
Pennaunce soothly for my sin. 

Which that I fonnd me guilty in, 

Ne I ne haue never entencion 
To make double confession, 

Ne rehearse eft my shrift to thee, 

0 shrift IS nght ynough to mee. 

This ought thee suffice wele, 

Ne be not rebell never adele. 

For certes, though thou haddest it swoine, 

1 wote no pnest ne prelate borne 
That may to shrift eft me constrame, 

And if they done J woll me plaine, 

For I wote where to plaine wele. 

Thou shalt not streine me adele, 

Ne enforce me, ne not me trouble. 

To make my confession double ; 

Ne I have none affection 
To have double absolution : 

The first is right ynough to mee, 

This latter assoylmg quite I thee, 

I am unbound, what moist thou find 
More of my sinnes me to unbind ? 

For he that might hath in his bond. 

Of all my sinnes me unbond r 
And if thou wolt me thus constrame 
That me mote nedes on thee plaine, 

There shall no judge tmperiall, 

Ne bishop, ne official!, 

Done judgement on me, for I 
Shall gone and plaine me openly 
Unto my shriftfother new, 

That hight Frere Wolfe untrew, 

And he shall chuse him for mee. 

For I trow he can hamper thee j 
But lord he would be wroth withall, 

Tf men would him Frere Wolfe call. 

For he would have no patience, 

But done all cruell vengience, 

He would his might done at the Irest, 
Nothing spare for Goddes faeest, 


I And God so wise be my succour. 

But thou yeve me my saviour 
At Easter, whan it liketh mee. 

Without preasmg more on thee, 

I woll forth, and to him gone. 

And he shall housell me anone, 

For I am out of thy grutclung, 

I keepe not deale with thee nothing. * 

Thus may he shrive him, that forsaketh 
His parish pnest and to me taketh. 

And if the pnest woll him lefuse, 

I am full ready him to accuse, 

And him punish and hamper so. 

That he his churche shall forgo. 

But who so hath in his feeling 
The consequence of such shriving, 

Shall seene, that priest may never have might 
To know the conscience anght 
Of him that is under his cure : 

And this is ayenst holy scripture. 

That biddeth every herde honest 
Have very knowing of his beest. 

But poore folke that gone by strete, 

That have no gold, ne summes grete. 

Hem would I let to hir prelates. 

Or let hir priests know fair states, 

For to me right nought yeve they, 

And why it is, for they ne may. 

They ben so bare, I take no keepe, 

But I woll have the fat sheepe ; 

Let parish priests have the lene, 

I yeve not of hir harme a bene ; 

And if that prelates grutcb it, 

That oughten wroth be in hir wit^ 

I To lese hir fat beastes so, 

I shall yeve hem a stroke or two, 

That they shall lesen with force, 

Yea, both hir mitre and hir croce. 

^ Thus yape I hem, and have do long, 

My priviledges ben so strong.** 

False Semblant would have stinted here. 

But Love ne made him no such chere, 

That he was weary of his saw, 

But for to make him glad and few. 

He said, Tell on more specially. 

How that thou servest untruly. 

“ Tell forth, and shame thee never adele. 
For as thine habit sheweth wele, 

Thou servest an holy hermite. 

Sooth IS, but I am but an hypocrite. 

Thou goest and preachest poverte ? 

Yea, sir, but Richesse hath poste, 

Thou preachest abstinence also ?** 

Sir, I woll fillen, so mote 1 g6, 

My paunche, of good meat and wine, 

As should a maister of divine, 

For how that I me poore fame. 

Yet all poore folke 1 disdaiiie. 


I LOVE better the acquaintauuce 
Ten times of the king of Fraunce, 
Than of a poore man of mild mood. 
Though that his soule be also good. 

For whan I see beggers quaking. 
Naked on mixins all stinking^ 

For hunger cne, and eke for care, 

I entremet not of hir fare, 

They ben so poore, and full of pine, 
They might not ones yeve me a dine, 
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I^or they have BOtKing but hirlife, 

What should be yeve that licketh his knife ^ 
It is but folly to entremete 
To seeke in houndes nest fat mete : 
l^t beare hem to the spittle anone, 

*But fro me comfort get they none : 

JBut a rich sicke usurere 
Would I visite and draw nere. 

Him would I comfort and rehete, 

For I hope of his gold to gete, 

And if that wicked Death him have, 

I woll go With him in his grave, 

And if there any reprove me, 

Why that I let the poore be, 

Wost thou how I not escape ? 

I say and sweare him full rape, 

That nche men han more tetches 
Of sinne, than ban poore wretches, 

And han of counsaile more inistere. 

And therefore I would draw hem nere : 

But as great hurt, it may so be, 

Hath a soule in right great poverte. 

As soule m great nchesse ibrsooth. 

Albeit that they hurten both, 

For richesse and mendicities 
Ben cleped two extreamities, 

The meane is cleped suffisaunce, 

There lieth of vertue the aboundaunce, 

“ For Salomon full well I wote, 

In his parables vis wrote, 

As it is knowen of many a wight, 

In his tbirteene chapiter right, 

God thou me keepe for thy poste, 

Fro richesse and mendicite, 

For if a rich man him dresse, 

To thmke too much on richesse, 

His herte on that so ferre is sette. 

That he his creator doth foryette, 

And him that beggeth, woll aye greve, 

How should I by his word him leve, 

Hnneth that he nis a micher, 

Forswome, or els Goddes lier. 

Thus sayth Salomon sawes, 

** Ne we find wiitten m no lawes, 

And namely in our Christen lay, 

(Who saith ye, I dare say nay) 

That Christ, ne his apostles dei e, 

While that they walked m earth here, 
Were never scene herbred begging. 

For they nolden beggen for nothing. 

“ And right thus were men wont to teach, 
And m this wise would it preach, 

The maisters of divlnitie 
Sometime in Paris the citie. 


And if men would there galne appose 
The naked text, and let the glose. 

It might soone assoiled bee, 
for men may well the sooth see, 

That pard they might aske a thing 
Plamely forth without begging, 

For they weien Goddes heerdes dere, 
And cure of sonles hadden here. 

They nolde nothing begge bir food, 

For after Chnst was done on rood, 

With their proper bonds they wrought, 
And with travaile, and els nought, 
They wonnen All bir sustenaunce, 

And liueden forth lu hir pennauncC) 


And the remenaunt yafe away 
To other poore folkes alway. 

“ They neither builden toure ne halle. 
But they in houses small with alle. 

“ A mighty man that can and may, 
Should with his bond and body alway, 
Winne him his food in labouring. 

If he ne have rent or such a thing; 
Although be be religious. 

And God to seivcn cunous, 

Thus mote he done, or do trespaas. 

But if it be in certame caas, 

That I can rehearse, if mister bee, 

Bight well, whan the time I see. 

“ Seeke the booke of Saint Augustint;, 

1 Be it in paper or perchemene, 

1 There as he witte of these worchings, 

Thou Shalt seene that none excusiugb 
A perfit man ne should seeke 
By wordes, ne by deedes eke. 

Although he be religious. 

And Gk)d to serven curious, 

That he ne shall, so mote I go. 

With proper bonds and body also 
Get his food in labouring, 

If he ne have properte of thing. 

Yet should he sell all his substaunce. 

And with his swinke have sustenaunce. 

If he be perfite in bounte ; 

Thus han the bookes told me : 

For he that woll gone idelly. 

And useth it aye busily 
To haunten other mennes table, 

He is a trechour full of fable, 

Ne he ne may by good reason 
Excuse him by his orison. 

For men behoveth in some gise, 

Ben sometime in Goddes service. 

To gone and purchasen hir nede. 

** Men mote eaten, that is no drede. 
And sleepe, and eke do other thing. 

So long may they leave praymg. 

“ So may they eke hir prayer blinne. 
While that they werke hir meat to winne, 
Saint Austine woll thereto accord. 

In thilke booke that I record. 

Justinian eke, that made law es, 

Hath thus foiboden by old sawes ; 

^ No man, vp paine to be dead. 

Mighty of body, to beg bis bread. 

If he may swinke it for to gete, 

Men should him rather maine or bctc. 
Or done of him aperte lustice, 

Than sufiren him m such maJlice-* 

“ They done not well so mote I gOj 
That taken such almesse so, 

But if they have some pnvilcdge, 

That of the paine hem woll alledge. 

‘‘ But how that is, can I not see, 

But if the pnnce deceived bee, 

Ne I ne wene not sikerly, 

That they may have it rightfully. 

“ But I woll not determine 
Of princes power, ne define, 

Ne by my word comprehend ywis, ‘ 

If it so ferre may stretch in this ; 

1 woll not entremete a dele, 

But I trow that the booke sayth wele, 
Who that taketh almesses, that bee 
Dew to folke that men may see 
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l^ame, feeble, weary, and bare, 

Poore, or in such manner care, 

That con wmne hem nerermo, 

For they have no powder thereto, 

He eateth his owne dampning. 

But if he lie that made all thing. 

And if ye such a tinant find. 

Chastise him well, it ye be kind, 

But they would hate you parcaas. 

If ye fillen m hir laas. 

“ They would eftsoones do you scathe. 

If that they might, late or latbe. 

For they be not full patient. 

That ban the w'orld thus foule blent. 

And weteth well, that God bad 
The good man sell all that he had. 

And follow him, and to poore it yeve • 

He would not therefore that he live. 

To serven him in mendience, 

For it was never his sentence. 

But he bad werken whan that need is. 

And follow him in goode deedis 

“ Saint Poule that loved all holy church. 
He bade the apostles for to wurch. 

And winnen hir livelode in that w'lse. 

And hem defended truandise. 

And said, werketh with your honden. 

Thus should the thing be vnderstonden. 

“ He nolde iwis have bid hem begging, 
Ne sellen gospell, ne preaching, 

I.east they beraft, with hir asking, 

Folke of hir cattell or of hir thing. 

** For in this world is many a man 
That yeveth hiS good, for he ne can 
Weme it for shame, or else he 
Would of the asker delivered be, 

And for he him encombreth so. 

He yeveth him good to let him go : 

But it can him nothing profite. 

They lese the yeft and the merite. 

The good folke that Poule to preached, 
Profred him oft, whan he hem teach ed. 
Some of hir good in charite, 

But thereof right nothing tooke he, 

But of his honde would he gette 
Clothes to wnne him, and his mete. 


Tell me than how a man may liven. 

That all his good to poore hath yeven. 
And woll but onely bidde his bedes. 

And never with bonds laboui his nedes. 
May he do so ^ Yea sir : and how ^ 

Sir f woll gladly tell you ; 

Saint Austen saith, a man may be 
Xn houses that han ptopeite. 

As templers and hospitelers. 

And as these chanons regnlers. 

Or white monkes, or these blake, 

I woll no mo ensamples make, 

And take thereof his sustcimng. 

For therein lithe no begging. 

But otherwaies not iwis. 

Yet Austen gabbeth not of this. 

And yet full many a monke laboui eth. 
That God in holy church honoureth : 

For whan hir swinking is agone. 

They rede and sing in chuich anone. 

“ And for there hath ben great discord. 
As many a wight may beare recoid. 


Upon the estate of mendicieuce, 

I woll shortely m your presence, 

Tell how a man may begge at need. 
That hath not wbei ewith him to feed, 
Maugre his fellowes langbngs, 

- For soothfastnesse woll none hidings. 
And yet percase I may obey. 

That f to you suothly thus sey- 


Lo heie the case espeotall, 

If a man be so bestial!. 

That he of no craft hath science, 

And nought desireth ignorence. 

Than may he go a begging yerne. 

Till he some other ciaft can leme, 
Through which without truanding. 

He may in trouth have his living. 

‘‘ Or if he may done no labour, 

For elde, or sicknesse, or langour. 

Or for his tender age also. 

Than may he yet a begging go. 

“ Or if he have peraventure. 
Through vsage of his nonture. 

Lived over deliciously. 

Than oughten good folke comenly, 
Han of his mischeefe some pite, 

And sufiren him also, that he 
May gone about and begge his bread. 
That he be not for honger dead ; 

Or if he have of craft conning. 

And strength also, and desiring 
To worchen, as he had what, 

But he find neither this ne that. 

Than may he begge till that he 
Have getten his necessite. 

“ Or if his winning be so lite. 

That his labour woll not aquite 
SudoLCiauntly all his living. 

Yet may he go his brede begging 
Fro doi e to dore, he may go trace. 

Till he the remnaunt may purchase. 

“ Or if a man would vndertake 
Any emprise for to make. 

In the rescuoub of our lay. 

And It defenden as he may, 

Be It with armes oi lettrm e, 

Or other convenable cure. 

If it be so he poore be. 

Than may he begge, till that he 
May find m trouth foi to swinke 
And get him clothe, meat, and drmke, 
Swinke he with hts hondes corporell. 
And not with hondes espintuell. 


Ik all this case, and in semblables. 

If that there ben tno reasonables. 

He may begge, as I tell you here. 

And eles not in no manerc. 

As William Saint Amour would preach. 
And oft would dispute and teach 
Of this matter all openly 
At Pans full solemnely, 

And also God my soule blesse 
As he had in this stedfastnesse 
The accord of the vniversite 
And of the people, as seemeth me 
“ No good man ought it to refuse, 
Ne ought him thereof to excuse. 



Be tyrothe or blithe, who so be. 

For I woH speake, and tell it thee. 

All should I die, and be put doun, 

As was saint Poule in derke prisouii, 

Or be exiled in this caas 

With wrong, as maister William was. 

That my mother Hypocrisie 
Banished for her great envie. 

My mother flemed him Saint Amour . 

This noble did suche labour 
To snstene ever the loyalte, 

That he too much agilte me • 

He made a booke, and let it write, 

Wherein his life he did all wiite. 

And would eche renied begging, 

And live by my tiaveiling, 

If I ne had rent ne other good, 

What weneth he that I were wood ? 

For labour might me never please, 

I have more will to ben at ease. 

And have well lever, sooth to say, 

Before the people patter and pray, 

And wrie me in my foxerie 
Under a cope of papelardie.” 

(Quod Love) “ What divell is this that I heie. 
What woides tellest thou me here^” 

“ What, sir, iaisenesse, that apert is.’^ 

“ Than dredest thou not No certes: 

For selde in great thing shall he spede 
In this world, that God woU drede, 

For folke that hem to vertue yeven, 

And truely on hir owen liven, 

And hem in goodnesse aye content, 

On hem is little thrift isent, 

Such folke dnnken great misease, 

That life may me never please. 

“ But see what gold han vserers. 

And silver eke in garners, ' 

Tailagiers, and these momours, 

Bailiffes, beadles, piovost, countours. 

These liven well nigh by ravine, 

The small people hem mote encline, 

And they as wolves woll hem eten: 

Upon the poore folke they geten 
Full much of that they spend or kepe, 

Nis none of hem that they mil streps, 

A’ld wnne hem selfe well at full, 

Without scalding they hem pull. 

The strong the feeble overgothe, 

But I that weare my simple clothe, 

Hobbe both robbed, and robbours. 

And g'lile guiling, and guilours : 

By my treget, I gather and threste 
The great treasour into my cbeste. 

That iieth with me so fast bound, 

Mine high paleis doe T found, 

And my delightes I fulfill, 

With wine at feastes at my will, 

And tables full of entremees, 
j woll no I'fe, but ease and pees, 

And winne gold to spend also, 

Foi whan the greate bagge is go, 

It commeth right with my yapes, 

Make I not well tomble mine apes: 

To winnen is alway mine entent, 

My purchase is better than my lent, 

For though I should beaten be. 

Over all I entremete me ; 

Without me maie no wight dure, 

I walke soulei^fo^i to cuie. 


Of all the world cure have I 
In brede and length ; boldely 
I woll both preach and eke counsailen. 

With houdes woll I not travailen. 

For of the pope I have the bull, 

I ne hold not my wittes dull, 

I w'oll not stmten im my live 
These emperoiirs for to shrive. 

Or kinges, dukes, and lords grete : 

But poore folke all quite X lete, 

1 love no such shriving parde. 

But it for other cause be : 

I recke not of poore men, 

Hir e'^tate is not worth an hen. 

Wheie findest thou a swinker of labour 
Have me to his confessom ? 

But empresses, and duchesses, 

These queenes, and eke countesses, 

These abbesses, and eke bigins, 

These great ladies palasius, 

These lolly knights, and faailives. 

These nonnes, and these burgeis wives 
That nche ben, and eke pleasing. 

And these maidens welfanng, 

Where so they clad or nak^ be, 
Uncounsailed goeth there none fro me j 
And for hir soiiles safete. 

At lord and lady, and hir meine, 

I aske, whan they hem to me shnve. 

The propertie of all hir live, 

And make hem tiow, both most and leasts 
Hir parish pnest is but a beast 
Ayenst me and my company, 

That shrewes been as great (as I) 

For which I woll not hide m hold. 

No pnvete that me is told, 

That I by word or signe iwis, 

Ne woll m^e hem know what it is. 

And they wollen also telien me, 

They hele fro me no privite. 

And for to make you hem perceiven. 

That vsen folke thus to deceiven, 

I woll you saine withouten drede. 

What men may in the Gospel I r^e. 

Of Saint Mathew the gospellere. 

That saieth, as I shall you say here. 


Vpon the cljiaire of Moses 
Thus it IS glosed douteles, 

(That is the olde testament, 

For thereby is the chaire ment) 

Sitte sciibes and phansen, 

That is to saine, the cursed men. 

Which that we ipocrites call : 

Doeth that they preache, I rede you all. 
But doeth not as they doen adele, 

That been not weary to say wele. 

But to doe well, no will have they, 

And they would bind on folke alway 
(That been to be beguiled able) 

Burdens that been importable; 

On folkes shoulders things they couchen. 
That they mil with their fingers touchai. 
And why woll they not touch it, why? 
For hem ne list nat.sikerly. 

For sadde burdens that men taken. 

Make folkes shoulders aken. 

« And if they do ought tt^t good bee. 
That is for folke it ^uld see : 
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Htr burdons latger maken they. 

And maken hn hemmes wide alwey. 

And loven seates at the table 
The first and most honourable. 

And for to han the first chains. 

In synagogues, to hem full dere is. 

And wjlien that folke hem loute and grete. 
Whan that they passen through the strete. 
And wollen be cleped xnaister also : 

But they ne should not willen so. 

The gospell is there ayenst I gesse. 

That sbeweth well hir wickednesse. 


Another custome vse we 
Of hem that well ayenst vs be, 

We hate hem deadly every chone, 

And we woll werry him, as one. 

Him that one hateth, hate we kllj 
And coniect how to doen him fall : 

And if we scene him winne honour, 
Richesse or preise, through his valour, 
Provende, rent, or dignite, 

Tull fast iwis compassen we 
By what ladder he is clomben so. 

And for to maken him downe to go, 
Witb treason we woll him defame, 

And doen him lese his good name. 

Thus from his ladder we him take. 
And thus his firendes foes we make^ 

But word ne wete shall he none. 

Till all his frendes been his fone. 

For if we did it openly. 

We might have blame readily. 

For had he wist of our mallice, 

He had bun kept, but he were nice. 

" Another is this, that if so fall. 

That there be one among vs all 
That doeth a good toume, out of drede. 
We same it is our alder dede. 

Yea sikerly, though he it faioed. 

Or that him list, or that him dained 
A man through him avaunced be. 
Thereof alt parteners be we, 

And telien :folke where so we go, 

That man thiough vs is sprongen so. 

And for to have of men praising. 
We purchase through our flattering 
Of nche men of great poste 
Letters, to witnesse our bounte. 

So that man weeneth that may vs see, 
That all vertue in vs bee. 

And alway poore we vs faine. 

But how so that we begge or plaine, 

Wc ben the folke without leasing, 

That all thing have without having. 

“ Thus be dradde of the people iwis, 
Aud gladly my purpose is this. 

I deale with no wight, but he 
Have gold and treasour great plente, 

Hir acquaintaunce well love 1 : 

This much my desire shortly, 

I entremete me of brocages, 

I make peace and manages, 

I am gladly executour, 

And many times a procuratour, 

1 am sometime messangere, 

That falleth not to my mistere. 

** And many times I make enquest. 
For me that office is nat honest. 


I'o deale with other mennes thing, 
Tliat IS to me a great liking : 

And if that ye have ought to do 
In place that I repaire to, 

I shall It speden through my wit. 
As soone as ye have told me it. 

So that ye serve me to pay. 

My service shall be yours alway. 

“ But who so woll cbastice me, 
Anone my love lost hath he. 

For I love no man in no gise. 

That woll me reprove or chastise, 
But I woll all folke vndertake, 

And of no wight no teaching take, 
For I that other folke chastie, 
Woll not be taught fro my follie. 


I tov E none hermitage more. 

All desertes and holtes hoore 
And greate woodes eveiychon, 

I let hem to the Baptist lohn, 

I queth him quite, and him relesse 
Of Egipt all the wildemes«*ei 
Too ferre were all my mansiouns 
Fro all cities and good touns. 

“ My paleis and mine house make I 
There men may renne in openly, 

And say that I the world forsake. 

But all amidde 1 build and make 
My house, and swim and play therein 
Bette than a fish doeth with his finne. 


Of Antichrlstes men am I, 

Of which that Christ sayeth openly. 
They have habite of holinesse. 

And liven in such wickednesse. 

Outward lamben seemen we. 
Full of goodnesse and of pite. 

And inward we witbouten fable 
Been greedy wolves ravisablc. 

We enviroun both lend and see. 
With all the world werrieu wee. 

We woll ordaine of all thing. 

Of folkes good, and bit living- 

If there be castell or cite 
Within that any bougeions be, 
Although that they of Millame were^ 
For thereof been they blamed theie; 
Or if a wight out of measure, 

. Would lene hir gold, and take vsure,' 
For that he is so covetous, 

Or if he be too lecherous. 

Or these that haunten simonie, 

Or provost full of 1 recliene. 

Or prelate living iollily. 

Or priest that halt his quein him by,- 
Or olde hoores hostillers. 

Or othei baudes or bordellers. 

Or els blamed of any vice, 

Of which men shoulden doen iustice : 

** By all the samtes that we prey. 
But they defend them with lamprey, 

I With luce, with elis, with saraons. 
With tender geese, and with capons. 
With tartes, or with cheffes fet. 

With daintie flaunes, brode and flat. 
With caleweis, or with pullaile. 

With coninges, or with fine vitaile^r 
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That vte fuder our clothes wide, 

Maken through our goUet glide, 

Or but he woll doe come in hast 
Ba'e venison bake m past, 

Whether so that he loure or groine. 

He shall haue of a corde a loigne, 

With which men shall him bind and lede, 

To brenne him for his sinful dede. 

That men shuli heare him cne and rore 
A mile way about and more, 

Or els he shall m piison die, 

But if he woll his Iriendship buy. 

Or smerten that, that he hath do. 

More than his guilt amounteth to. 

“ But and he couth through his sleight 
Doe maken up a toure of height. 

Nought rought I whether of stone or tree. 

Or yearth, or turves though it be, 

Though it were of no vounde stone. 

Wrought with squier and scantdone. 

So that the toure were stuffed well 
With all riches temporell : 

And than that he would ^ dresse 
Engines, both more and lesse. 

To cast at vs by every side, 

To beare his good name wide : 

Such sleigbtes I shall you yeven. 

Barrels of wme, by sixe or seven. 

Or gold in sackes great plente, 

He should soone delivered be, 

And if he have no such pitences. 

Let him studie in eqmpolences. 

And let lies and fallaces, 

If that he would deserve our graces^ 

Or we shall beare him such witnesse 
Of smne, and of his wretchednesse. 

And doun his lose so wide renne 
That all quicke we should him brenn^ 

Or els yeve him soch pennauuce. 

That is well worse than the pitaunce. 

“ For thou shalt never for nothing 
Con knowen aright by hir clothing 
The traitoursfull of trecherie. 

But thou hir werkes can espie. 

“ And ne had the good keeping be 
Whylome of the vmversite, 

That keepeth the key of Chrlstendome, 

We had been tourmented all and some. 

‘‘ Such been the stinking prophetis, 

Nis none of hem, that good prophet is, 

For they through wicked entention, 

Tlie yeare of the incarnation 
A thousand and two hundred yere, 

Five and fifde ferther ne nexe, 

Broughten a booke with some grace, 

To yeven ensample in common place, 

That saied thus, though it were fable. 

This IS the gospell perdurable, 

That fro the Holy Ghost is sent. 

Well were it worthe to be brent. 

Entitled was in such maneie 
This booke, of which I tell here. 

There nas no wight in all Pans, 

Befome our ladie at parvis. 

That they ne might the booke by. 

The sentence pleased hem well trucly^ 

To the copie, if him talent tooke 
Of the evangelistes booke, 

There might he see by great traisoun 
Full many a false compansoun. 
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“ As much as through his greate might, 

Be it of beate or of light, 

The Sunne surmounteth the Moone, 

That troubler is, and chaungeth soone, 

And the nutte kemell the shell, 

I scome nat that I you tell : 

Right so withouten any gile 
Surmounteth this noble evangile. 

The word of any evangelist. 

And to hir title they tookeu Christ, 

And many such compansoim. 

Of which I make no mentiouu, 

Might menne in that booke find. 

Who so could of hem have mind. 

“ The vuiversitie that tho was asleepe 
Gan for to braide, and taken keepe, 

And at the noise, the head vp cast, 

Ne never sithen slept it fast, 

But vp It stert, and armes tooke 
Ayenst this felse homble booke. 

All ready battaile for to make, 

And to the mdge the booke they take. 

“ But they that broughten the booke there, 
Kent it anone away for feare. 

They nolde shew it no more adele, 

But than it kept, and keepen wele. 

Till such a time that they may see, 

That they so stronge woxen bee. 

That no wight may hem well withstond. 

For by that booke they durst not stond. 

Away they gonne it for to here, 

For they ne durst not answere 
By exposition no glose 
To that that clerkes woll appose 
Ayenst the cursednesse iwis 
That m that booke written is. 

“ Now wote I nat, ne I can nat see 
What manner end that there shall be< 

Of all this that they hide. 

Bat yet algate they shall abide. 

Till that they may it bette defend. 

This trow I best woll be hir end. 

Ihus Antichrist abiden we. 

For we ben all of his meine. 

And what man that woll not be so. 

Right soone be shall his life forgo. 

We woll a people vpon him areise, 

And through our guile doen him ceise 
And him on sharpe speares riue. 

Or other waies bring him fro hue, 

But if that he woll follow ywis, 

That ID our booke wntten is» 


Tbus much woll our booke signide. 
That while Peter had maistrie 
May never lohn shew well bis might. 

“ Now have I you declared right, 
The meamng of the barke and ni^e, 
That maketh the entencions bhnde/ 
But new at erst 1 woll begin. 

To expoune you the pith wiHiin, 

And the seculers comprehend, 

That Chnstes lawe woll defend. 

And should it kepen and maintainexil 
Ayenst hem that all sustenen. 

And falsely to the people teachen. 
That lohn betokeneth hem to preach^ 
That there nis law couenable^^ 

But thilke gospell perduraW^ 
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That fro the Holy Gtiost was sear 
To turne folke that ben misweiit. 

“ The strength of John they vnderstoud, 
The grace m which they say they stond, 
That doeth the sinful! folke conuert, 

A.nd hem to lesu Christ reuert. 

Full many another horriblee. 

May menne m that booke see. 

That been commaunded doubtlesse 
A.yenst the law of Rome expresse, 

And all with Antichrist they holden, 

As men may m the booke beholden. 

And than commaunden they to sleen, 
All tho that with Peter been. 

But they shall never have that might, 

And God toforne, for strife to fight, 

That they ne shall ynough find, 

That Peters law shall have in mind, 

And euer hold, and so mainteen. 

That at the last it shall be seen, 

That they shall all come thereto. 

For ought that they can speake oi do. 

“ And thilke lawe shall not stond, 

Fhat they by lohn have vnderstond. 

But maugre hem it shall adoun. 

And been brought to confusioun, 

But I woll stmt of this matere. 

For it IS wonder long to here. 

Bat had that ilke booke endured, 

Of better estate I were ensured. 

And friendes have I yet pardee. 

That ban me set m great degree. 


Op all this world is emperour 
Guile my father, the trechour. 

And empresse my mother is, 

Maugre the Holy Ghost iwis, 

Our mightie linage and our rout 
Reigneth m every reigne about. 

And well is worthy we mini5teis be, 

?or all this worlde goveme we. 

And can the folke so well deceive, 
rhat none our guile can perceive, 

And though they doeh, they dare not say, 
The sooth dare no wight bewray. 

“ But he in Christes wrath him leadeth, 
rhat more than Christ my brethren dredeth, 
He ms no full good champion, 

That dredeth such similation, 

S'or that for paine woll refusen. 

Us to correct and accusen. 

“ He woll not entremete by nght, 

"Te have God m his eyesight, 
lud therefore God shall him punioe; 
lut me ne recketh of no vice, 

Iithen men vs loven communably, 

Lud holden vs for so worthy, 

"hat we may folke repreve echone, 
md we mil have reprefe of none : 

I’hom shoulden folke worshippen so, 
lut V3 that stinten never mo 
'o patren while that folke may vs see, 
hough It not so behind hem be. 


NO where is more wood follie, 
ban to enhaunce chivalrie, 
ad love noble men and gay, 
lat iolly clothes wearen alway ? 


If they be such folke as they seemen. 

So cleane, as men hir clothes demen. 

And that hir wordes follow hir dede. 

It IS great pitie out of drede. 

For they woll be none hypocritis, 

Of hem me tbinketh greate spight is, 

1 cannot love hem on no side. 

But beggers with these hoodes wide. 
With sleigh and pale faces leane. 

And graie clothes nat full cleane, 

But fretted full of tataiwagges, 

And high shoes knopped with dagges. 

That frouncen like a quale pipe. 

Or bootes riveling as a gipe.. 

“ To such folke as I you devise^ 

Should princes and these lordes wise. 

Take all hir landes and hir thmgs. 

Both warre and peace in govermngs, 

! To such folke should a pnnee him yeve. 
That would his life in honour live. 

“ And if they be nat as they seme. 
They sserven thus the world to queme. 
There would I dwell to deceive 
The folke, for they shall nat perceive. 

But I ne speake in no such wise. 

That men should humble habite dispise. 

So that no pride theie vnder be. 

No man should hate, as thinketh me. 

The poore man in such clothing, 

But God ne preiseth him nothing, 

I That saith he hath the world forsake. 

And hath to worldly glory him take, 

And woll of such delices vse, 

Who may that begger well excuse > 

That papelarde, that him yeeldeth so. 
And woll to worldly ease go. 

And saith that he the world hath left, 

And greedily it gnpeth eft, 

He IS the hound, shame is to same. 

That to his casting goeth againe. 


But vnto you dare I not he. 

But might 1 feelen or espie. 

That ye perceived it nothing, 

Ye should have a starke leasing: 

Right in your bond thus to beginne, 

I nolde it let for no sinne.” 

The god lough at the wonder tho, 

And every wight gan lough also, 

And saied: “ Lo heie a man right, 

For to be trustie lo every wight,** 

“ False semblaant,’* (quod Love) “say to mee^ 
Sith I thus have avaunced thee, 

That in my comt is thy dwelling, 

And of ribaudes shaft be my king, 

Wolt thou well holden my forwardes ?’* 

** Yea, sir, from hence forwardes, 

■ Had never your father here befome, 

Seruaunt so true, sith he was borne. 

That IS ayenst all nature, 

" Sii, put you in that auenture, 

For though ye borowes take of me. 

The sikerer shall ye never be 
For hostages, ne sikeruesse. 

Or Chartres, for to beare witnesse: 

Intake your selfe to record here, 

That men ne may in no manero 
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rearen the wolfe out of his hide, 
nil he be slaine backe and side, 

Though men him beat and all defile, 
IVhat wene ye that I woll beguile ^ 

For I am clothed meekely, 

There vnder is all my treachery, 

VTine herte chaiingeth never the mo 
^or none habite, in which I go ; 

Though I have chere of simplenesse, 

I am not wearie of shreudnesse; 

Vfy lemmen, stramed Abstenaunce, 

Hath mister of my purueiaunce, 

3he had full long ago be ded, 

'^ere my counsaile and my red ; 

Let her alone, and you and mee.’’ 

And Love answered, “ I trust thee 
CVithout boTOw, for I woll none.’* 

And False Semblant the theefe anooe, 
Right m that like same place, 

That had of treason all his face, 

Right blacke within, and white without, 
Thanking him, gan on bis knees lout. 

Than was there nought, hot euery man 
JTow to assaute, that sailen can 
'Quod Love) and that full hardely : 

Than armed they hem comenly 
Of such armour as to hem fell. 

(rVhan they were armed fiers and fell. 
They went hem forth all in a rout, 

And set the castle all about ; 

They will not away for no dread. 

Till it ^0 be that they ben dead. 

Or till they have the castle take, 

And fouie batteb they gan make. 

And parted hem in foure anone, 

And tooke hir way, and forth they gone. 
The foure gates for to assaile. 

Of which the keepers woll not &ile, 

For they ben neither sicke ne dede, 

But ba^ie folke, and strong in dede. 

Now woll 1 sain the countenaunce 
Of False Semblant, and Abstinaunce, 
That ben to Wick^ Tongue wentj 
But first they held hir parliament, 
Whether it to doen were, 

To maken hem be knowen there. 

Or els walken forth disguised : 

But at the last they deuised. 

That they would gone in tapinage, 

As it were in a pilgrimage. 

Like good and holy folke ynfeined: 

And dame Abstinence streined 
Tooke of the robe, of cameline, 

And gan her gratche as a bigine. 

A large couerchief of thread. 

She wrapped all about her head. 

But she forgate not her psaltere. 

A psure of beades d^eshe here 
Upon a lace, all of white thread. 

On which that she her beades bede, 

But she ne bought hem never adele. 

For they were given her, I wote welp, 
God wote of a full holy fiere. 

That said he was her &ther dere. 

To whom she had ofter went. 

Than any frere of his couent. 

And he visited her also. 

And many a sermon saied her to. 

He nolde let for roan on line, 

I'hat he ne would her oft dirinc, 

VOL. I. 


And with so great devotion 
They made her confession. 

That they had oft for the nones 
Two beades m one hood at ones. 

Of faire shape I deuised her thee. 
But pale of face sometime was shee. 
That false tratouresse untrew, 

Was like that sallow horse of hew. 

That m the Apocalips is shewed. 

That signifieth tho folke beshrewed. 
That been all full of trechene, 

And pale, through hypocrisie. 

For on that horse no colour is. 

But onely dead and pale iwis. 

Of such a coloui enlangoured. 

Was Abstinence iwis coloured. 

Of her estate she her repented. 

As her visage represented. 

She had a burdoune all of theft, 
That Guile had yeue her of his yeft. 
And a scrippe of famt distresse. 

That full was of elepgenesse, 

And forth she walked soberjie: 

And False Semblant saint, ie vous die, 
And as it were for such mistere, 

Doen on the cope of a frere. 

With cheare simple, and full pitous. 
His looking was not disdeinous, 

Ne proud, but meeke and full peasible. 

About his necke he baie a Bible, 

And squierly foith gan he gon. 

And for to rest his limmes vpon, 

He had of treason a portent. 

As he were feeble, his way went. 

But in his sleue he gan to thrmg 
A rasour sharpe, and well biting, 

That was forged in a forge, 

Which that men clepen coupe gorge. 

So long forth hir way they nomen. 
Tin they to Wiefced Tongue comen. 
That at his gate was sitting. 

And saw folke in the way passing. 

The pilgnmes saw he fast by. 

That bearen hem full meekely. 

And humbly they with hem mettc. 
Dame Abstinence first him grette. 

And sith him False Semblant salued. 
And he hem, but he not remeued. 

For he ne drede him not adele s 
For when he saw hir faces wele, 

Alway m herte biro thought so. 

He should know hem both two. 

For well he knew dame Abstmannce, 
But he ne knew not Constrainaunce, 
He knew nat that she constrained, 
Ne of her theeues life fiuned, 

But wend she come of will all ficee. 
But she com^ in another degree. 

And if of good will she began, 

That will was failed hear than. 


And False Semblant had he seine alse^ 
But he knew nat that he was false, 

Yet false was he, but his falsenesse 
Ne coud he not espie, nor gesse. 

For Semblant was so she wrought. 

That falsenesse he ne espyed nought : 
But haddest thou knowen him befbrne. 
Thou wouldest on a booke hi^iive swomeg 
Q 
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Whan thou him saw in thilke arraie 
That he, that whilome was so gaie, 

And of the daunce Jolly Robin 
Was tho become a Jacobin : 

Rat soothl}' what so men him call 
Frei e preachours been good men all, 

II r order wickedly they bearen 
Such mimstreleb if they wearen. 

So been Augustins, and Cordileers, 

And Carmes, and eke sacked freers. 

And alJ freers shode and bare. 

Though some of hem ben great and square. 
Full holy men, as I hem deme, 

Everich of hem would good man seme ; 

But Shalt thou neuer of apparence 
Seene conclude good consequence 
In none argument iwis, 

If existence all failed is : 

For men may hnde alway sopheme 
The consequence to enueneme. 

Who so that hath bad the sobtilteo 
The double sentence for to see. 

Whan the pilgrimes commen were 
To Wicked Tongue that dwelleth theie, 

Hir harneis nigh hem was algate. 

By Wicked tongue adoune they sate. 

That bad hem nere him for to come, 

And of tidinges tell him some. 

And sayd hem : What case maketh you 
To come mto this place now 


Sir,” sayed strained Absti nance, 

** We for to drie our penance. 

With hertes pitous and deuout, 

Are commen, as pilgrimes gone about. 

Well nigh on foote alway we go 
Full doughtie been our heeles two, 

And thus both we be sent 
Throughout the world that is miswent. 

To yeve ensample, and preach also. 

To fishen sinfuU men we go. 

For other fishing, ne fish we. 

And, sir, for that charite, 

As we be wont, heiborow we craue. 

Your hfe to amenne Christ it saue. 

And so it should you not displease. 

We woulden, if it were your ease, 

A short sermon vnto you sain. 

And Wicked Tongue answered again, 

The house” (quod he) “ such (as ye see) 
Shall not he warned you for me, 

Saie what you list, and I woll heare.** 

Graunt mercie sweet sir deare,” 

(Quod alderfirst) “ dame Abstinence,” 

And thus began she her sentence. 

Sir, the first vertue certaine. 

The greatest, and most soueraigne 
That may be found m any man. 

For having, or for wit he can. 

That is his tongue to refraine, 

Thereto ought euerie wight him paine : 

For It IS better still be. 

Than for to speaken harme parde. 

And he that hearkeneth it gladly, 

He IS no good man sikerly. 

“ And sir, abouen all other sinne. 

In that art thou most guiltie inne : 

Thou speake a yape, not long agoe, 

“ And sir, that was nght euill doe 


Of a young man, that here repaired. 

And never yet this place apaired : 

Thou saidest he awa.ted nothing, 

But to deceiue Faire Welcomming • 

Ye sayd nothing sooth of that, 

But sir, ye lye, I tell ye plat, 

He ne commeth no more, ne goeth paide, 

I trow ye shall him never see ; 

Faire Welcomming m prison is. 

That oft hath played with you er this. 

The fairest games that he coude. 

Without filth, still or loude. 

Now dare she not her selfe solace, 

Ye ban also the man doe chase. 

That he dare neither come ne go. 

What moGveth you to hate him so^ 

But propel ly your wicked thought, 

That many a false lesmg hath thought. 
That mooveth your foule eloquence, 

That langleth ever in audience. 

And on the folke ariseth blame. 

And doth hem dishonour and shame, 

For thing that may have no preuing. 

But likelinesse, and contiming. 

For J dare same, that Reason deemeth, 
It is not all sooth thmg that seemeth, 

And it is siiine to controue* 

Thing that is to reproue ; 

This wote ye wele, and sir, therefore 
Ye ame to blame the more, 

And nathelesse, he recketh hte 
He yeueth not now thereof a mite. 

For if he thought harme, parfaie. 

He would come and gone all daie, 

He cond himselfe not absteme, 

Now commeth he not, and that is sene, 

For he ne taketh of it no cure. 

But if it be through aventure, 

And la&se than other folke algate, 

And thou heie watchest at the gate. 

With speare in thine arest alwaie. 

There muse musard all the daie. 

Thou wakest night and day for 'thought, 
Iwis thy trauaile is for nought. 

And lelousie withouten fade. 

Shall never quit thee thy trauaile, 

And skath is, that Faire Welcoming, 
Without any trespassing. 

Shall wron^iilly in prison be, 

There weepeth and languisheth he, 

And though thou never yet iwis, 

Agiltest man no inoie but this. 

Take not a greefe it were wor^y 
To put thee out of this baily, 

And afterward in prison he. 

And fettred thee till that thou die ; 

For thou shalt for this sinne dwell 
Right in the Diuels arse of Hell, 

But if that thou repent thee : 

Maifaie, thou lyest falsely.” (Quod he) 

“ What, welcome with mischaunce now, 
Have I therefore herboured you 
To say me shame, and eke reproue. 

With sorrie happe to your behoue. 

Am I to day your herbegere 
Go herber you elsewhere than here, 

That ban a Iyer called me, 

Two tregetours art thou and he, 

That in mine house doe me this shame, 
And for my sooth^w ye me blame. 
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Is this the sermon that ye make ? 

To all the diuels I me take, 

Or else Gk)d thou me confound, 

But er men didden this castle found. 

It passed not ten dayes of twelue. 

But it was told nght to my selue, 

And ^ they sayd, right so told I, 

He kist the rose pnuily : 

'fhus sayd I now, and have sayd yore, 

I not where he did any more. 

Why should men say me such a thing. 

If it had been gabbing ^ 

Right so saide I, and woll say yet, 

I trow I lyed not of it. 

And with my bemes 1 woll blow 
To all neighbours arrow, 

How he hath both commen and gone/' 

Tho spake False Semblant right anone, 

“ All IS not gospell out of doiit. 

That men saine in the towne about, 

Lay no defe eare to my speaking, 

I swere you, sir, it is gabbing, 

I trow you wote well certainly. 

That no man loveth him tenderly. 

That sayth him harme, if he wote it, 

All be he never so poore of wit ; 

And sooth is also sikerly, 

This know ye, sir, as well as T, 

That lovers gladly woll visiten 
The places there hir loves habiten : 

This man you loveth and eke honoureth, 

This man to serve you laboureth, 

And clepeth you his freind so deere. 

And this man maketh you good cheere, 

And euene man that you meeteth, 

He you saleweth, and he you greeteth 5 
He preseth not so oft, that ye 
Ought of his comming encombred be: 

There presen other folke on you, 

Full ofter than he doeth now, 

And if bis herte him strained so 
Unto the rose for to go. 

Ye should him scene so oft need, 

That ye should take him with the deed ; 

He coud his comming not forbeare, 

Though ye him thnlled with a speare 5 
It nere not than as it is now, 

But trusteth well, I sweare it you, 

That it is dene out of his thought. 

Sir, certes he ne thinketh it nought, 

No more ne doth Faire Welcomming, 

That sore abieth all this thing : 

And if they were of one assent, 

^ull soone were the rose hent. 
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The maugre yours would be. 

“ And sir, of o thing hearkeneth me, 

Sith ye this man, tliat loveth you, 

Han sayd such harme and shame, now 
W itteth well, if he gessed it, 

Ye may well demen in your mt. 

He nolde nothing love you so, 

Ne cal leu you his friend also, 

But night and daie he woll wake, 

The castle to destroy and take, 

If it were sooth, as ye devise j 
Or some man in some manner w'ise 
Might it wame him eveiidele, 

Oi by himselfe perceive wele, 

For sith he might not come and gone 
As he was whilom wont to done, 

He might it soone wite and see. 

But now all otherwise wote hee. 

« Than have ye, sir, all vfterly 
Deserved Hell, and lollyly 
The death of Hell doubtlessc, 

That thialleu folke so guiltlesse.” 

False Semblant so prooveth this thing, 

That be can none answering, 

And geeth alwaie such apparaunce, 

That nigh he fell in repentaunce, 

And sayd him, “ Sir, it may well he^ 

Semblant, a good man seemen ye, 

And Abstinence, full wise yc seeme. 

Of o talent you both I deeme. 

What counsaile woll ye to me yeven 

“ Right here anon thou shalt be shriven 
And say thy sinne without more, 

Of this shalt thou repent sore. 

For I am priest, and have posjfce, 

To shnve folke of most dignite 
That ben as wide as world my dure^ 

Of all this world I have the cure, 

And that had yet never persoun, 

Ne vicane of no manner toun. 

And God wote I have of thee, 

A thousand times more pitee. 

Than hath thy priest parochiall 
Though l},e ,thy friend b,e qpeciall. 

“ I have aranntage, m o wise, 

That your priests be not so wise 
j Ne hadfe so lettred (as am 1 ) 

1 1 am licensed boldly, 

I In divinitie for to read, 
i And to confessen out of dread, 
j If ye woll you now confesse, 

And leave your sinnes more and lesse^ 

! Without, abode, kneele doune anon. 

And you shall have absolution.” 


HgfiE EWDETH THE EOMAUNT OF THE BOSE. 



HER^; AFTER FOLLOWETH THE 


BOOKS OF TROILUS AND CRESEIDK 


IN this excellent book is bhe^ved the fervent love of 
Troylus to Creiseid, whom he enjoyed for a time: 
and her great nntruth to him again m giving 
herself to Diomedes, veho in the end did so cast 
her off, that she came to great misery. In which 
discourse Chaucer liberally treateth of the divine 
ipurveyadce. 


The double sorrow of Troilus to tellen. 

That was kmge Pnamus sonne of Troy, 

In loving, how his aventures fellen 
From woe to wele, and after out of ioy. 

My purpose is, er that I part froy. 

Thou Thesiphone, thou helpe me for tendite 
These wofull verses, that wepen as 1 write. 

To thee I clepe, thou goddesse of tourment 
Thou cruel! furie, sorrowing ever in paine, 
Helpe me that am the sorrowfull insti ument, 
That helpeth lovers, as I can complame : 

For well sit it, the sooth for to same, 

A wofall wight to have a drery feare, 

And to a sorrowfull tale a sorie cheare. 

For I that god of loves serraunts serve, 

Ne dare to love, for mine vnlikelynesse, 

Prayen for speed, all should I therefore sterve. 
So farre am I fro his helpe in derkenesse. 

But natbelesse, if this may done gladnesse 
To any lover, and his cause availe. 

Have he my thanke, and mine be the travaile. 

But ye lovers that hathen in gladnesse. 

If any droppe of pite in you be, 

Remembxeth you of passed beavinesse 
That ye have felt, and on the adversite 
Of other folke, and thmketh how that ye 
Han felt, that Love durst you to displease, 
Else ye han won him with too great an ease. 

And prayeth for hem that been m the case 
Of Troilus, as ye may after heare. 

That he hem bring in Heaven to solace. 

And eke for me prayeth to God so deare. 

That I have might to shew in some manere, 
Such paine and woe, as Loves folke endure. 

In Troilus vnsely aventure. 

And hiddeth eke for hem that ben dispeired 
In love, that never will recovered be : 

And eke for hem that falsely ben apeired. 
Through wicked tongues, be it he or she : 
Thus biddeth God for his benignite, 

So grant hem sone out of this world to pace 
That ben dispaired out of Loves grace. 


And biddeth eke for hem that ben at ease. 
That God hem grauiit aie good perseverance. 
And send hem grace hir loves for to please, 
That it to love be worship and pleasance ; 

For so hope I my selfe best to avance 
To pray for hem, that Loves servaunts be. 
And wiite hii woe, and live in chante. 

And foi to have of hem compassioun. 

As though I were hir oame brother dere, 

Now hearkeneth with a good ententioun. 

For now well I go straight to my raatere. 

In which ye may the double sorrowes heie 
Of Troilus, in loving of Creseide, 

And how she foisoke him er that she deide. 


It is well wist, how that the Greekes strong 
In armes with a thousand shipes went 
To Troie wardes, and the citie long 
Besiegeden, nigh ten yeres ere they stent. 
And bow in divers wise, and one entent. 

The ravishing to wreake of queen Heleine, 

By Pans don, they wroughten all hir peine. 

Now fell it so, that m the toune there was 
Dwelling a lord of great authorite 
A great divine that cleped was Calcas, 

That in that science su expert was, that he 
Knew well, that Troie should destroyed be, 
By answeare of his god, that bight thus, 

Dan Phebus, or Apollo Delphicus. 

So whan this Calcus knew by calculing, 

And eke by the answeare of this god Apollq, 
That the Greekes should such a people bring, 
Thorow the which that Troy must be fordo. 
He cast anone out of the toune to goe : 

I For well he wist by soit, that Troie sholde 
Destroyed be, ye would who so or nolde. 

Wherefore he to depaiten softely, 

Tooke purpose full, this forknowing wise. 

And to the Greekes host full pnvely 
He stale anone, and they m courteous wis^ 

I Did to him both worship and servise, 

I In trust that he hath cunning hem to rede 
In every peril], which that was to dread. 

Great rumour rose, wh^n it was first espied, 
In all the toune, and openly was spoken. 

That Calcas traitour fied was and abed 
To hem of Grece ; an^ cast was to be wroken 
On him, that falsely hath his faith broken. 
And sayd, he and adl his kinne atones. 

Were worthy to be brent/ both fell aqd bond*. 
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Now had Calcas lefte m this mischaunce, 

TJnwist of this false aod wicked dede, 

A daughter, whiche was m great penaunce, 

And of her life she was full sore m drede. 

And wist ne never what best was to rede : 

And as a widdow was she, and all alone, 

And nist to whome she might make her mone* 

Creseide was this ladies name aright. 

As to my dome, in all Troies citie 
Most fairest ladie, far passing every wight 
So angellike shone her native beaute, 

That no mortall thing seemed she : 

And therewith was she so perfect a creature, 

As she had be made in scorning of nature. 

This ladie, that all day hearde at eare 
Her fathers shame, falshede, and treasoiin, 

(Full nigh out of her wit for sorrow and feaie. 

In widdowes habite large of samite broun) 

Before Hector on knees she fell adoun, 

And his mercy bad, her selfe excusing. 

With pitous voice, and tenderly weeping. 

Now was this Hector pitous of nature. 

And saw that she was sorrowfull begone, 

And that she was so faire a creature, 

Of his goodnesse he gladed her anone. 

And said : “ Let your fathers traison gone 
Forth with mischance, and ye your selfe in joy 
Dwelleth with us while you list in Tioy. 

“ And all the honour that men may do ye have, 
As ferfortU as though your father dwelt here, 

Ye shull haue, and your body sbull men save. 

As feire as I may ought enquire and here 
And she him thanked with full humble cbere. 
And ofter would, and it had been his will. 

She took her leve, went home, and held her still. 

And in her house she abode with such meine 
As till her honour nede was to hold, 

And while she was dwelling in that cite. 

She kept her estate, and of yong and old 
Full well beloved, and men well of her told : 

But whether that she children had or none, 

I rede it nat, therefore I let it gone. 

The thinges fellen as they don of werre, 
Betwixen hem of Troy and Greekes oft, 

For sometime broughten they of Troy it derre. 
And este the Greekes founden nothing soft 
The folke of Troy : and thus fortune aloft, 

And under efte gan hem to whelmen both, 

After her course, aie while that they were wroth. 

But how this tonne came to destruction, 

Ne falleth not to purpose me to tell. 

For it were a long digression 

Fro my matter, and you too long to dwell ; 

But the Troyan iestes all as they fell. 

In Omer, or in Dares, or in Dite, 

Who so that can, may reden hem as tliey wi ite. 

But though the Greekes hem of Troy in shetten, 
And hir citie besieged all about, 

Hif old usages norlde they not letten. 

As to honouren hir gods full devout, 

But aldermost in honour out of dout. 

They bad a relike hight Palladion, 

That was hir trust aboven everychoui 


And so befell, whan comeu was the time 
Of Apnll, whan clothed is the mede. 

With new grene, of lustie veer the piime, 

And witli sweet smelling floures white and lede 
In sundiie wise shewed, as I rede, 

The folke of Troie, their obseivances old, 
Palladiones feast went for to hold. 

Unto the temple in all their best wise, 

Generally there went many a wight. 

To hearken of Palladions servise, 

And namely many a lustie knight, 

And many a ladie fresh, and maiden bright, 

Full well arraied bothe most and least. 

Both for the season and the high feast. 

Among these other folke was Creseida, 

In widdowes habite blacke: bntnatheles 
Right as our first letter is now an a. 

In beautie fiist so stood she makeles. 

Her goodly looking gladed all the piees, 

Nas neuer seene thing to be praised so deiie, 
Nor under clcfude blacke so bright a steiro. 

As w'as Creseide, they sayden ever chone, 

That her bebelden in her blacke wede. 

And yet she stood full lowe and still alone 
Behinde other folke m little bread. 

And nie the dore under shames dread. 

Simple of attire, and debonaiie of chere^ 

I With full assured looking and mancrc. 

This Troilus, as he was wont to guide 
Bis yonge knightes, lad hem up and dounc^ 

In tbilke large temple on every side, 

Beholding aie the ladies of the toune. 

Now here now there, for no devotioune 
Had he to none, to reven him his rest. 

But gan to praise and lacke whome he lest. 

And in his walk full fast he gan to waiten. 

If knight or squier of his campanie, 

Gan for to sike, or let his eyeu baiten 
On any woman, that he coud espie. 

He would smile, and hold it a follie, 

And say hem thus : O Loid she sleepeth soft 
For love of thee, whan thou turnest full oft. 

“ I have heard tell pardieux of j'our living. 

Ye loveis, and eke your lewed observances. 

And which a labour folke have m winning 
Of love, and in keeping such duutaunces, 

And whan your pray is lost, wo and penaunces v 
O, very fooles, blinde and nice be ye, 

There is not one can ware by another be.” 

And with that word he gan cast up the brow, 
Ascaunces, lo, is this not well ispoken, 

At which the god of love gan looken low, 

Right for dispite, and sbope him to be wroken^ 
He kidde anone his bowe was not broken: 

For sodainly he hitte him at the full, 

And yet as proude a peapocke gan he pull. 

O blinde world, o blind eqtention. 

How often falleth all the effect contr?iire 
Of sequedne and foul e presumption. 

For caught is proud, and caught is debonaire: 
This Troilus is clomben on the stairs 
And little weneth that he mote d^cenden, 
j But all day it falleth that Iboles wendep. 
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As proud Bayard beginneth foi to sfeippe 1 

Out of the vrsy, so pncketh him his come, 

Till he a lash have of the longe whippe, 

Than thioketh he, Tho I praunce all beforn ] 
First in the traise, full fat and new ishorne. 

Yet am I but an horse, and horses law 
I must endure, and with my feeres draw.” 

So fared it by this fiers and proud knight, 

Though he a worthy kinges sonne were. 

And wende nothing had had suche might, 

Ayenst his will, that should his herte stere. 

Yet with a looke his herte woxe on fire. 

That he that now was most in pride above, 

Woxe sodainly most subject unto love. 

Forthy ensample taketh of this man. 

Ye wise, proud, 2 md worthy folkes all, 

To scomeut Love, which that so soone can 
The freedome of your hertes to him thrall, 

For ever it was, and ever it be shall, 

That Ix)ve is he that all thinges may bind, 

For no man may fordo the law of kind. 

That this be sooth hath preved and doth yet. 

For this (I trowe) ye know all and some, 

Men reden not that folke han gi eater wit 
Than they that ham ben most with love inome. 

And strengest folk been theiewith overcome, 

The worthyest and greatest of degree, 

This was and is, and yet man shall it see. 

And tmeliche that sitte well to be so, 

For alderwisest han therewith ben pleased, 

And they that han ben aldermost in wo, 

With love han ben comforted and most eased, 

And oft it hath the cruell herte appeased, 

And worthv-folke made worthier of name, 

And causeth most to dreden vice and shame. 

Now sith it may nat goodly be withstond. 

And is a thing so vertuous and kind, 

Eefuseth nought to Love for to ben bond, 

Sith as him selven list be may you bind ; 

The yerde is bette that bowen woll and wind 
Than that that brest, and therefore I you rede, 
Now foUoweth him, that so well can you lede. 

Bnt for to tellen forth in special 1. 

As of this kinges sonn^ of which I told. 

And leven other thing collaterall. 

Of him thinkc T my tale forth to hold, 

Both of his joy, and of his cares cold, 

And his werke, as touching this matere. 

For I it gan, I woll thereto refere. 

Within the temple be went him forth playing 
This Tcoilus, of every wight about, 

Now on this lady, and now on that looking, 

"Where so she were of toune, or of without : 

And upon case befell, that through a rout 
His eye peirced, and so deepe it went 
Till on Creseide it smote, and there it stent. 

And sodainely for wonder wext astoqed. 

And gan her bet behold in thrifty wise: 

« O very God,” thought he, wher hast thou woned. 
That art "So faire and gopdly fo devise 
Therewith his beite gan tp spread and rise. 

And softe sighed, le^st men might him here, 

And caught ayen hL firste playing chere. 


She nas nat with the most of her statufe^ 

But all her hmmes so well answeanng 
Weren to womanhood, that creature 
Was never lasse mannish in seeming. 

And eke the pure wise of her meaning 
Shewed well, that men might in her gesse 
Honour, estate, and womanly noblesse. 

Tho Troilus, right wonder well withall, 

Gan for to like her meaning and her chere, 

Which somdele deignous was, for she let fall 
Her looke a little aside, m such manere 
Ascaunces, what may I not stonden here, 

And after that her looking gan she light. 

That never thought him seen so good a sight. 

And of her looke in him there to quicken 
So great desire, and such affection, 

That in his hertes boftome gan to sticken 
Of her his fixe, and deepe impression : 

And though he earst had pored vp and dourr, 
Than was he glad his homes in to shrink e, 
Unnethes wist he how to looke or winke. 

Lo, he that lete him selven so cunning. 

And scorned hem that loves pames dnen, 

Was full vnware that Love had his dwelling 
Within the subtiil stieames of her eyen. 

That sodainely him thought he felte dyen. 

Right with her looke, the spirite in bis herte, 
Blessed be Love, that thus can folke convert. 

She thus in blacke, liking to Troilus, 

Over all thing he stood for to behold : 

But his desire, ne wherefoie he stood thus, 

He neither chere made, ne woid theieof told, 
But from a feire, his manner foi to hold. 

On othei thing sometime his looke he cast. 

And ett on hei, while that the service last : 

And aftei this, nat fullish all awhaped. 

Out of the temple eselich he went, 

Bepentiiig him that ever he had laped 
Of Loves folke, least fully the discent 
Of scome fill on hhnselfe, but what he ment, 
IjCdSt It were wist on any manner side, 

His woe he gan disslmulen and hide. 

Whan he was fix> the temple thus departeff. 

He straight anone unto his pall'aice turaeth, 
Right with her loke through shotten and darted. 
All fameth he in lust that he soiourneth, 

And all his chere and speech also he bumeth, 
And aie of Loves servaunts every while 
Him selfe to wrie, at hem he gan to smile. 

And saied, Loid, so they live all in lust 
Ye loveis, for the cunningest of you, 

That servest most ententifelich and best 
Him tite as often harme thereof as prow, 

Your hire is quit ayen, ye, God wote hoW, 

Not well for well, but scoine for good servise. 

In faith youi order is ruled in good wise. 

In no certaine been your observaunces, 

But it onely a sely few points be, 

Ne nothing asketh so great attendaunces, 

As doth your laie, and that know all ye : 

But that is not the worst, as mote I the, 

: But told T you the worst point, I leve. 

All sayd I sooth, ye wouldeii at me greve. 
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But take this : that ye loveis oft eschew. 

Or else done of good entention, 

Full oft thy ladie well it misse constiew, 

And deezno It harme in her opinion, 

And yet if she for other encheson 
Be wroth, than shalt thou have a groin anon : 
Lord, well is him that may been of you one.*^ 

But for all this, whan that he seeth his time 
He held his peace, none othei bote him gained. 
For Love began his featheis so to lime. 

That well vnneth vnto his folke he famed, 

That other biisie needes him distrained, 

So woe was him, that what to done he nist, 

But bad his folke to gon wheie as hem list. 

And whan that be m chamber was alone. 

He doune vpon his beddes feet him set. 

And first he gan to sike, and eft to gione, 

And thought aie on her so Withouten lot, 

That as he Sate sLnd woke, his spirit met 
That he her saw and temple, and all the wise- 
Right of her looke, and gan it new avise. 

Thus gan he make a mirrour of his mind, 

In which he saw all wholy her figure, 

And that he well coud in his herte find 
It was to him a right good aventure 
To love such one, and if he did his cure 
To serven her, yet might he fall m grace. 

Or else, for one of her servantes pace. 

Imagining, that travaile nor grame 
Ne might for so goodly one be lorne 
As she, ne him for his desire no shame 
All were it wist, but in pnse and vp borne 
Of all lovers, well more than beforne. 

Thus argumented he, m his ginning. 

Full vnavised of his wo commmg. 

Thus took he purpose Loves craft to sewb 
And thought he would worken pnvily 
First for to hide his desire in mewe 
From everie wight ibome, all overly, 

But he might ought recoveied been thereby, 
Remembring him, that love too wide iblowe 
Yelt bitter fruite, though sweet seed be sowe. 

And over all this, full mokell more he thought 
What for to speake, and what to holden mne 
And what to alien, er to love he sought, 

And on a song anone right to beginne, 

And gan loude on his sorrow for to wmne: 

For ishth good hope he gan fully assent, 
Creseide for to love, and nought repent. 

And of his song not onely his sentence. 

As wnte mine aiithour called Lolius, 

But plainely save our tongues difference, 

I dare well say, in all that TroUns 
Sayed m his song, lo every word right thuk, 

As I shall saine, and who so list it heare 
Lo tins next verse, he may it finde there. 

THfi SO'NO OF TROILUS. 

** If no love is, O God, what feele I so ? 

And if love is, what thing and which is he ? 

If love be good, from whence cometh my wo ? 

If it be wicke, a wonder tbmketh me. 

Whan every torment and adversite 

That cometh of him, may to me savery think : 

For aie thurst I the more that iche it drinke. 


9,3 i 

“ And if that at mine owne lust I brenne, 

From whence cometh my wailing and my plaint ; 
If harme agree me, hereto plaine I thenne, 

I not, ne m hy unwery that T feint. 

O qu’cke death, o s^eete harme so queint, 

How may of thee in me be such quantite, 

But if that I consent that it so be ? 

“ And if that I consent, I wrongfully 
Com plaine iwis • thus possed to and fro, 

All sterelesse within a bote am I 
Amidde the sea, atwixen windes two. 

That m contiary stonden ever mo. 

Alas, what is this wonder maladie ^ 

For heat of cold, for cold of heat I die.’* 

And to the god of love thus sayed he 
With pitous voice, “ O lord, now yours is 
My spiiite, which that oughten yours to be, 

You thank I, lord, that han me brought to thiS' 
But whether goddesse or woman iwis 
She be, I not, which that ye do me serve, 

But as her man I woll aie live and ster\ e. 

“ Ye stonden in her eyen mightily. 

As m a place to your vertue digne : 

Wherefore, lord, if my servise or I 
May liken you, so beth to me benigne. 

For mine estate loyall here I resigne 
Into her honde, and with full humble cheer. 
Become her man, as to my lady dere.'* 

In him ne deigned to sparen blood royal I 
The fire of love, where fro God me blesse, 

Ne him forbare in no degree, for all 
His vertue, or his excellent prowesse, 

But held him as his thrall lowe in distresses 
And brend him so in sundry wise aie newe/ 

That sixty times a day he lost his hewe. 

So muchfell day fro day his owne thought 
For lust to her gan quicken and encrease. 

That everiche other charge he set at nought. 

For thy full oft, his hot fire to cease, 

To seen her goodly looke he gan to prease, 

For thereby to ben eased well he wend. 

And aie the nere he was, the more he biend. 

For aie the nere the fire the hotter is, 

This (trow 1) knoweth all this companie : 

But were he ferre or nere, I dare say this. 

By night or day, for wisedome or fotJic, 

His herte, which that is his brestes eie. 

Was aie on her, that fairer was to seene 
Than ever was Helein, or Polixene. 

Eke of the day there passed not an hour, 

Tliat to himselfe a thousand times he sayd, 

God goodly, to whome I serve and labour 
As I best can, now would to God Creseide 
Ye woulden on me rue, er that I deide: 

My dere herte alas, mine hele and my hew. 

And life is lost, but ye woll on me rew.*’ 

All other dredes weren from him fled. 

Both of tbassiege, and his salvation, 

Ne in desire none other founes bred. 

But arguments to his conclusion. 

That she on him would have compassion 
And he to ben her man, while he may dui%, 

Lo here his life, and from his death cuie 
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The sharpe showers fell of armes preve 
That Hector or his other brethren didden 
Ne made him onely therefore ones meve, 

And yet was he, where so men went or nddien, 
Found one the best, and lengest time abiden 
There penll was, and eke did such travaile 
In armes, that to tbinke it was a marvaile. 

But for none hate he to the Greekes had, 

Ne also for the rescous of the toun, 

Ne made him thus m armes for to mad. 

But onely lo, for this conclusioun. 

To liken her the bet for his reuoun : 

Fro day to day in armes so he sped, 

That all the Greekes as the death him drecL 

And fro this forth tho reft him love his slepe 
And made his meate his foe, and eke his sorrow 
Gan multiply, that who so tooke keepe, 

It shewed m his hew both even and morow : 
Therefore a title he gan him for to borow 
Of other sickenesse, least men of him wend 
That the hot fire of love him bread. 

And sayd he had a fever, and fared amis, 

But weie it certaine I cannot sey 
If that his lady understood not this 
Or fained her she nist, one of the twey : 

But well rede I, that by no manner wey 
Ne seemed it that she on him rought, 

Oi of his paine, what so ever he thought. 

But than felt this Trod us suche wo 
That he was welnigh wood, for aie his diede 
Was this, that she some wight loved so. 

That never of him she would han take heed : 

For which him thought he felt his herte bleed, 

Ne of his woe ne durst he nought begin 
To telleu her, for all this world to win. 

But whan he had a space left from hiS care, 

Thus to himselfe full oft he gan to plaine : 

He sayd, “ O foole, now art thou in the snare. 
That whilom yapedest at lovers p^ain : 

Now art thou hent, now gnaw thme owne chain 5 
Thou wert aie woned ech lover reprehend 
Of thing fro which thou canst not thee defend. 

What woll now every lover saine of thee, 

If this be wist ? But ever in thine absence 
Laughen in scorn, and saine, la there goeth he 
That IS the man of greate sapience,- 
That held us lovere least in reveience : 

Now thanked be God, he may gon on that dauiice 
Of hem that Love list feebly avauiice. 

But o, thou wofull Troilus, God would, 

(Sith thou must loven, through thy destine) 

That thou beset wer of soch one, that should 
Know all thy wo, all Is^cked her pitee : 

But all too cold in love towards thee 
Thy ladle is, as frost in winter Moone, 

And thou fordo, as snow in fire is soone. 

“ God would I were arrived in the port 
Of death, to which my sorow woll me ledfe: 

Ah lord, to me it were a great comfort, 

Than were I i^uite of languishing in drede: 

For by my hidde sorrow iblowe m brede, 

T shall beiaped been a thousand time, ' ' - 
More than that foole, of whose folly men rime. 


But now help God, and ye my sweet, for whom 
I plaine, icought ye never wight so fast: 

O mercie, deare herte, and helpe me from 
The death, for I, while that my life may last. 
More than my selfe woll love you to my last. 

And with some firendly look gladeth me swete, 
Though never more thing ye to me behete,” 

These wordes, and full many another mo 
He spake, and called ever in his compleint 
Her name, for to tellen her his wo. 

Till nigh that he in salte teares was dreint, 

All was for nought, she heard nat bis pleint : 

And whan that he bethought on that follie, 

A thousand fold his woe gan nlultiplie. 

Bewailing in his chamber thus alone, 

A friend of his, that called was Pandare, 

Came ones m unware, and heard him grone. 

And saw his friend m such distressc and care : 

“ Alas,” (quod he) who causeth all this fare ? 

0 mercy God, what unbappe may this mene ? 
Han now thus sone the Greeks made you lene ^ 

‘‘ Or hast thou some remorse of conscience^ 

And art now fall m some devotion. 

And wailest for thy sinne and thine offence. 

And hast for ferde cought contrition ? 

God save hem, that besieged han our tonn. 

That so cau laie our iollitie on preSse, 

And bring our lustie folke to holynesse.'* 

These wordes said he for the nones all, (maken, 
'fhat with such thing he might him angry 
And with his anger done his soirow foil, 

As for a time, and his courage awaken : 

But well wist he, as far as tongfues speaken. 
There uas a man of greater hardinebse 
Than he, ne more desired worthmesse. 

“ What cas,” (quod Troilus) “ or what aventure 
Hath guided thee to seen me languishing, 

That am refuse of everie creature > 

But for the love of God, at me praying 
Goe hence away, for certes my dying 
Woll thee disease, and I mote nedes deie, 
Therefoie goe way, there nis no moie to seie. 

“ But if thou wene, I be thus sick for drede. 

It is not so, and therefore scome nought : 

There is an other thing I take of hede, 

Welmore than ought the Giekes han yet wroughi 
Which cause is of my detli for sorow and thought 
But though that I now tell it thee ne lest. 

Be thou not wioth, I hide it for the best.” 

This Pandare, that nigh malt for wo and routh. 
Full often sayed, “ Alas, what may this be ? 

“ Nowfnend,” (quod he) “ if ever love or trouth 
Hath been er this betwixeu thee and me, 

Ne doe thou never such a cruelte, 

To hiden fro thy friend so great a care, 

Wost thou not well that I am Pandare ? 

“ I woll paiten with thee all thy paine, 

If It so be I doe thee no comfort, 

As it IS fnendes tight, sooth for to saine. 

To enterparten woe, as glad disport 

1 have and shall, for true or false report, 

In Wrong and right iloved thee all my live> 

Hide not thy woe fro ine, but tell it blive.’^ 
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Than gan this sorroi^foll Troiliis to sike, 

And sayd him thus, “ God leve it be my best 
To tellen thee, for sith it may thee like. 

Yet woll I tell it, though my herte bre^ 

And well wote I, thou maiest do me no rest, 

But least thou deeme I trust not to thee 
Now hearke friend, foi thus it stanl with me. 

‘‘ Love, ayenst the which who so defendeth 
Him selven most, him aid ei lest availetb, 

With dispaire so sorrowfully me offendeth 
That straight vnto the death my herte faileth : 
Thereto desire, so brenningly me assaileth, 

That to been slaine, it were a greater loy 
To me, than king of Grcce be and of Troy, 

“ Suffiseth this, my full fnende Pandare, 

That I have said, for now wotest thou my wo : 

And for the love of God my colde care 
So hide it well, 1 told it never to mo : 

For harmes tnighten foDowen mo than two 
If it were wist, but be thou m gladnesse, 

And let me sterve unknowne of my distiesse.” 

How hast thou thus unkindly and long 
Hid this fro me, thou fool (quod Pandarus) 

** Peraventure thou maist after such one long, 
That mine avise anone may helpen vs 
“ This were a wonder thing,” (quod Troilus) 

“ Thou couldest never in love thy selfen wisse, 
How divell maiest thou bringeu me to bhsse.’* 

“ Ye Troilus, now hearken,” (quod Pandare) 

“ Though I he nice, it happeth often so, 

That one that of axes doeth full evil fare. 

By good counsail can keep his frend ther fro : 

I have my selfe seen a blinde man go 
Theie as he fell, that could lookeu wide> 

A foole may eke a wise man oft guide. 

“ A whetstone is no carving instrument. 

But yet it maketh sharpe kerving tolls, 

And after thou wost that 1 have aught miswent, 
Eschue thou that, for such thing to schole is. 
Thus often wise men bewaren by foolis : 

If thou so doe, thy wit is well bewared, 

By his contrarie is evene thing declared. 

“ For how might ever sweetnesse have be know 
To him, that never tasted bittemesse ? 

No manne wot what gladnesse is I trow. 

That never was in sorrow, or some distresse : 

Eke white by blacke, by shame eke worthines, 
Each set by other, more for other seemeth. 

As men may seen, and so the wise it deemetb. 

“ Sith thus of two contraries is o lore, 

I that have m love so oft assayed 
Greuaunces, ought connen well the more 
Counsailen ihee of that thou art dismayed. 

And eke the ne ought not been euill apaied, 
Though I desiie with thee for to beare 
Thine heauie charge, it shall thee lasse deare. 

“ I wote well that it feied thus by me. 

As to thy brother Paris, an hierdesse, 

Which that loleped was Benone, 

Wrote in a complaint of her beauinesse : 

Ye saw the letter that she wiote I gesse.” 

Nay never yet iwis,” (quod Troilus.) 

** Now” (quod Pandare) “ hearkeneth. it was thus : 


‘Phebus, that first found art of medicine,* 
(Quod she) ‘ and coud in euerie wightes care 
Beniedie and rede, by herbes he knew fine. 

Yet to bimselfe his cunning was full bare. 

For love bad him so bounden in a snare. 

All for the daughter of king Admete, 

Tliat all his ciaft ne coud his sorrow bete.* 

Right so fare I, unhappie for me, 

I love one best, and that me smerteth sore : 

And yet peradventure I pan reden thee 
And nat my selfe i repreue me no more, 

I have no cause I wote well for to sore. 

As doeth an bauke, that fisteth for to play, 

' But to thine helpe, yet somewhat can 1 say. 

. “ And of o thing, right siker mayest thou be, 

, That certaine for to dyen in the paine 
[ That I shall never mo discover thee, 

I Ne by my trouth, I keepe nat to restraine 
j Thee fio thy love, although it were Helleine, 
That is thy brothers wife, if iche it wist, 

I Be what she be, and love her as thee list. 

' “ Therefore as friendfullich in me assure, 

. And tell me platte, what is thine encheson, 

. And final 1 cause of woe, that ye endure : 

, For doubteth nothing, mine entention 
i Nas not to you of reprehension 
To speake, as now, for no wight may bereue 
A man to love, till that him list to leue. 

“ And weteth well, that both two been vicis, 
Mistrusten all, or else all beleue : 

But well I wote, the meane of it no vice is. 

As for to trusten some wight is a preue 
Of trouth, and forthy would I fame remeue 
Thy wrong conceit, and do the some wight trust 
Thy woe to tell : and tell me if thou lust. 

“ The wise eke saytb, woe him that is alone. 
For and he fall, he hath none helpe to rise : 

And sith thou bast a fellow, tell thy mone. 

For this nis nought certaine the next wise 
To winnen love, as teacben vs the wise. 

To wallow and weep, as Niobe the queene, 
Whose teares yet in marble been iseene. 

Let be thy weeping, and thy dreiinesse, 

And let vs lesen woe with other speech. 

So may thy wofull time seeme the lesse j 
Delighte nought in woe, thy woe to seech. 

As doen these fooles, that hir sorrowes eche 
With sorrowe, whan they ban misaventure. 

And lusten nought to sechen other cure. 

" Men saine, to wretch is consolation 
To have another fellow in his paine : 

That ought well been, our opinion, 

For bothe thou and I of love doe plaiue, 

So full of sorrow am I, sooth to saine, 

That certainly, as now no more hard grace 
May sit on me, for why, there is no space. 

« If God woll, thou art nought agast of me, 
Least I would of thy ladie thee beguile : 

Thou wost thy selfe, whom that I love parde 
As I best can, gone sithen longe while. 

And sithen thou wost, I doe it for no wile. 

And sith I am he, that thou trusteth most. 

Tell me soinwhat, since adl my wee thou wost 
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Yet Troilus, for all this no word i>aid, 

But long he laie still, as he dead 'were, 

And after this, with siking he abraid. 

And to Pandarus voice he lent his eare. 

And vp his eyen cast he : and than in feare 
Was Pandarus least that in frenseye, 

He should either fall or else soone deye. 

And sayd, “ Awake,” full wonderlich and sharpe. 
“ What slumbrest thon, as in a litergie ? 

Or art thou like an asse to the harpe, 

That heareth sound, whan men the stringes ply, 
But in his mmd, of that no melodie 
May sinke him to gladen, for that he 
So dull is, in his beastialite ?” 

And with this Pandare of his wordes stent : 

But Troilus to him nothing answerde. 

For why, to tell was nought his entent 
Never to no man, for whome that he so ferde: 

For it is sayd, men maken oft a yerde 
With which the maker is himselfe ibeten 
Tn sundne manner, as these wise men treten. 

And namelicbe m his counsaile telling. 

That toucheth love, that ought been secre : 

For of himselfe it woll mough out spring 
But if that it the bet gouemed be. 

Eke sometime it is craft to seeme flee 
Fro thing which m effect men hunten fast : 

All this gan Troilus m his herte cast. 

But natheles, whan he had heard him crie, 

Awake be gan, and sike wonder sore : 

And sayd, “ My friende, though that I still lie, 

I am not deefe, now peace and cne no more : 

For I have heard thy wordes and thy lore. 

But suffer me my fortune to bewailen, 

For thy proverbes may nought me availen. 

Nor other cure canst thou none for me. 

Eke I mil not been cured, I woll die ; 

What know I of the queene Niobe ? 

Let be thine old ensamples, I thee prey.” 

No fneiid,” (quod Pandarus) ** therfore I sey, 
Such IS delight of fooles to beweepe 
Hir woe, but to seeken bote they ne keepe. 

« Now know I that reason in thee faileth : 

But tell me, if I wiste what she were 
For whome that thee all misaventuie aileth, 

Hurste thou that I told it in her eare 
Thy woe, sith thou daist not thy self for fear, 

And her besought on thee to ban some routh 
Why, nay,” (quod he) “ by God and by my trouth.” 

“ What, not as busily” (quod Pandarus) 

As though mine owne life lay in this need 
“ Why, no parde, sir,” (quod this Troilus.) [speed.” 
“ And why “ For that thou shouldest never 
Wost thou that well — “Ye, that isout of dreed,” 
(Quod Troilus) “ for all that ever ye conne, 

She woll to no such wretch as I be wonne.” 

(Quod Pandarus) “ Alas what may this be, 

That thou dispaiied art, thus causelesse ? 

What, liveth nat thy ladie, benedicite ? 

How wost thou so, that thou art gracelesse > 

Such evill IS not alway botelesse : 

Wl^y, put not thus impossible thy cure, 

Sith thing to’ com - is oft in aventure. 


“ I graunt weil that thou endurest wtf. 

As sharpe as doth he Tesiphus in Hell, 

Whose stomacke fonles tiren evermo. 

That highten vultures, as bookes tell : 

But I may not endure that thou dwell 
In so unskilfull an opinion, 

That of thy woe ms no cuiation. 

“ But ortes mil thou, for thy toward herte, 

And for thine yre, and foolish wilfulnesse. 

For wantrust tellen of thy sorrowes smert, 

Ne to thine owne helpe do businesse. 

As much as speake a word, yea more or lesse,' 
But lyest as he that of life nothing retch. 

What woman living coud love such a wretch ? 

“ What may she demen other of thy death. 

If thou thus die, and she not why it is. 

But that for feare, is yolden vp thy breath', 

For Greekes ban besieged vs iwis ^ 

Loid, which a thank shalt thou have than of this 
Thus woll she same, and all the toun atones, 

The -wretch is deed, the divel have his bones. 

“ Thou mayest alone here weepe, cry, and knele, 
And love a woman that she wote it nought. 

And she will quite it that thou shalt not feel : 
Unknow vnkist, and lost that is vnsought. 

What, many a man hath love full dere ibought 
Tweutie winter that his ladie ne wist, 

That never yet his ladies mouth he kist. 

“ What, should he therfore fallen in dispaii ^ 

Or be receaunt for his owne tene, 

Or slame himselfe, all be bis ladie faire ? 

Nay, nay : but ever in one be fresh and green. 

To seive and love his dere hertes queen. 

And thinke it is a gueidone her to serve 
A thousand part more than he can deserve.” 

And of that worde tooke heede Troilus, 

And thought anon, what folly be was in, 

And how that sooth him sayed Pandarus, 

That for to slaien himselfe, might he not wiii. 

But both doen -VTimanhood and a sinne 
And of his death his ladie nought to wite, 

For of his woe, God wote she knew full lite. 

And with that thought, he gan full sore sike, 

And sayd, “ Alas, what is me best to doe ? ” 

To whome Pandare sayed, “ If thee it like. 

The best is, that thou telle me thy woe. 

And have my trouth, but if thou finde it so 
I be thy boote, or it been full long, 

To peeces doe me drawe, and sithen hong.” 

“ Yea, so sayest thou,” (quod Troilus) “ alas. 

But God wote it is nought the rather so . 

Full hard it were to helpen in this caas, 

For well finde I, that Fortune is my fo : 

Ne all the men that ride con or go, 

May of her crnell whele the harme withstonfl, 

For as her list, she playeth with free and bond.” 

(Quod Pandarus) “ Than blamest thou Fortune, 
For thou art wroth, ye now at earst I see, 

Wost thou not well that Fortune is commune- 
To everie manner wi^ht, in some degree ? 

And yet’thou hast this comfort, lo parde. 

That as her ioyes moten overgone, 

So mote her sonrowes passen evenchone. 
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** l^or if her whele stmt ar^p- thing to toume. 

Than cesseth she Fortune anone to be : 

Now sith her whele by no way may soiourn, 

■^^Tiat wost thou of her mutabihtie ? 

Whether as thy self lust she woll don by thee, 

Oi that she be noUght ferte fro thine helping, 
Peraventure thou hast cause for to sing. 

And therfore wost thou what I thee beseech } 

Let be thy woe, and toummg to the ground : 

For who so list have healing of his leech. 

To him behooveth first vnwiie his wound : 

To Cerberus m Hell aie be I bound, 

Wer it for my suster all thy sorrow, 

By my will she should be thine to morrow. 

“ Looke vp, I say, and tell me what she is 
Anone, that I may gone about tby need : 

Know ich her aught, for my love tell me this ; 
Than would I hope rather for to speed.” 

Tho gan the veine of Troilus to bleed, 

For he was hit, and woxe all redde for shame, 

“ Aha,” (quod Paudare) “ here beginneth game.” 

And with that word, he gan him for to shake, 

And sayd him thus, “ Thou shalt her name tell 
But tho gan sely Troilus for to quake, 

As though men should ban had him into Hell, 
And'sayed, “ Alas, of all my woe the well, 

Than is my sweete foe called Creseide,” 

And well nigh with that word for feare he deide. 

And whan that Pandare herd her name neven. 
Lord, he was glad, and saied, “ Friend so deere, 
Now fare a nght, for Joves name m Heaven, 

Love hath beset thee well, be of good cheere, 

For of good name, and wisdom, and manere 
She hath mough, and eke of gentlenesse : 

If she be faire, thou wost thy selfe, I gesse. 

“ Ne never seie I a zpore bounteous 
Of her estate, ne a gladder: ne of speech 
A fnendlyer, ne more gracious 
For to doe well, ne lasse had ned to seech 
What for to doen, and all this bet to ech 
In honour to as farre as she may stretch ; 

A kmges herte seemeth by hers a wretch. 

“ And forthy, look of good comfort thou be : 

For certainely the first point is this 
Of noble courage, and well ordaine the 
A man to have peace with himselfe iwis : 

So oughtest thou, for nought but good it is, 

To loven well, and m a worthy place, 

Thee ought not clepe it happe, but grace. 

“ And also thinke, and therewith glad thee, 

That sith the ladie vertuous is all, 

So followeth it, that there is some pitee 
Amonges all these other m generall, 

And for they see that thou m speciall 
Require nought, that is ayen her name, 

For vertue stiretcheth not himself to shame, 

“ But well is me, that ever I was born, 

That thou beset art in so good a place ; 

For by my trouth in love I durst have sworn, 

Thee should never have tidde so fair a grace. 

And wost thou why ? for thou were wont to chace 
At Love m scorae, and for dispite him call 
Saint Idiote, lord of these fooles all. 


“ How often hast thou made thy nice yapes. 

And saied, that Loves servannts overichone 
Of nicete ben vene goddes apes. 

And some would monche hir meat all alone, 
Ligging a bed, and make hem for to grone, 

And some thou saidest had a blaunch fcvere. 

And praidest God, they should never kevere. 

“ And some of hem took on hem for the cold. 

More than mough, so saydest thon full oft: 

And some han famed oft time and told, 

How that they waken, whan they sleepe soft. 

And thus they would have set hem self a loft. 

And nathelesse were vnder at the last. 

Thus saydest thou, and yapedest full fast. 

“ Yet saydest thou, that for the more part 
These lovers would speake in generall. 

And thoiighten it was a siker art. 

For failing, for to assay en over all : 

Now may 1 yape of thee, if that I shall ; 

But nathelesse, though that I should dele, 

Tliou art none of tho, I dare well seie. 

“ Now bete tby brest, and say to god of love, 

‘ Thy grace, lord, for now I me repent 
If [ misspake, for now my selfe, I love 
Thus say with all thine herte, in good entent*^’ 
(Quod Troilus) “ Ah lord, I me consent. 

And pray to thee, my yapes thou foryeve. 

And I shall never more while I live.^’ 

“ Thou sayst wel,” (quod Pandare) “ and now I hope 
That thou the goddes wrath bast all appeased : 
And sith thou hast wepten many a drop, 

And saied such thing wherwitb thy god is plesed^ 
Now would never god, but thou were eased : 

And think well she, of whom rest all th 5 '’ wo. 

Here after may thy comfoit been also. 

“ For thilke ground, that beareth the wedes wickj 
Beareth eke these holsome herbes, as full oft 
Next the foule nettle, rough and thick. 

The rose wexeth, soote, smooth, and soft. 

And next the valey is the bill a loft. 

And next the derke night the glad morowe, 

And also ioy is next the fine of sorrow. 

" Now looke that attempre be thy bridell, 

And for the best aie suffer to the tide, 

Or else all our labour is on idell. 

He hasteth well, that wisely can abide ; 

Be diligent and true, and aie well hide. 

Be lustie, free, persever in thy seivise. 

And all is well, if thou worke in this wise 

“ But he that departed is in ererie place 
Is no where hole, as writcn clerkes wise : 

What wonder is, if such one have no grace ^ 

Eke wost thou how it fareth of some service. 

As plant a tree or herbe, m sondne wise. 

And on the morrow pull it vp as blive. 

No wonder is, though it may never thrive. 

“ And Sith the god of love hath thee bestowei 
In place digne vnto thy worthinesse, 

Stonde fast, for to good port hast thou rowed 
And of thy selfe, for any heavinesse, 

Hope alwaie well, for but if drerinesse 
Or over hast .both our labour shend, 

I hope of this to roaken a good end- 
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“ And vost tbou why, I am the lasse afeied 
Of this matter with my nece to trete ? 

For this have I heard say of wise lered, 

Was never man or woman yet beyete, 

That was vnapt to suffer loves hete , 

Celestiall, or eles love of kind : 

Forthy, some grace I hope in her to find. 

“ And for to speake of her in speciall. 

Her beautie to bethmken, and her youth, 

It sit her nought, to been celestiall 

As yet, though that her list bothe and kouth ; 

And truely it sit her well right nouth 
A worthy knight to loven and chence, 

And but she doe, I hold it for a vice. 

“ Wherefore I am, and well be aye ready 
To pame me to doe you this service, 

For both you to please, this hope 1 
Here after, for that ye been both wise. 

And con counsaile keepe in such a wise, 

That no man shall the wiser of it bee, 

And so we male ben gladded all three, 

“ And by my trouth I have right now of thee 
A good conceit, in my wit as I gesse : 

And what it is, I woll now that thou see, 

I thinke that sith Love of his goodnesse 
Hath thee conuerted out of wickednesse. 

That thou shalt been the beste post, 1 leue. 

Of all his lay, and most his foes greue. 

1 

Ensample why, see now these great clerkes, 

That erren aldeimost ayen a law, 

And ben conuerted from hir wicked werkes 
Throgh grace of God, that lest hem to withdraw : 
They ame the folke that han God most in aw, 

And strengest faithed been, I vnderstond. 

And con an errour alder best withstond.*' 

Whan Troilus had herd Pandare assented 
To ben his heipe in loving of Creseide, 

He wext of his wo, as who saith vnturmented, 

But hotter wext his love, and than he said 
With sober chere, as though his herte plaid : 

** Now bhsfuU Uenus heipe, ere that I sterue. 

Of thee Pandare I mow some thank deserue. 

But dere friend, how shall my wo bje lesse. 

Till this be done ^ and good eke tell me this. 

How wilt thou same of me and my distresse. 

Least she be wroth, this drede I most iwis, 

Or woll not heren all, how it is, 

All this drede T, and eke for the manere 
Of thee her Erne, she mil no such thing here.’* 

(Quod Pandarus) “ Thou hast a full great care, 
Lest the chorle may fall out of the Moonc : 

Why, lord i I hate of thee the nice fare. 

Why entremete of that thou hast to doone^ 

For Godes love, I bid thee a boone; 

So let me alone, and it shall be thy best.^' [lest. 
« Why frend” (quod he) “ than done right as thee 

** But herke Pandare o word, for I noldc, 

That thou in me wendest so gieat foihe. 

That to my lady I desiieu should, 

That toucheth harme, or any villanie: 

For dredelesse me were leuer to die. 


Than she of me ought eles vndei stood. 

But that, that might sownen into good/* 

Tho lough this Pandarus, and anon answerd : 

“ And I thy borow, fie no wight doth but so, 

I raught not though she stoode and herd, 

How that thou saiest, but farwell, I woll go : 

Adieu, be glad, God speed vs bothe two, 

Yeue me this labour and this businesse. 

And of my speed be thine all the sweetnesse.*' 

Tho Troilus gan doune on knees to fall, 

And Pandare m his armes bent him fast, 

And saide, ** Now fie on the Greekes all : 

Yet parde, God shall helpen at the last, 

And dredelesse, if that my life may last, 

And God tofome, lo some of hem shall smertc, 
i And yet me a thmketh that this auaunt masterte. 

I 

And now Pandare, I can no more say, 

Thou wise, thou wost, thou maist, thou art all : 

My life, my death, hole m thme bond I lay,” 
Heipe me now,” (quod he.) Yes by my throutk 
I shal.” 

« God yeeld thee fiiend, and this in speciall” 
(Quod Troilus) “ that thou me recommaund 
To her that may me to the death commaund." 

This Pandarus tho, desirous to serve 
His full frende, he said m this manere : 

“ Farewell, and thinke I woll thy thanke deserve- 
Have here my trouth, and that thou shalt here,*^ 
And went his way, thinking on this matere, 

And how he best might beseechen her of grace. 
And find a time thereto and a place. 

For every wight that hath a house to found, 

He reuneth nat the werke for to begin. 

With rakel bond, but be woll bideii stound. 

And send his hertes line out within, 

Alderfirst his purpose for to win : 

All thus Pandare in his herte thought. 

And cast his werke full wisely ere he wrought- 

But Troilus lay tho no lenger doun. 

But anone gat vpon his stede baie, 

And in the field he played the lioun, 

Wo was the Greek, that with him met that daye^ 
And in the toune, his manner tho forth aye 
So goodly was, and gat him so in grace, 

That eche him loved that looked in his face. 

For he became the fiiendliest wight, 

The gentilest, and eke the most free, 

The thijftiest, and one the best knight 
That in his time was, oi els might be; 

Dead were his yapes and his cruelte. 

His high port aud his manner straunge, 

And each of hem gan foi a vertue chaungc. 

Now let \s stint of Troilus a stound, 

That fareth like a man that hurt is sore, 

And is somedele of aking of his wound 
yiessed well, but healed no dele more i 
And as an easie patient the lore 
AUitc of him that goeth about his cure,. 

■ And thus ho driucth forth his aventurcr 
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EXPLICIT LIBER SECUNDUS. 

OoT of these black wawes let vs for to seil, 

O winde, now the weather ginneth clere : 

For in the sea the boate hath such trauaile 
Of my conning, that vnneth I it stere : 

This sea clepe I the tempestous matere 
Of deepe dispaire, that Troilus was in : 

But now of hope the kalendes begin- 

0 lady mine, that called art Cleo, 

Thou be my spede fro this forth, and my Muse, 
To nme well this booke till I have do. 

Me needeth here none other art to vse : 

For why, to every lover I me excuse. 

That of no sentement I this endite, 

But out of Latine in my tongue it write. 

Wherefore I ml have neither thank ne blame 
Of all this worke: but pray you mekely, 
Disblameth me, if any word be lame. 

For as mine authour ssdd, so say 1 : 

Eke though I speake of love vnfeelingly, 

Ko wonder is, for it nothing of new is, 

A blind man cannot judgen well m bewis. 

1 know, that in forme of speech is change 
Within a thousand yere, and wordes tho 

That hadden prise, now wonder nice and strange 
Thinketh hem, and yet they spake hem so. 

And spedde as well in love, as men now do : 

Eke for to whanen love, in snndry ages. 

In sundry londes sundry ben vsages. 

And fortby, if it happe in any wise. 

That here be any lover in this place, 

That herkenetb, as the story woll devise, 

How Troilus came to bis ladies grace, 

And thinketh, so nolde I not love purcbase| 

Or wondreth on his speech or his doing, 

I not, but it is to me no wondring: 

For every wight, which that to Rome went, 

Halt nat o pathe, ne alway o mauere: 

Eke in some lond were all the gamen shent. 

If that men farde in love, as men done here, 

As thu^, in open doing or in chere, 

In visiting, m forme, or said our saws, 

Forthy men sain, ech country hath his laws. 

Eke scarsely ben there in this place three, 

That have in love said like, and done in all; 

For to this purpose tins may liken thee. 

And thee right nough^ yet all is done or shall : 
Eke some men graue in tre, som in stone wall. 
As It betide, but sith I have begonne, 

Mine authour shall I follow, as 1 konne. 


INCIPIT LIBER SECUNBUS. 

In May, that mother is of manetbs glade, 

That the fresh doures, both blew, white, and rede, 
Ben quick ayen, that winter dead made. 

And full of baume is fleting every mede, 

Whan Phebus doth bis brighte beames spred, 
Right in the white Bole, it so betidde, 

As I shall sing, on Maies day the thridde. 


That Pandarus, for all his wise speach, 

Felt eke his part of Loves shottes kene, 

That coud he never so well of loving preach. 

It made his hew a day full ofte greiie: 

So shope it, that him fill that day a teue 
In lore, for which in wo to bed he went. 

And made ere it were day full many a went 

The swallow Progne, with a sorrowfnll lay. 

Whan morrow come, gan make her waimarting 
Why she forshapen was: and ever lay 
Pandare a bed, halfe in a slombriug, 

Till she so nigh him made her waimenting, 
j How Tereus gan forth her suster take, 

I That with the noise of her he gan awake. 

And to call, and dresse him vp to nse, 

Remembring him his arrand was to done 
From Troilus, and eke his great emprise, 

And cast, and knew in good plite was the Moone 
To done voiage, and tooke his way full soone 
Unto his neces paleis there beside : 

Now lanus god of entre, thon him guide. 

When he was come vnto his neces place, 

“ Where is my lady,” to her folke (quod he; 

And they him told, and be forth m gan pac»‘. 

And found two other ladies sit and shee, 

I Within a paped parlour, and they three 
Herden a maiden hem reden the geste 
Of the seige of Thebes, while hem leste: 

(Quod Pandarus) Madame, God you see. 

With your booke, and all the companie 
‘‘ Eigb, vncle mine, welcome iwis,” (quod shee) 
And vp she rose, and by the bond in hie 
She tooke him ^t, and said, “ This night thrie, 

To good mote it tume, of you I met 

Aud with that -word, she downe on bench him set- 

“ Yea, nece, ye shull faren well the bet. 

If God woll, all this yeare,’* (quod Pandarus) 

“ But I am sorry that I have you let 
To hearken of your booke, ye praisen thus; 

For Godes love what saith it, tell it vs, 

Is it of love, or some good ye me lere 
“ Uncle” (quod she) “ your maistresse is nat here.*' 

With that they gonnen laugh, and tho she seide, 

“ This romaunce is of Thebes, that we rede. 

And we have beard how that king Lams deide 
Through Edippus his sonne, jand al the dede : 

Aud here we stinten, at these letters rede. 

How the bishop, as the booke can tell, 

Amphiorax, fell through the ground to Hell,” 

(Quod Pandarus) “ All this know I my selue. 

And all thassiege of TJtxebes, and the care, 

For hereof ben there maked bookes twelue: 

Bat let be this, and tell me how ye fares, 

Do way your barbe, and shew your face bare, 

Do way your book, rise vp and let vs ^unoe, 

And let vs done to May some obseruauBce.” 

“ Eighe, God forbid (quod she) ** bp ye mad ? 
Is that a widdowes life, so God you save ? 

By God ye maken me right soreadrad. 

Ye ben so wild, it seemeth as ye raue, 

It sat me well bet aye in a caue 
To bide, and rede, on holy*saintes hues : 

Let maidens gouto.daunce, and yonge wiues,” 
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“ As ever thriue J,’* (quod this Padarus) 

Yet could I tell o thing, to done you play:” 

“ Now vncle dere,” (quod she) “ tell it vs 
For Godes lo\e, is than thassiege awey ? 

I am of Greekes ferde, so that I dey 

** Nay, nay,*’ (quod he) “ as ever mote I thriue, 

It IS a thing well bet than suche fiue.” 

“ Ye holy God,” (quod she) “ what thing is that, 
What, bet than suche five ? eighe nay iwis, 

For all this world ne can I reden what 
It shoulde ben ; some iape I trow it is, 

And but your selven tell us what it is. 

My wit IS for to arede it all to leane : 

As helpe me God, I not what that ye meane.” 

“ And 1 your borow, ne never shall,” (quod be) 

“ This thing be told to you, as mote I irive *” 

** And why, uncle mine, why so^” (quod she) 

“ By God,” (quod he) ** that woll I tell as blive. 
For prouder woman is there none on live. 

And ye it wist, in all the toune of Troy : 

I lape nat, so ever have I joy.” 

Tho gan she wondren more than before, 

A thousand fold, and downe her eyen cast : 

For never sith the time that she was bore, 

To knowen thing desired she so fast. 

And with a sike, she said him at the last, 

“ Now uncle mine, I niU you not displease. 

Nor asken more, that may do you disease.” 

So after this, with many wordes glade, 

And friendly tales, and with merry chere. 

Of this and that they speake, and gonnen wade 
In many an unkouth glad and deepe matere, 

As friendes done, whan they bethe ifere, 

Till she gan asken him how Hector ferde. 

That was the tonnes wall, and Greekes yerde. 

Full wel I thanke it God,” said Pandarus, 

“ Save m his arme he hath a little wound, 

And eke his fresh brother Troilus, 

The wise worthy Hector the secound, 

In whom that every vertue list hahound, 

And first all troutbe, and all gentlenesse, 
Wisedom, honour, freedom, and worthinesse.” 

** In good lkitL,eme,” (quod she) ^'that liketh me. 
They faren well, God save hem both two ; 

For trewliche, I hold it great deintie, 

A kinges sonne in armes well to do, 

And be of good conditiops thereto : 

For great power, and morall vertue here 
Is selde iseene in one peisone ifere.” 

‘‘ In good faith, that is sooth” (quod Pandarus) 
But by my trouth the king hath sonnes twey. 
That is to meane, Hector and Troilus, 

That certainly though that I should dey, 

They ben as void of vices, dare I sey, 

As any men that liven under Sunne, 

Hir might is wide iknow, and what they conue* ' 

^ Of Hector needeth it no more for to tell, 

‘ In all this world there nis a better knight 
Than he, that is of worthinesse the well, 

And he well more vertue hath than might, 

This knowetb many a wise and worthy knight: 
And the same prise of Troilus I sey, 

God helpe me so, I know not suche twey.” 


“ By God,” (quod she) “ of Hector that is sooth, 
And of Troilus the same thing thing trow I ; 

For dredelesse, men telleth that he dooth 
In armes day by day so worthely, 

And beareth him here at home so gently 
To every wight, that all prise hath he 
Of hem that me were levest piaised be.” 

“ Ye say right sooth iwis,” (quod Pandarus) 

“ For yesterday, who so had with him been, 
Mighten have wondred upon Troilus, 

For never yet so thicke a swarme of been 
Ne flew, as Greekes from him gan fleen, 

And through the field in every wightes eaxe. 

There was no crie, but Troilus is there. 

Now here, now there, he hunted hem so fast, 
There nas but Greekes blood, and Troilus, 

Now him he hurt, and him all doun he cast. 

Aye where he went it was arraied thus : 

He was hir death, and shield and life for us. 

That as the day ther durst him none withstond, 
While that he held his bloody swerd in bond. 

“ Theieto he is the friendliest man 
Of great estate, that ever I saw my live : 

And where him list, best fellowship can 
To such as him thmketh able for to thrive.” 

And with that word, tho Pandarus as blive 
He tooke his leave, and said, ** I woll gon hen:” 

“ Nay, blame have I, uncle,” (quod she then.) 

What eileth you to be weary thus soone, 

And nameliche of women, woll ye so ^ 

Nay sitteth doune, by God I haue to done 
With you, to speake of wisedome er ye go 
And every wight that was about hem tho, 

That heard that, gan ferre away to stond, 

While they two had all that hem list in bond. 

Whan that her tale all brought was to an end 
Of her estate, and of her govemaunce, 

(Quod Pandarus) ‘‘ Now time is that I wend. 

But yet I say, ariseth, let us daunce. 

And cast your widdows habit to mischaunce : 
What list you thus your selfe to disfigure, 

Sith you IS tidde so glad an aventure ?” 

** But well bethought : for love of God,” (quod she) 
Shall I not weten what ye meane of this 
No, this thing asketh leaser tho,” (quod he) 

And eke me would full much greve iwis. 

If I it told, and ye it tooke amis : 

Yet were it bette my tongue to hold still. 

Than say a sooth, that were ayenst your will. 

For nece mine, by the goddesse Mmerve, 

And Jupiter, that maketh the thunderring. 

And the bhsfull Uenus, that I serve. 

Ye ben the woman m this world living 
Withouten paramours, to my weting, 

I That 1 best love, and lothest am to greve, 

And that ye weten well your selfe, I leve.” 

Iwis mine uncle,” (quod she) ** graunt mercy. 
Your friendship have I foundeu ever yet, 

1 am to no man beholden truely 
So much as you, and have so little quit : 

And with the grace of God, emforth my wit 
As in my guilt, I shall you neter oflend, 

And if 1 have ere this, I woll amend. 
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** But for the love of God I you beseech 
As ye be he that I love most and trist. 

Let be to me your fremed manner speech. 

And say to nae your nece what you list:'’ 

And with that word her uncle anon her kist, 

And said, ‘ Gladly my leve nece so dere. 

Take it for good that I shall say you here.’* 

With that she gan her eien doune to cast. 

And Pandarus to coughe gan a lite. 

And said : Nece, alway lo, to the last, 

How so it be, that some men hem delite 
With subtle art hir tales for tendite. 

Yet for all that in hir entention, 

Hir tale is all for some conclusion. 

“ And sith the end is every tales strength, 

And this matter is so behovcdly, 

What should I pamt it or drawen it on length 
To you, that ben my fnend so faithfully?” 

And with that word he gan right inwar^y 
Beholden her, and looken in her face, 

And said, “ On such a mirrour much good grace.’* 

Than thought he thus, ** If I my tale endite 
Ought hard, or make a processe any while. 

She shall no savour have therein but lite, 

And trow I would hei in my will beguile. 

For tender wittes wenen all be wile. 

Whereas they con nat plain liche understond : 
Forthy her wit to serven woU X fond ” 

And looked on her in busie wise, 

And she was ware that he beheld her so: 

** Ah lord,” (quod she) so fast ye me avise, 

Saw ye me never ere now, what say ye no ?” 

Yes, yes,” (quod he) “ and bet woU ere I go: 
But by my trouth I thought nowe, if ye 
Be fortunate : foi now men shall it see. 

** For every wight some goodly aventure, 
Sometime is shape, if be it can receiven: 

But if he mil take of it no cure 

Whan that it cometh, but wilfully it weiven: 

Lo, neither case nor fortune him deceiven, 

But right his own slouth and wretcliednesse: 

And such a wight is for to blame, I gesse. 

** Good aventure, O belle nece, have ye 
Full lightly founden, and ye conne it take ; 

And for the love of God, and eke of me, 

Catch it anone, least aventure slake ; 

What should I lenger processe of it make, 

Yeve me your bond, for in this world is non, 

If that you hst, a wight so well begon. 

And sith I speake of good ententioun, 

As I to you have told well here befome, 

And love as well your honour and renoun. 

As any creature in all the world ibome ; 

By all the othes that I have you sworne. 

And ye be wroth therefore or wene I lie, 

Ne shall I never scene you eft with eie, 

Beth nat agast, ne quaketh nat, whereto ? 

Ne chaunge nat for fere so your hew. 

For hardely the worst of this is do : 

And though my tale as now be to you new. 

Yet trust alway: ye shall me finde true, 

And were it thing that me thought unfitting, 

*fo you ne would I no such tales bring.” 
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“ Now, my good eme, for Godes love I prc^',” 
(Quod she) “ come off tell me what it is: 

For both I am agast w hat ye woll say, 

And eke me longeth it to w it i wis : 

For whether it be well, or be amis, 

Say on, let me not in this feare dwell.” 

“ So woll I done, now hearkeneth I shall tell ; 

Now, nece mine, the kinges own dere sonne, 
The good, wise, worthy, fiesh, and free, 

Wh'ch alway for to done well is his wonne, 

Tlie noble Troilus so loveth thee. 

That but ye helpe, it woll his bane be, 

Lo here is all, what should I more sey ? 

Doth what you list, to make him live or dey. 

“ But if ye let him die, I woll sterven. 

Have here my trouthe, nece, I nill not hen. 

All should I with this knife my throte kerven 
With that the teares burst out of his eien. 

And said, “ If that ye done us both dien 
Thus guiltlesse, than have ye fi«:hed faire: 

What mend ye, though that we both apaire ^ 

“ Alas, he which that is my lord so dere. 

That trewe man, that noble gentle knight. 

That nought desireth but your fnendly chere, 

I see him dien, there he goeth upright: 

And hasteth him with all his fulls might 
For to ben slame, if his fortune- assent, 

Alas that God you such a beautie sent. 

If it be so that ye so cruel 1 be, 

That of his death you listeth nought to retch, 
That is so trew and worthy as we see, 

No more than of a yaper or a wretch, 

If ye be such, your beaute may nat stretch. 

To make amendes of so cruel! a dede : 

Avisement is good before the nede. 

** Wo worth the faire gemme vertulesse. 

Wo worth that hearbe also that doth no bote. 

Wo worth the beauty that is routhlesse, 

Wo worth that wight that trede ech under fote: 
And ye that ben of beautie croppe and rote, 

If therewithal! m you ne be no routh, 

Than is it harme ye liven by my trouth. 

And also thinke well, that this is no gaud. 

For me were lever, thou, I, and he 
Were honged, than I should ben his baud, 

As high as men might on us all isee : 

I am thine eme, the shame were to tnee. 

As well as thee, if that 1 should assent 
Through mine abet, that he thine honour shent* 

“ Now understond, for I you nought requere 
To bind you to him, through no behest, 

Saue onely that ye make him better cheere 
Than ye ban don or this, and more feste, 

So that his life be sailed at the leste : 

This al and some, and plainly our entente 
God helpe me so, I neuer other mente. 

Lo, this request is nought but skill iwis, 

Ne doubt of reason parde is there none ; 

I set the worst, that ye dreden this. 

Men would wonder to seen him come and gone: 
There ayenst answere 1 thus anone. 

That every wight, but he befoole of kind, 

Woll deeme it love of firendship in his min^* 
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“ What, who woll d^nien tho he see a man 
To temple gone, that he the images eateth ? 
Thmke eke, how well and wisely that he can 
Govern himselfe, that he nothing foryetteth, 

That wher he cometh, he pns and thonk him getteth ; 
And eke thereto he shal come here so seld, 

What force were it, thogh all the toun beheld. 

“ Such love of friends reigneth thorow al this toun: 
And wrie you in that mantle evermo, 

And God so wis be my salvatioun 
As I have sayd, your best is to do so : 

But, good nece, alway to stint his wo, 

So let your daunger sugred ben alite, 

That of his death ye be not all to wite.’’ 

Creseide, which that herd him in this wise, 
Thought, “ I shall felen what be meaneth iwis : 

“ Now eme,” (quod she) what would ye devise ^ 
What IS your rede, I should done of this?*’ 

That is well said,” (quod he) “ certaine best is. 
That ye him love ayen for his lo^ng, 

As love for love is skilfull guerdoning. 

Thmke eke how elde wasteth every hour 
In each of you a part of beaute, 

And therefore, ere that age the devour, 

Go love, for old there woll no wight of thee: 

Let this proverbe, a lore unto you bee, 

* Too late iware’ (quod beaute) * whan it past. 
And elde daunteth daunger, at the last.’ 

The kinges foole is wont to one aloud, 

Whan that he thinkeih a woman bereth her hie, 

* So longe mote ye liven, and all proud, 

Till CTOwes feet growen under your eie. 

And send you than a mirrour in to prie, 

In which that ye may see your face a morow,* 
Nece, I bid him wish you no more sorow.** 

With this he stmt, and caste down the head, 

And she began to brest and wepe anone, 

And said, “ Alas for wo, why nere I dead, 

For of this world the faith is all agone : 

Alas, what shouldeu straunge unto me done, 

Whan he that for my best frende I wend, 

Kate me to love, and should it me defend. 

Alas, I would have trusted doubteles. 

That if that I, through my disaventure. 

Had loved either him or Achilles, 

Hector, any other creature, 

Ye nolde have had mercy ne measure 
On me, but alway had me in repreve ; 

This false world alas, who may it leve ? 

What? is this all the joy and all the feast ? 

Ts this your rede ? is this my blisfull caas ? 

Is this the very mede of your behest ? 

Is all this painted processe said (alas) 

Kight for this fine ? O lady mine Pallas, 

Thou in this dredefull case for me purvey. 

For so astomed ajn I, that I dey.’* 

With that she gan full .sorrowfully to sike, 

Ne may it be no bet,** (quod Pandarus) 

By God I shall no more come here this weke, 
And God toforne, that am mistrusted thus : 

I see well now ye setten light of us, 

Or of our death, alas, I wofull wretch. 

Might he yet live, of me were nought to retch. 


“ O cruell god, O dispitous Marte, 

0 furies three of Hell, on you I crie. 

So let me never out of this house depart. 

If that I meant harme or villanie : 

But sith I see my lord mote needes die, 

And I with hm?, here I me shnve and sey, 

That wickedly ye done us both to dey. 

“ But sith it liketh you, that I be dead. 

By Neptunus, that god is of the see. 

Fro this forth shall I never eaten bread, 

Till that I mine owne herte blood may see : 

For certaine I woll die as soone as bee.*’ 

And up he stert, and on his way he raught, 

Till she againe him by the lappe caught. 

Creseide, which that well nigh starf for feare, 

So as she w'as the fearfullest wight 

That might be, and heard eke with her eare. 

And saw the sorrowfull earnest of the knight^ 

And in his praier saw eke none unright, 

And for the harme eke that might fall more, 
i She gan to rew and dread her wonder sore. 

And thought thus, “ Unhapes do faUen thicke 
Alday for love, and m such manner caas. 

As men ben cruell in hcmselfe and wicke ; 

' And if tins man slee here himselfe, alas. 

In my presence, it nill be no sollas, 

What men would of it deme I can nat say, 

It needeth me full slighly for to play.” 

And with a sorowfnll sigh, she said thrie, 

“ Ah, Lord, what me is tiddc a sorry chaunce, 

For mine estate lieth m jeopardie, 

And eke mine ernes life lieth in ballaunce : 

But nathelesse, with Godes govemaunce 
I I shall so done, mine honour shall 1 keepe, 

And eke his life, aijd stinte for to weepe. 

“ Of liarmes two, the lesse is for to chese. 

Yet had I lever maken him good chere 
; In honour, than my ernes life to lese. 

, Ye sain, ye nothing eles me requere.** 

No wis,’* (quod he) “ mine owne nece so dere.’' 
Now well** (quod she) “ and I woU donemy painC 

1 shall mine herte ayen my lust constraine. 

** But that I aim nat holden him in bond, 

Ne love a man, that can I naught ne may, 

Ayenst my will, but eles well 1 fonde. 

Mine honour save, plesen him fro day to day, , 
Thereto nolde I not ones have said nay, 

. But that I dredde, es in my fantasie : 

But cesse cause, aie cesseth paJadie. 

' “ But here I make a protestacion, 

! That m this processe if ye deper go, 

That certainly, for no salvation 
1 Of you, though that ye steiven bothe two, 

I Though all the world on o day be my fo, 
j Ne shall I never on him have other routhe 
I “ I graunt wel,* * (quod Pandare) by my trou^ef 

“ But male I trust well to you,** (quod he) 

That of this ^ing that yc ban hight me here 
* Ye woU it holde truely unto me 
‘ “ Ye doubtlesse,” (quod she) “ mine uncle dere.*’ 
** Ne that I shall have cause in this.matere** 

■ (Quod he) to plain, or ofter you to preach ?** 

“ Why no parde, what nedeth more speach.” 
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Tlio fill they in other tales glade 

Till at the last, “ O good Erne,” (quod she tho) 

“ For love of God which that us bothe made, 

Tell me how first ye wisten of his wo : 

Wot none of it but ye he said ** No 
“ Can he well speake of love,” (quod she) “ I preie ^ 
Tell me, for I the bet shall me purveie,” 

Tho Pandarus a litel gan to smile, 

And saied: “ By my tiouth I shall now tell, 

This other date, nat gon full long while, 

Within the paleis gaidm by a well 
Gan he and I, well halfe a day to dwell. 

Right for to speaken of an ordinaunce. 

How we the Grekes mighten disavaiince. 

“ Sone after that we gone for to lepe. 

And casten with our dartes to and fro : 

Till at the last, he saied, he would slepe, 

And on the grasse adoune he laied him tho. 

And I after gan to romen to and fro, 

Till that I heard, as I walked alone. 

How he began full wofully to grone. 

“ Tho gan I stalke him softly behind. 

And sikerly the sothe for to saine, 

As I can clepe ayen now to my mind. 

Right thus to love he gan him for to plain, 

He saied ; ‘ Lorde, have routh vpon my pain, 

All have T been rebell m mine entent, 

Now (mea culpa) lord I me repent. 

“ * O God, that at thy disposicion 
Ledest the fine, by just purveiaunce 
Of every wight, my lowe confession 
Accept m gree, and sende me soche penaunce 
As Iiketh thee, but from me disesperaunce, 

That may my ghost departe alway fro the. 

Thou be my shilde, for thy beniguite. 

‘ For certes, lorde, so sore hath she me wounded 
That stode in blacke, with loking of hir iyen, 

That to mine heites botome it is ifonnded 
Through which I wot, that I must nedes dien ; 

This IS the woist, I dare me nought bewrien. 

And well the boter been the gledes rede 
That men hem wren with ashen pale and dede.’ 

With that be smote bis hedde adoune anone 
And gan to muttre, T nat what truely, 

And 1 with that gan still awaie to gone 
And lete thereof, as nothing wist had I, 

And come again anon and stode him by 
And saied, * Awake, ye slepen all to long: 

It semeth nought that love doth you wrong. 

‘ That slepen so that no man maie you wake j 
Who seie euer er this so dull a man 
‘ Ye, frende,’ (quod he) ‘ doe ye your heddes ake 
For love, and let me liuen as I can.' 

But lorde though he for w(^as pale and wan 5 
Yet made he tho as fresh a countenaunce, 

As though he should baue led the newe dannce 

This passed forth, till now this other daie 
It fell that I come roming all alone 
Tnto his chamhre, and founde how that he laie 
Upon his hedde : but man so sore grone 
Ne heard I neuer, and what was his mone 
Ne wist I nought, for as I was comming 
All sodainly he left his complaining. 
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“ Of vhiche I toke somwhat suspection, 

And nere I come, and found him wepe sore j 
And God so wise he my saluacion. 

As never of tlung had I no routh more: 

For neither with engine, ne with no lore, 

Unnethes might I fio the death him kepc. 

That yet fele I mine heite for him wepe. 

“ And God wot neuer sith that I was home 
Was I so busie no man for to preache, 

Ne never was to wight so depe swome, 

Er be me told, w'ho might been his leacbe; 

But not to you rehearsen all hiS speach, 

Or all his wofull voides fur to sowne, 

Ne bid me nought, but ye woll sc me sworn*. 

“ But for to saue his life, and eles nimsrht, 

And to none harme of you, thus am I dnuen. 

And for the loue of God that us hath wrought 
Soche chero him doth, that be and I maie liur 1 
Now haue I plat to you mine herte shrmen, 

And sith ye wote that mine entent is cleane 
Take hede thereof, for none enili I meaiie. 

And right good thrift, T pray to God haue ye. 
That ban soche one icaught withouten net. 

And be ye wnse, as ye be fane to se, 

Well in the nng, than is the rubie set ; 

There were neuer tw o so w ell imct 
Whan ye been his all hole, as he is your : 

There mightie God yet giaunt vs to se the hour.” 

“ Naie thereof spake I nat: A ha*’» (quod she) 

“ As helpe me God, ye shenden euery dele:” 

“ A mercie, dere nece, anon” (quod he) 

“ What so I spake, I ment nought but wele, 

By Mars the god, that helmed is of stele: 

Now beth not wroth, my blood, my nece dere.” 

" Now well,” (quod she) " foryeuen be it here,” 

With this he toke his leave, and home he w ent/ 
Ye, Lord, how he was glad, and well bigon : 
Creseide arose, no lenger she ne shent, 

But streight into her closet went anon, 

And set her doune, as still as any stone, 

And every word gan vp and doune to wind, 

That he had said as it came her to mind. 

And woxe somdele astonled in her thought. 

Right for the newe case, but whan that she 
Was full avised, tho found she right nought, 

Of perill, why that she ought aferde be. 

For man may love of possibilite 
A woman so, his herte may to hrest. 

And she nat love ayen, but if her lest. 

But as she sat alone, and thought thus, 

Thascrie arose at skarmach all without, 

And men cried in the sti ete, “ Se Troilus 
Hath right now put to flight the Grekes rout.” 
With that gonne all her meine for to shout : 

“ A, go we se, cast up the gates wide. 

For through this strete he mote to paleis ride.” 

For other waie is fro the yates none, 

Of Dardanus, there open is the chcine: 

With that come he, and all his folke anone 
An easie pace riding, in routes tweine, ^ 

Right as his happy day was, soth to seine: 

For which men saith, may not diStourhed be 
That shall berida of necessite. 

B 
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This Troiltts Sat on his baie stede 
All armed save his head full richely. 

And wounded was his horse, and gan to blede. 

On which he rode a pace full softely : 

But such a knightly sight truely 
As was on him, was nat withouten fade 
To loke on Mars, that god is of battaile. 

So like a man of armes, and a knight 
He was to seen, fulfilled of high prowesse. 

For both he had a body, and might 
To doen that thing, as well as hardinesses 
And eke to seen him in his geare dresse 
So freshe, so yong, so weldy semed he, 

It was an heaven vpon him for to se. 

His helme to hewen was m twenty places. 

That by a tissue hong, his backe behind. 

His shelde to dashed with swerds and with maces, 
In which men might many an arowe find. 

That thirled had both horn, nerfe, and rind : 

And aie the people cued. Heie cometh our ioie. 
And next his brother, holder vp of Troie.*' 

For which he wext a little rcdde for shame 
Whan he so heard the people vpon him ciien. 
That to behold it was a noble game, 

How soberliche he cast adoune his iyen : 

Creseide anon gan all his chere espicn. 

And let it so soft in hir herte smke, 

That to her self she said, “ Who yave me drinke?* 

For all her own thought, she woxe all redde, 
IRemembring her right thus, “ Lo this is he. 
Which that mine vncle swereth he mote dedde, 
But I on him have mercie and pite:” 

And with that thought, for pure ashamed she, 

Gau in her hedde to pull, and that as fast. 

While he and all the people forth by past. 

And gan to cast, and rollen vp and doun 
Within her thought his excellent prowesse. 

And his estate, and also his renoun, 

His Witte, his shape, and eke his gentilnesse. 

But most her favour was, for bis distresse 
Was all for her, and thought it were a routh^ 

To slaen soche one, if that he ment tronth. 

Kow might some envious iangle thus, 

This wais' a sodain love, how might it be'. 

That she so lightly loved Troilus ^ 

Bight for the first sight ; ye, parde ?*' 

Now whoso saied so, mote he never the : 

For every thing a ginning hath it nede 
Er all be wrought, withouten any dredc. 

For I saie nat that she so sodainly 
Yafe him her love, but that she gan encline 
To liken him tho, and I have told you why : 

And after that, his manhode, and his pine. 

Made that love witbm her gan to mine : 

For which by processe, and by good service 
He ivanne her love, and in no sc^ain wise. 

And all so blisfull Uenus wele araied 
Satte in her seventh house of Heven tho, 

Disposed wele, and with aspectes payed, 

To helpe sely Troilus of his wo : 

And sothe to sayqie, she nas nat all a foe 
To Troilus, m his natyuyte, 

'Cbd wote that wele the sooner spede he. 


Now let vs stente of Troilus a throw, 

That rideth forth, and let vs toume fast 
Unto Creseide, that heng her hedde full low./ 
There as she satte alone, and gan to cast 
Whereon she would appoint her at the last. 

If it so were her eme ne would cesse, 

For Troilus vpon her for to presse. 

And lorde so she gan in her thought argue 
In this matter, of which I have you told, 

And what to doen best were, and what eschue. 
That plited she full oft m many fold : 

Now was hir herte warme, now was it cold. 

And what she thought, somwhat shall 1 write. 
As mine authoui listeth for tendite. 

She thought first, that Troilus person 
She knew by sight and eke his gentelnesse : 

And thus she said, All were it nought to doen 
To grant him love, yet for his worthinesse. 

It were honor with plaie, and with gladnesse. 

In honeste with soch a lorde to deale. 

For mine estate, and also for his heale. 

Eke well wote I, my kinges sonnc is he. 

And sith he hath to see me soch delite. 

If I would vtterhche his sight flie, 

Paraventure he might have me in dispite, 
Through which I might stond m wois plite : 
Now were I wise, me hate to pui chase 
Without nede, there I may stande m grace? 

In every thing, I wot there lieth measure : 

For though a man forbid dronkennesse, 

He nought forbiddeth that every creature 
Be drmkelesse for alway, as I gesse : 

Eke, sithe I wot foi me is his distresse, 

I ne ought not for that thing him dispise, 

Sith it IS so, he meaneth in good wise. 

And eke I know, of long time agoue 
His thewes good, and that be nis not nice. 

No vauntour same men, certain be is none. 

To wise is he to doen so great a vice: 

Ne als I nill him never so cherice, 

That he shall make avaunt by lust cause : 

He shall me never bmde in soche a clause^ 

Now set a case, the hardest is iwis. 

Men might demen that he lovetb me : 

What dishonour were it vnto me this ? 

Maie iche hem let of that ? why naie parde : 

I know also, and alway heare and se. 

Men loven women all this toune about. 

Be they the wers ? Why naie withouten dout ? 

I tlrinke eke how, he worthie is to have 
Of all this noble toune the thnftiest, 

That woman is, if she her honour save : 

For out and out he is the worthiest. 

Save only Hector, which that is the best, 

And yet his life lieth all now in my cure. 

But soche IS love, and eke mine aventure. 

Ne me to Ipve, a wonder is it nought : 

For well wote I my self, so God me spede, 

All well I that no man wist of this thought, 

I am one the fairest out of drede 
And goodliest, who so that taketh bede : 

And so men same m all the toune of Troie, 

What wonder is though he of ime have loie ^ 
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TROILUS AND 

I am mine owne woman well at ease, 

I thanke it God, as after mine estate, 

Right yong, and stood vntied in lustie lease, 
Withouten lelousie, and such debate ; 

Shall no husbonde same to me checke mate. 

For either they be full of lelousie, 

Or maisterfull, or loven oovelne. 

“ What shall I doen ^ to what fine live I thus ? 
Shall I not love, in case if that me lest ? 

What pardieux I am not religious • 

And though that I mine herte set at rest 
Upon this kuight, that is the worthiest, 

And kepe alway mine honor, and my name. 

By all nght it may doe me no shame.” 

But right as whan the Sunne shineth bright 
In March, that chaungeth oft time his face. 

And that a cloud is put with winde to flight. 
Which oversprat the Sunne, as for a space, 

A cloudy thought gan through her soul pace, 
That overspradde her bright thoughtes all, 

So that for feare almost she gan to fall. 

That thought was this: “ Alas sith I am free/ 
Should I now love, and put in ieopardie 
My sikeraesse, and thrallen libertie ? 

Alas, how durst I thinken that folie ? 

May I not well m other folke aspie 

Hir dredfull loie, hir constreint, and hir pain ; 

Ther loveth none, that she ne hath why to plain. 

“ For love is yet the moste stormie life. 

Right of himself, that ever was begonne : 

For ever some mistrust, or nice strife, 

There is m love, some cloud over the Sunne ; 
Thereto we wretched women nothing conne 
Whan vs is wo, but wepe and sit and thinke, 

Our Wretch is this, our owne wo to dxinke. 

Also widked tongues been ay sb preSt 
To speake vs harme : eke men ben so vntrue, 
That right anon as cessed is hir lest. 

So cesseth love, and forth to love a newe : 

But harm idoe is doen, who so it rue : 

For though these men for love hem first to rende. 
Full sharp beginning breaketh oft at ende. 

“ How oft time may men both rede and seen, 
The treason, that to woman hath be doe ? 

To what fine is soche love, I can not seen^ 

Or where becometh it, whan it is go, 

There is no wight that wote, I trowe sa, 

Wher it becometh, lo, no wight on it spometh, 
That erst was nothing, into naught tameth. 

How busle (if I love) eke must I be 
To pleasen hem, that iangle of love, and demen. 
And coyen hem, that thei saie no harm of me : 
For though there be no cause, yet bem semen 
Al be for harme, that folke hir frendes quemen: 
And who maie stoppen every wicked tong ? 

Or soune of belles, while that they been rotig ?” 

And after that her thought gan for to clere 
And saied, He* which that nothing vndertaketh 
Nothing acheveth, be him loth or derej” 

And with another thought her herte quaketh 
Than slepeth hope, and after drede awaketh, 

Now hote, now cold, but thus bitwixen twey 
She rist her vp, and weht hir for to pley. 


[ Adoune the staife anon right tho she went 
Into her gardine, with her neces three. 

And vp and doun, the}*^ maden many a went 
Flexippe and she. Tarbe, and Antigone, 

To plaien, that to loie was to see. 

And other of her women a great rout 
Her followeth in the gardaine all about 

This yeide was large, and railed al the alies 
And shadowed wel, with blosomy bowes grene, 

I And benched newe, and sonded all the waies 
In which she walketh arme in arme betwene, 

I Till at the last Antigone the shene 
i Gan on a Troian song to singen clere, 

That it an He\en was her voice to heie. 

■ She saied, O Love, to whom I have, and shall 
I Been humble subiect, true in mine entent 
As I best can, to you, lorde, yeve iche all 
^ For^euermore mine hertes lust to rent : 

For never yet thy grace to no wight sent 
So blisfull cause as me, my life to Icde 
In all ioie atid snretie, o'ut of drede. 

‘‘ The blisfull god, hath me so well beset 
In love iwis, that all that beareth life 
Imaginen ne could how to be bet. 

For, lorde, withouten jelousie or strife 
: I love one, which that moste is ententife 
I To servfen well, vnwenly or vnfjEuned, 

That ever was, and lest with harme distained, 

“ As he that is the well of worthinesse. 

Of trouth ground, mirrour of goodlihedde. 

Of wit Apollo, stone of sikemesse. 

Of vertue roote, of luste finder and hedde. 
Through whiche is all sorrowe fro me dedde: 
Iwis I love him best, so doeth he me. 

Now good thrift have he, where so ever he be. 

Whom should I thanken but you, god of love* 
Of all this blisse, m which to bath I ginne. 

And thanked be ye, lorde, for that I love. 

This is the right life that I am innc. 

To flemen all maner vice and sinne : 

This doeth me so to vertue for to entende 
That daie by dale I m my will amende. 

And who that saieth that for to love is vice. 
Or thraldome, though he fele it in distresse, 

He either is enuioUs, or right nice, 

Or is vnmightie for his sbreudnesse, 

To loven, for soch maner Iblke I gesse 
Diffamen Love, as nothing of him know 
They speaken, but they bent never his bowe. 

“ What is the Sunne v^orse of his kind right. 
Though tha:t a man, for febletiesse of bis iyen 
Maie not endure on it t6 se for bright? 

Or love the worst, that wretches on it crien ^ 

No wele is <roTth, that may no sorowe dnen: 
And forthy, who that hath an hedde of verre 
Fro cast of stones ware him in the tverre. 

Bu^ T with all mine herte and all my might. 
As I have saied, woU love vnto my last 
My owne dere herte and all mine owne knight. 
In whiche mine herte growen is so fast 
And his in me, that it shall ever last : 

All dredde I first love him to b^n, 

Now wote I wll there is no periJI 
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And of her’song right with that word she stent, 

And therewithal!, “ Now uece” (quod Creseide) 

“ Who made this song now with so good entent 
Antigone answerde anon and saide, 

“ Madame iwis the goodliest maide 
Of great estate in all the tonne of Troie 
And led her life in most honour and ioie,** 

Forsothe so someth it by her song,*’ 

Quod tho Creseide, and gan therewith to sike, 

And saied: “ Lorde, is there soche blisse emong 
These lovers, as they can faire endite 
Ye, wisse,’* quod fresh Antigone the white, 

**'For all the folke that have or been on live 
Ne con well the blisse of love disciive. 

But wene ye that every wretche wote 
The parfite blisse of love ^ why naie iwis : 

They wenen all be love, if one be hote: 

Do waie do waie, they wote nothing of this. 

Men mote asken of samctes, if it is 

Ought fane in Heven, and why^ for they can tell. 

And aske fendes, if it be foule in Hell.** 

Cieseide vnto the purpose naught answerde. 

But saied, “ Iwis it woll be night as fast,’* 

But every worde, which that she of her herdc. 

She gan to printen in her herte fast, 

And aie gan love her lasse for to agast 
Than it did erst, and smken in her herte, 

That she waxe somewhat able to conuarte. 

The daies honour, and the Heavens iye, 

The mghtes foe, all this clepe I thee Sonne, 

Gan westren fast, and dounwaid for to wrie, 

As he that had his daies course ironne. 

And white thinges woxeu al dimme and donne 
For lacke of light, and steries foi to apere. 

That she and all her folke in went ifere. 

So whan it liked her to gon to rest. 

And voided weren they that voiden ought. 

She saied, that to slepen well her leste : 

Her women sone till her bedde her brought : 

Whan al was bust, than lay she still and thought 
Of all this thing the maner and the wise, 

Hehearce it needeth not, for ye been wise. 

A nightingale vpon a cedre grene 
Under the chamber wall, there as she laie. 

Full loude song ayen the Mone shene 
Paraventure m his birdes wise a laie 
Of love, that made her herte fresh e and gaie, 

That herkened she so long in good entent. 

Till at the last the dedde sleepe her hent. 

And as she slept, anon right tho hei met, 

How that an egle fethered white as bone, 

Under her brest his longe clawes iset. 

And out her herte he lent, and that anon. 

And did his herte into her brest to gon. 

Of which she nought agrose, ne nothing smart. 

And forth he fiieth, with herte left for herte. 

Now 'let her slepe, and we our tafes holde 
Of Troilus, that is to paleis tiddeb. 

Fro the scarmishe of which I you tolde. 

And in his chamber sate, and hath abidden. 

Till two or three of his messengers yeden 
For Pandarus, and soughten ^im full fast, 

Till they him found, and brought him at the last. 


This Pandarus came leaping in at ones. 

And saied thus, “ Who hath been well ibete 
To day with swerdes, and slong stones. 

But Troilus, that hath caught him an hete?*^ 
And gan to yape, and saied, “ Lord ye swete. 
But nse and let vs soupe, and go to reste,** 

And he answerde him, “ Do we as thee leste.** 

With all the hast goodly as they might, 

They sped hem fro the souper, and to bedde, 
And every wight out at the dooie him dight, 

And w’hider him list, vpon his waie him sped : 
But Troilus thought that his herte bledde 
For wo, till that he heard some tiding. 

And saied, Frende, shall I now wepe or sing ?*’ 

(Quod Pandarus) “ Be still and let me slepe, 
And doe on thy boode, thine nedcs spedde be. 
And chose if thou wolt smg, daunce, or lepe, 

At short wordes thou shalt trowe all by me, 

Sir, my nece woll doen well by tbee. 

And love thee best, by God and by trothe. 

But lacke of pursute mane it m thy slothe. 

For thus ferforth T have thy weik begon, 

Fro daie to daie, till this daie by the morow, 

Hir love of frendship have I to thee won. 

And therfore bath she laid her faith to borow, 
Algate a foote is hameled of thy sorow 
What should I lenger sermon of it holde, 

As ye have heard before, all he him tolde. 

But light as floures through the cold of night 
I closed, stoupen m hir stalkes lowe, 

Redressen hem ayen the Sunne bright, 

And spreaden in hir kinde course by rowe, 

Right so gan tho his iyen vp to throwe 
This Troilus, and saied : “ O Uenus dere. 

Thy might, thy gi ace, iheried be it bere.’^ 

And to Pandarus he held vp both his bonds. 

And saied, “ Lorde all thine be that I have, 

For I am hole, and broken been my bonds, 

A thousand Troies, who so that me yave 
Eche after other, God so wis me save, 

Ne might me so gladeu, lo mine herte 
It spredeth so for ioye it woll to starte. 

“ But lorde how shall I doen ? how shal I liven. 
Whan shall I next my dere herte se ? 

How shall this longe time away be dliven ? 

Till that thou be ayen at her fro me. 

Thou maist answere, abide abide . but he 
That hangeth by the necke, sotlie to same, 

In great disease abideth for the paine.’* 

All easily now, for the love of Marte,” 

(Quod Pandarus) “ for eveiy thing hath time, 

So long abide, till that the night departe, 

For also siker as thou best here by me, 

And God tofome, I woll be there at prime, 

And for thy werke somewhat, as I shall say, 

Or on some other wight this charge lay. 

“ For parde, God wot, 1 have ever yet 
Ben ready thee to serve, and this night 
Have I not famed, but emforthe my wit 
Doen all thy lust, atid shal with al my might : 
Doe now as I shall saine, and fare aright : 

And if thou nilte, wite all’ thy selfe the care. 

On me is nought along thme evill fare. 
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I wote well, that thou wiser art than I 
A thousand fold: but if I were as thou, 

God helpe me so, as I would vtterly 
Right of mine owne honde write her now 
A letter, m which I would her tellen how 
I farde amisse, and her beseech of routh : 

Now help thy self, and leave it for no slouth 

“ And I my selfe shall therewith to her gone. 

And whan thou wo&t that I am with her there 
Worthe thou vpon a courser right anone. 

Ye hardely, and that nght in thy best gere, 

And nde forth by the place, as naught ne were. 
And thou shalt find vs (if I may) sitting 
At some window, into the street looking. 

And if thee list, then mayest thou vs salve. 

And vpon me make thou thy countenaunce, 

But by thy life beware, and fast eschue 
To tarien ought, God shild vs fro mischaunce : 
Ride forth thy way, and hold thy govemaunce. 
And we shall speake of thee somewhat I trow 
Whan thou art gone, to doe thine eares glow. 

“ Touching thy letter, thou art wise inough, 

I wot thou nilte it deigneliche endite. 

As make it with these argumentes tough, 

Ne scnveiuishe or craftely thou it write, 

Beblotte it with thy teares eke alite. 

And if thou write a goodly woid all soft, 

Though it be good, rehearse it not too oft. 

“ For though the best harpour vpon live 
Would on the best souned lolly harpe 
That ever was, with all his fingers five 
Touch aye o strong, or aye o warble harpe. 
Where his nailes pointed never so sharpe. 

It should make every wight to dull, 

To heare his glee, and of his strokes full. 

“ Ne iombre eke no discordaunt thing ifere, 

As thus, to vsen tearmes of phisicke. 

In loves tearmes hold of thy matere 
The forme alway, and doe that it be like, 

For if a painter would paint a juke 
With asses feet, and headed as an ape. 

It cordeth not, so weie it but a yape.” 

This counsaile liked well vnto Troilus, 

But as a dredefull lover he saied this : 

“ Alas my dere brother Pandarus, 

I am ashamed for to wnte iwis, 
iiCast of mine innocence I saied amis, 

Or that she nolde it for dispite receive, 

Than were I dead, there might it nothing weive.” 

To that Pandare answerde, “ If thee lest. 

Do that I say, and let^me therewith gone, 

For by that liird that formed east and west, 

I hope of it to bring answere anone 

Right of her bond, and if that thou nilte none, 

Let be, and some mote he been his live, 

Ayenst thy lust that helpeth thee to thrive.*' 

(Quod Troilus) “ Depardieu x iche assent, 

Sith that thee list, I woll arise and write, 

And blisfull God pray iche with good entent 
The voiage and tie letter I shall endite. 

So speed it, and thou Minerva the white, 

Yeve thou me witte, my letter to devise:” 

And set him doun, and wrote right in thiswiss. 


2 ^ 

First he gan her his right ladie call, 

His hertes life, his lust, his sorowes leche, 

His bhsse, and eche these other tearmes all, 

That in such case ye lovers all secfae. 

And m full humble wise, as in his speche, 

He gan h»m recommaund vnto her grace. 

To tell all how, it asketh mokell space. 

And after this full lowly he her praied 
To be nought wioth, though he of his foUie 
So haidie was to her to write, and saied 
That love it made, or eles must he die. 

And pitously gan mercie for to cne : 

And after that he saied, and bed full loud, 
Himselfe was little wroth, and la^se he coud". 

And that she w'ould have his conning excused. 
That little was, and eke he dradde her so. 

And his vnworthinesse aye he accused : 

And after that than gan he tell his wo. 

But tnat was endlesse withouten ho : 

And said, he would m tiouth alway him hold. 
And ledde it over, and gan the letter fold. 

And with his salte teares gan he bathe 
The ruble in his signet, and it sette 
Upon the wexe deliverjiche and rathe, 

'Fherewith a thousand times, er he lette, 

He kiste tho the letter that he shette 
And sayd, “ Letter, a bh&full destine 
Thee shapen is, my ladie shall thee see.” 

This Pandare tooke the letter, and betime 
A morrow to his neccis pallaice stert, 

And fast he swore, that it was passed prime : 
And gan to yape, and sayd, Iwis my heitc 
So fresh it is, although it sore smert, 

I may not sleepe never a Mayes monow, 

I have a lollie woe, a lustie sorrow.” 

Oreseide whan that she her uncle beard. 

With dreadfull herte, and desirous to heare. 
The cause of his commmg, thus answeard, 

“ Now by yourfaith, mine vncle” (quod she) de 
What manner windes guideth you now here ? 
Tell vs your lolly woe, and your penaunce. 

How farre foith be ye put m loves daunce.*’ 

“ By God” (quod he) “ I hop alway behmde,” 
And to laugh, it thought her herte brest, 

(Quod Pandarus) “ lioke alway that ye finde 
Game in mine hood : but herkeneth if you lest 
There is right now come into the toun a gest^ 

A Greeke espie, and telleth newe thinges. 

For which I come to tell you new tidinges. 

Into the garden go we, and ye shall heare 
All privily of this a long sermonn:” 

With that they wenten arm in arm ifere, 

Into the gardin fro the chamber doun. 

And whan he was so farre, that the sauu 
Of that he spake, no man heren might. 

He sayd her thus, and out the letter plight 

Lo, ho that is all holly yours free, 

Him recommaundeth lowly to your grace. 

And sent you this letter here by me, 

Aviseth you on it, whan ye han space. 

And of some goodly answeare you purchace. 

Or helpe me God so, plainely for to saine. 

He may not longe liven ft>r his paine. 
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Full dredefully tho gan she stonde still, 

And tooke it not, but all her humble chere 
G*in for to chaunge, and sayd, ** Scripe nor bill. 
For love of God, that toucheth such mateie 
Ne bring me none : and also, vncle dere, 

To mine estate have more regard I pray 
Than to his lust, what should I more say* 

And looketh now if this be reasonable, 

And letteth not for favour ne for slouth 
To sain a sooth, now is it cqvenable 
To mine estate, by God and by my trouth 
To take it, or to have of him routh, 

In harming qf my selfe or in repreve : 

Beaie it ayen, for him that ye on leve.” 

This Pandarus gan on her for to stare, 

And sayd, Now is this the greatest wonder 
That ever I saw, let be this nice fare, 

To death mote I smiten be with thunder. 

If for the citie which that stondeth yonder. 

Would I a letter vnto you bring or tajce, 

To harm of you : what list you thus it make. 

“ But thus ye faren well nigh all and some, 

That he that most desireth you to serve, 

Of him ye retch least where he become. 

And whether that he live, or else sterve : 

But for all that, that ever I may deserve, 

Refuse it not’^ (quod he) and hent her fast, 

And in her bosome the letter doune he thrast* 

And said her, Now cast it away anon 
That folk may seen, and gauren on vs twey.” 
(Quod she) I can abide till they be gon” 

And gan to smile, and said him, Erne I pray 
Such answere as you list your selfe pui vey : 

For truely I woll no letter write:*’ 

** No, than woll I” (quod he) “ so ye endite.” 

Therewith she lough, and said ‘‘ Go we dine,’* 

And he gan at himselfe yapen fast. 

And sayd “ Nece, I have so great a pine 
For love, that eveiich other day I fast,” 

And gan his best yapes forth to cast. 

And made her for to laugh at his follie. 

That she for laughter wente for to die. 

And whan that she was cqmen into the hall. 

Now erne*? (quod she) ** we woll go dine anon,” 
And gan some of her women tq her call, 

And streight intc her chamber gan ^he gone, 

But of her businesse this was oue, 

Amonges other thinges, out of drede, 

Full prively this lettejr for to rede. 

Avised word by word in every line, 

And found no lacke, she thought he coud his good. 
And vp it put, and went her in fo dine, 

And Pandarus, that m a studie stood. 

Ere he was ware, she tooke him by the hood^ 

And said “ Ye were caught ere that ye wist, 

I vouchsafe,*’ (quod ha) “ do what you list.’* 

Tho weshenthey, and set hem doun and ete, 

And after noone fait slightly Pandarus 
Gan draw him to the window nye the strete, 

And said, “ Nece, who hath aiaied thus 
The yonder house, that stant aforeyene vs ?’* 

Which house?” (quod she) and gan for to behold, 
4hd Itnew it well, and whose it was him tpid. 


And fellen forth in speech of thinges smale, 

And saten in the window both twey : 

Whan Pandarus saw time vnto his tale, 

And saw well that her folke were all awey : 

“ Now nece mine, tell on” (quod he) “ I prey, 

How liketh you the letter that ye wot, 

Can he thereon, for by my trouth I not*** 

Therewith all rosy hewed tho woxe she, 

And gan to hum, and said, “ So T trow,” 

Aquite him well for Gods love” (quod he) 

My selfe to medes woll the letter sow,” 

And held his hondes vp, and sat on know. 

Now good nece, be it never so hte, 

Yeue me the labour, it to sow and plite.” 

“ Ye, for I can so writen” (qimd she) ** tho, 

And eke I not what I should to him say:” 

“ Nay nece” (quod Pandare) “ say not so, 

Yet at the least, thonketh him 1 pray 
Of his good will : O, doth him not to dey. 

Now for the love of me my nece dere, 

Refuseth not at this time my praiere.” 

** Depardieux” (quod she) “ God leve all be wele, 
God helpe me so, this is the first letter 
That ever I wrote, ye all or any dele,” 

And into a closet for to avise her better, 

She went alone, and gan her berte vnfetter 
Out of disdaines prison, but a bte, 

And set her douuc, and gan a letter write* 

Of which to tell in short is mine entent 
Theffect, as ferre as I can understond : 

She thonked him, of all that he well ment, 
Towardes her, but bolden him m bond 
She nolde not, ne make her seluen bond 
In love, but as his suster him to please, 

She would aye fame to done bis herte an ease. 

She sbette it, and to Pandare into gone 
There as he sat, and looked into strete, 

And doune she set her by him on a stone 
Of lasper, vpon a quisshen of gold ibete. 

And said, As wisely helpe me God the grete, 

1 never did a thing with more pame, 

Than write this, to which ye me restraine*** 

And tooke it him : he thonked hir, and seidc, 

« God wot of thing full often lothe begoime 
Commeth end good: and nece mine Creseide, 

That ye to him of hard now ben iwonne, 

Ought he be glad, by God and yonder sonne : 

For why, men saith impressiones light 
Full lightly ben aye readie to the flight 

“ But ye ban plaied the tiiaunt all too long, 

And hard was it your herte for to grave, 

Now stint, that ye no lenger on it hong. 

All woulden ye the forme of daunger save. 

But hasteth you to done him joye have : 

For trusteth well, too long idone haixlnesse 
Caubeth dispite fiill often for distresse*” 

And right as they declared this matere, 

Lo Troilus, right at the stretes end 
Came nding with his tenth somme ifere 
All softely, and thiderward gan bend 
There as they sate, as was his way to wend 
To paleis ward, and Paudaie him aspide, 

And said, Necei isee who commeth here ride.” 
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^ O file not in, he seeth vs I suppose, 

Least he may thinken that ye him eschue.” 

“ Nay, nay’* (quod she) and woxe as led as rose, 

With that he gan her humbly salue 

With dredefull chere, and oft his henes mue. 

And vp his looke debonairely he cast. 

And becked on Pandare, and forth by past. 

God wot if he sat on his horse aright, 

Or goodly was beseene that like day, 

God wot where he were like a manly knight, 

What should I dretche, or tell of his array: 
Creseide, which that all those thinges sey. 

To tell in short, her liked all ifere, 

His person, his aray, his looke, his chere. 

His goodly manner, and his gentillesse, 

So well, that never sith that she was home, 

Ne had she suche routh of his distresse. 

And how so, she hath hard ben here befome. 

To God hope I, she hath now caught a thoin. 

She shall nat pull it out this next wike, 

God send her mo such thornes on to pike. 

Pandare, which that stood her faste by. 

Felt iron hot, and he began to smite. 

And said, “ Nece, I pray you heartely. 

Tell me that I shall askeu you alite, 

A woman that were of his death to wite 
Withouten his gilt, but for her lack of routh, 

Were it well done (quod she) “Nay by my tiouth.” 

“ God helpe me so’* (quod he) “ ye say me sooth. 
Ye feelen well your selfe that I nought lie, 

Lo, yonde herideth (quod she) “ Ye so he dooth;” 

Well” (quod Pandare) “ as I have told you thrie, 
Let be your nice shame, and your follie. 

And speake with him in easing of his herte, 

Let nicete nat do you bothe smert.” 

But tber on was to Heauen and to done, 
Considering all thing, it may nat be, 

And why ? for shame, and it were eke too soone 
To graunten him so great a liberte: 

For plainly hir entent, as (said she) 

Was for to love him vnwist, if she might, 

And guerdon him with nothing but with sight. 

But Pandare thought, it shall nat be so, 

If that I may, this nice opinion 
Shall nat ben holden fully yeares two. 

What should I make of t^s a long sermon ^ 

He must assent on that conclusion, 

As for the time, and whan that it was eve. 

And all was well, he rose and tooke his leve. 

And on his way fast homeward he spedde. 

And right for ioy he felt his herte daunce. 

And Troilus he found alone abedde, 

That lay, as done these loveis in a traunce, 
Betwixen hope and derke desperaunce, 

But Pandare, nght at his in comming, 

He song, as who saith, “ Lo, somewhat I bring.** 

And said, “ Who is in his bedde so soone 
Yburied thus “ It am I friend (quod he) 

“ Who, Troilus ? nay, help me so the Moone** 
(Quod Pandarus) “ thou sbalt vp rise and see 
A charme that was sent right now to thee. 

The which can healen thee of thine accesse, 

If thou do forthwith all thy businesse.” 


“ Ye, through the might of God : ’ (quod TroilU'.) 
And Pandarus gan him the letter take, 

And said, “ Parde God hath holpen vs, 

Have here a light, and look on all these blakc.” 
But often gan the herte glad and quake 
Of Troilus, while he it gan to rede. 

So as the wordes yave him hope or drede. 

But finally he tooke all for the best 

That she him wrote, for somewhat he beheld. 

On which he thought he might his herte rest^ 

All covered she the wordes vnder sheld, 

Thus to the more worthy part he held. 

That what for hope, and Pandarus behest. 

His greate wo foryede he at the lest. 

But as we may all day our selueu see, 

Through wood or cole kindleth the more fire, 

Right so encrease of hope, of what it be, 

Therewith full oft encreaseth eke desire. 

Or as an oke commetfa of a little spire. 

So through this letter, which that she him sent, 
Encreasen gan desire of which he brent. 

Wherfore I say alway, that day and night 
This Troilus gan to desiren more 
Than he did erst through hope, and did his might 
To presen on, as by Pandarus lore, 

And wnten to her of his sorowes sore 
Fro day to day, he let it nought refrede, 

That by Pandare he somewhat wrot or seide. 

And did also his other observannees. 

That till a lover longeth in this caas, 

And after as his dice turned on chauuces. 

So was he either glad, or said alas, 

And held after his gestes aye his paas, 

And after such answeres as he had. 

So were bis daies sorry either glad. 

But to Pandare alway was his recours, 

And pitously gan aye on him to plaine. 

And him besought of rede, and some socouis. 

And Pandarus, that saw his wood paine, 

Wext well nigh dead for routh, sooth to saine, 

And bu§ily with all his herte cast. 

Some of his wo to sleen, and that as fast. 

And said, “ Lord and friend, and brother dere, 
God wot that thy disease doth me wo. 

But wolt thou stinteu all this wofull chere, 

And by my trouth, ere it be daies two, 

And God tofome, yet shall I shape it so. 

That thou shalt come into a certaiue place. 

There as thou maist thy self praien her of grace, 

** And certainly I not if thou it west. 

But they that ben expert in love, it say. 

It is one of these thmges forthereth most, 

A man to have a leiser for to pray. 

And siker place, his wo for to bewray. 

For in good herte it mote some routh impress 
To heare and see the guiltless in distresse. 

Peraventure thinkest thou, thqugh it be so. 

That kind would her done for to begin, 

To have a manner routh vpon my wo, 

Saith daunger nay, thou sh^t me never win : 

So ruleth her hertes ghost within. 

That though she bende, yet she stout on rote. 
What in efiect is this vnto my bote. 



CHAUCER’S POEMS. 


'riiink here ayen, whan that the sturdy oke 
On w'hich men hacketh ofte for the nones, 
■Received hath ihe happy falling stroke, 

The gieat swight doth it come all at ones. 

As done these great rocks or these miln stones. 

For swifter coiiiise cometh thing that is of wight 
Whan it discendeth, than done thinges light. 

“ Rut rede that boweth doun for every blast, 

Full lightly ce&e wind, it woll arise, 

Rut so mil not an oke, whan it is cast. 

It needeth me nought longe thee forvise, 

Men shall reioysen of a great empnse, 

.Ucliieved well, and stant withouten dout. 

All have men ben the longer thereabout. 

But, Troilus, now tell me if thee lest 
A thing, which that I shall asken thee, 

Which IS thy brother, that thou lovest best, 

As in thy very hertes piivite r ’’ 

** Iwis my brother Deiphebus tho” (quod he.) 
“Now” (quod Pandaie) “ ere houres twise twelve. 
He shall the ease, vnwist of it himselve. 

“ Now let me alone, and worken as I may,” 

(Quod he) and to Deiphebus went he tho. 

Which had his lord, and great fnend ben aye. 

Save Troilus no man he loved so : 

To tellen in short withouten words mo 
(Qnod Pandarus) “ I pray you that ye be 
Friend to a cause, which that toucheth me.” 

“ Yes parde” (quod Deiphebus) wel thou wotest 
All that ever I may, and God tofore. 

All nere it but for the man I love most, 

My brother Troilus j but say wherefore 
It IS, for sith the day that I was boie, 

I nas, ne nevei mo to ben I thinke, 

Ayenst a thing that might thee foithinke,” 

Pandare gan him thank, and to him seide, 

“ Lo sii, I have a lady in this toun 
That is my nece, and called is Creseide, 

Which some men would done oppressioun, 

And wrongfully ha^ e her possessioun. 

Wherefore I of your lordship you beseech 
To ben our fiiend, withouten more speech.” 

Deiphebus him answcid : “ O, is nat this 
That thou speakest of to me thus straungly, 
Cieseide my friend He said him Yes.” 

“ Than needeth” (quod Deiphebus) “ hardely 
No more of this to speke, for tiusteth well that I 
Woll be her champion with spore and yerde, 

I ne raught nat though all her foes it herde, 

** But tel me how, for thou wost this mateie, 

I might best availen, now lette see ?” 

(Quod Pandarus) “ If ye my lord so dere 
Woulden as now do this honour to me. 

To praien her to morrow, lo that she 
Came unto you, her plaints to devise. 

Her adversaries would of it agrise, 

And if I more durst praien as now. 

And chargen you to have so great travaile, 

To have some of your brethien here with you, 

That mighten to her cause bet a’voile,* 

Than wote I wel! she might nevei fade 
For to ben holpen, what at your instaunce, 

Wh,^t with her other friendes governauuce.” 


Deiphebus, which that comen was of kind 
To all honour and bounty to consent, 

Answerd, “ It shall be clone : and I can find 
Yet gi eater helpe to this mine entent : 

What woldest thou saine, if for Fleleine I sent 
To speake of this ? I trow it be the best, 

For she may leden Pans as her lest. 

“ Of Hector, which that is my lord my brother. 
It ueedeth nat to praien him friend to be. 

For I have heard him o time and eke other 
Speakeu of Creseide such honour, that he 
May same no bet, such hap to him hath she. 

It needeth nat his helpes more to crave, 

He shall be such, right as we woll him have. 

Speake thou thy selfe also to Troilus 
On my bchalfe, and pray him with us dine.” 

“ Sir, all this shall be done” (quod Pandarus) 
And tooke his leave, and never gan to fine. 

But to hjs neces house as streight as line 
He came, and found her fro the meat arise. 

And set him doun, and spake right m this wise : 

He said, “ O very God, so have I ronne, 

Lo nece imne, see ye nat how I swete > 

I not where ye the more thanke me conne : 

Be ye not ware how false Poliphete 
Is now about eftsoones for to plete, 

And bring on you advocacies new 
“ I, no” (quod she) and chaimged all her hew. 

What, IS he more about me to dretche 
And done me wrong, what shall I done, alas. 
Yet of iiimselfe nothing would I retche, 

Nfie it for Antenor and Eneas, 

That bell his ftiends in such manner caas: 

But foi the love of God mine uncle dere. 

No force of that, let him have all ifere, 

Withouten that, I have ynough for us,” 

“ Nay” (quod Pandare) “ it shall nothing be so# 
For I have ben right now at Deiphebus, 

At Hector, and mine other lorcles mo, 

And shortly maked each of hem liis fo, 

That by my thrift he shall it never wm, 

For aught he can, whan so that he begin.” 

And as they casten what was best to done, 

Deiphebus of his owne couitesie 

Came her to pray, in his proper persone. 

To hold him on the morrow companie 
At dinnei, which she uolde not denie, 

But goodly gan to bis piayer obey. 

He thonked hei, and went upon his wey. 

Whan this was done, this pandare anone, 

To tell in short, forth he gan to wend 
To Troilus, as still as any stone, 

And all this thing he told him word and end# 

And how that he Deiphebus gan to blend. 

And said him, “ Now is time of that ye conne 
To here thee well to morow, and all is wonue. 

Now speke, now pray, now pitously complain. 
Let nat for nice shame, for drede or slouth, 
Sometime a man mote tell his owne pain, 
Beleeve it, and she woll have on thee routh, 
Thou Shalt ben saved by thy faith in tiouth, 

But well wot I, thou now art in a drede, 

And what it is, I lay that I can aiedc» 
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Thou thiuliest now, ‘ How should I don al this, 
For by my cheres mosten folke espie. 

That for her love is that I fare amis, 

Yet had I lever unwist for sorrow die.’ 

Now thmke nat so, for tliou hast great follie, 

For I right now have founden a mauere 
Of sleight, for to coveren all thy chere. 

Thou Shalt gone overnight, and that blive, 

Unto Deiphebus house, as thee to play. 

Thy maladie away the bet to drive. 

For which thou seemeth sicke, sooth to say, 

Soone after that, in thy bed thee lay. 

And say thou maist no lenger up endure. 

And lie right there, and bide thine aventure- 

“ Say that thy fever is wont thee for to take 
The same time, and last till a morow, 

And let see now how well thou caust it make: 

For parde sicke is he that is m sorrow. 

Go now farwell, and Venus here to borow, 

I hope and thou this purpose hold ferme. 

Thy grace she shall fully there conferme,” 

(Quod Troilus) Iwis thou all needlesse 
Counsailcst me, that sickeliche I me fame, 

For t am sicke m earnest doubtlesse, 

So that well nigh I sterve for the paine:” 

(Quod Pandarus) “ Thou shalt the better plaine, 
And hast the lesse need to counterfete, 

For him demeth men hot, that seeth him swete. 

“ Lo, hold thee at thy triste close, and I 
Shall well the dcere vnto the bow dnve 
Therewith he tooke his leave all softly. 

And Troilus to his paleis went blive, ' 

So glad ne was he never in all his live, 

And to Pandarus rede gan all assent, 

And to Deiphebus hous at night he went. 

What nedeth it you to tellen all the chere 
That Deiphebus vnto his brother made, 

Or his axis, or his sickeliche manere, 

How men gone him with clothes for to lade. 

Whan he was laid, and how men would him glade: 
But all for nought, he held foith aye the wise, 
That ye ban heard Pandare ere this devise. 

But certame is, ere Troilus him leide, 

Deiphebus had praied him over night 
To ben a friend, and helping to Creseide : 

God wot that he graunted anon right 
To ben her full friend with all his might: 

But such a need was it to praien him thenne, 

As for to bidden a wood man to renne. 

The morow came, and nighen gan the time 
Of mealtide, that the faire queene Heleine 
Shope her to ben an home after the prime 
With Deiphebus, to whom she nolde faine, 

But as his suster, homely sooth to same 
She came to dinner in her plaine entent, 

But God and Pandare wist all what this ment. 

Came eke Creseide all innocent of this, 

Antigone her uece, and Tarbe also, 

But file we now prohxitie best is, 

For love of God, and let vs fast go 
Bight to theifect, wiihouten tales mo, 

Why all this folke assembled in this place, 

And let vs of all hir palvinges pace. 


Great honour did hem Deiphebus certaine, 

And fedile hem well, with all that might like, 

But evermo alas, was his refraine : 

My good brother Troilus the sike 
Lithe yet,’ and therenithall he gan to sike, 

And atter that he pained him to glade 
Hem as he might, and chere good he made. 

Complained eke Heleine of his sicknesse 
So faithfully, that it pdie was to here. 

And every w ight gan wexen for axes 
A leche anon, and said, “ In this manere 
Men curen folke, this channe I wol theelero,** 

But there sate one, all list her nat to teche. 

That thought, yet best could I ben his leche. 

After complaint him gonnen they to preise. 

As folk don yet whan some wight hath begon 
To preise a man, and with prcise him reise 
A thousand fold yet higher than the Sonne, 

He is, he can, that few other lordes conne. 

And Pandarns of that they would afferme. 

He nought forgate hir praising to conferme. 

Herd all this thing fair Creseide welljnougb. 

And eveiy word gan for to notifie, 

For which with sober chere hei herte lough. 

For who IS that ne would her glonfie, 

To mowen such a knight done live or die? 

But all passe I, least ye too long idwell, 

But for o fine is all that ever I tell. 

The time came, fio dinner for to rise. 

And as hem ought, arisen eveiychone, 

And gane a while of this and that devise, 

But Pandarus brake all this speech anone, 

And said to Deiphebns, ‘‘ WoU ye gone, 

If your will be, as erst 1 you preide, 

To speaken of the nedes of Creseide 

Heleine, which that by the bond her held, 

Tooke first the tale, and said, ** Go we blive,” 

And goodly on Creseide she beheld, 

And said, “ Joves let him never thnve 

That doth you harm, and reve him sone of live. 

And yeve me sorrow, but he shall it rue. 

If that I may, and all folke be true.'’ 

“ Tell thou thy uices case” (quod Deiphebus 
To Pandaius) “ foi thou canst best it tell.” 

“ My lordes and my ladies, it stant thus, 

What should I lenger”(quod he) “do you dwell?’" 
He rong hem out a proces like a bell 
Upon her foe, that bight Poliphete, 

So hainous, that men might on it spete, 

Answerd of this ech worse of hem than other, 

And Poliphete they gonnen thus to warien. 

And honged be such one, weie he my brother, 

And so he shall, for it ne may nought vanen, 
%Vhat should I lenger m this tale tarfen, 
Plaineliche all at ones they her highten 
To ben her fnend in all that ever they mightem 

Spake then Heleine, and said, “ Pandams, 

Wot aught my lord my brother of this mater, 

I meane Hector, or wote it Troilus?” 

He said, “ Ye, but woll ye me now here, 

Me thmketh thus, sith that Troilus is here, 

It were good, if that ye would assent, 

She told him her selfe all this ere she went, 
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For he wol have the more hir grefe at herte. 
Because lo, that she a lady is, 

And by your Trill, I woll but in ngbt start, 

And do you wete, and that anone iwis, 

If tliat he sleepe, or woll aught here of this 
And m he lept, and said him in his ere, 

God have thy soul, for brought have I thy here.” 

To smilen of this gan tho Troilus, 

And Pandarus without reckoning, 

Out went anon to Heleine and Deiphebus, 

And said hem, “ So there be no tarymg 
Ne move prease, he woU well that ye biing 
Creseide my lady, that is now here, 

And as he may enduren, he woll her here. 

But well ye wote, the chamber is but lite. 

And few folke may lightly make it warme. 

Now looketh ye, for I woll have no wite 
To bring m prease, that might done him harme. 

Or him diseasen, for my better armc : 

Yet were it bette she bid till oft soonis. 

Now looke ye that knowen what to donis. 

I say for me best is, as I can know. 

That no wight m ne wcnde, but ye twey, 

But it were I, for 1 cannot in a throw 
Rehearse her case, vnlike that she can sey. 

And after this she may him ones prey 
To ben good lord in short, and take her leve, 

This may not mokell of his ease him reve. 

And eke for she is §traunge, he woll foibeie 
His ease, which that him dare nat for you. 

Eke other thing, that toucheth nat to her. 

He woll it tell, I wote it well right now. 

That secret is, and for the townes prow 
And they that knew nothing of his entent. 

Without more, to Troilus m they went. 

Heleine in all her goodly softe wise 
Gan him salue, and womanly to play, 

And saied, “ Iwis, ye mote algate arise : 

Now faire brother be all hole I pray,*' 

And gan her arme right over his shoulder lay. 

And him with all her wit to recomfort, 

As she best could, she gan him to disport 

So after this (quod she) “ We you heseke 
My dere brother Deiphebus and I, 

For love of God, and so doeth Pandare eke, 

To been good lord and fnehd right hertely 
Unto Creseide, which that certainly 
Received wrong, as wot well here Pandare, 

That can her case well bet than I declare ” 

This Pandarus gan new his tong affile, 

And all her case rehearse, and that anone, 

Whan it was saied, sooue after in a while, 

(Quod Troilus) ** Assoone as I was gone, 

I wol right fame with all my might ben one. 

Have God my trouth, her cause to susteine.*^ 

“ Now good thrift have ye” (quod Helein the queen.) 

(Quod Pandaius) “ And it your will be. 

That she may take her leave ere that she go,’* 

O eles God foibid it tho’* (quod he) 

“ If that she vouchsaff for to do so 
And with that word (quod Tioilus) ye two 
Deiphebus, and my suster lefe and dere. 

To you have I to speake of a matere, 


To been avised by your rede the better,** 

And found (as hap was) at his bedes hedde 
The copie of a treatise, and a letter 
That Hector had him sent, to asken rede 
If such a man was worthy to ben dede, 

Wote I naught who, but m a grisly wise 
He prayed hem anone on it avise. 

Deiphebus gan this letter for to vnfold 
In earnest great, so did Heleine the queene. 

And roming outward, fast it gonne behold 
Dounward a steire, into an herbor greene: 

This like thing they redden hem betweue. 

And largely the mountenaunce of an houre 
They gonne on it to reden and to poure. 

Now let hem rede, and tonrne we anone 
To Pandarus, that gan full soft prie 
That all was well, and out he gan to gone 
Into the great chamber, and that m hie, 

And saied, God sa\ e all this companie : 

Come nece mine, my lady queene Heleine 
Abideth you, and eke my lordes tweine. 

Rise, take with you your nece Antigone, 

Or whom you list, or no force hardely. 

The lasse prease the bet, come forth with me. 
And looke that ye thonked humbly 
Hem all three, and whan ye may goodly 
Your time isee, taketh of hem your leave, 

Least we too long his lestes him bireave.*' 

All innocent of Pandarus entent 
(Quod tho Creseide) “ Go we vncle dere,** 

And arme m arme, mward with him she wen^ 
Avising well her wordes and her chere, 

And Pandarus in eamcstfull manere, 

Saied, All folke for Godes love I pray, 
Stinteth right here, and softely you play. 

Aviseth you what folke ben here within. 

And in what plite one ib, God him amend^ 

And inward thus full softely begin, 

Nece I coniure, and highly you defend 
On his balfe, which that soule ys all send. 

And m the vertue of corounes twaine 

Slea nat this man, that hath for you this painc* 

Fie on the deuill, thinke which on he is, 

And in what plite he lieth, come off anone, 
Think all such taried tide but lost it nis. 

That woll ye both same, whan ye been one ; 
Secondly, there yet diumeth none 
Upon you two, come off now if ye conne. 

While folke is blent, lo, all the time is wonne* 

In titenng and pursuite, and delaies 
The folke divine, at weggmg of a stre. 

And though ye would ban after merry dales. 
Than dare ye nat, and why ^ For she and she 
Spake such a word, thus looked be and he : 
Least time be lost, I dare not with you deale. 
Come off therfore, and bringeth him to heale.** 

But now to you, ye lovers that ben here. 

Was Tioilus nat in a cankedort. 

That lay, and might the wispring of hem here. 
And thoght O lord, right now renneth my sort 
Fully to die, or have anone comforte,** 

And was the first time he should her pray 
Of love, O rajghtie God, what shall he say I 
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EXPLICIT LIBER TERTIUS- 

O BLISFULL light, of which the hemes clerc 
Adoraeth all the third heaven faire, 

O sonnes lefe, O Joues doughter dere, 
Pleasaunce of love, O goodly debonaire. 

In gentle hertes aye ready to lepaire, 

0 very cause of heale and of gladnesse, 

1 heried be thy might and thy goodnesse. 

In HeaVen and Hell, m yearth, and salt see. 

Is felt thy might, if that I well disceme. 

As man, and beast, fish, herbe, and grene tree. 
They fele in times with vapour eteme, 

God loveth, and to love woll naught weme, 

And m this world no lives creature, 

Withouten love is worth, or may endure. 

Ye Joues first, to thilke affectes glade 
Through which that thinges liven all and be, 
Commenden, and amorous hem made 
On mortal 1 thmg, and as you list aye ye 
Yeve hem in love, ease, or aduersite : 

And in a thousand formes doune hem sent 
For love in yeaith, and whom you list he bent. 

Ye fiers Mars appeasen of his ire. 

And as you list, ye maken hertes digne : 

Algates hem that ye woll set a fire. 

They dreden shame, and vices they resigne, 

Ye doen him curteis be, fresh, and benigne. 

And high or low, after a wight entendeth 
The loies that he hath, your might it sendeth. 

Ye holden reigne and house in vnitie. 

Ye soothfast cause of friendship ben also, 

Ye knowen all thilke couered qualitie 
Of thinges, which that folke wondren at so. 
Whan they can nat construe how it may go, 

She loveth Wm, or why he loveth here. 

As why this fish, and nat that commeth to were. 

Ye folke a law have set in vniuerse, 

And this know 1 by hem that lovers be. 

That who so striveth with you hath the werse : 
Now ladle bright, for thy benignite. 

At reuerence of hem that serven thee. 

Whose clerke I am, so teacheth me devise. 
Some ioy of that is felt in thy servise, 

Yea, in my naked herte sentement 
Inhilde, and do me shew of thy sweetnesse 
Caliope, thy voice be now present, 

For now is need, seest thou nat my distresse. 
How I mote tell anon right the gladnesse 
Of Troilus, to Venus herying, 

To the which who nede hath, God him bring. 


IXCIPIT LIBER TERTIUS. 

I 4 AY all this meane while this Troilus 
Kecording his lesson in this manere, 

Mafey,*’ thought he, thus woll I say, and thus, 
Thus woll I plaine vnto my lady dere, 

That woid is good, and this shall be my chere 


This nill I nat foryetten m no wise, ’’ 

God leve him werken as he can devise. 

And lord bo that his herte gan to quappc. 

Hearing her come, and short for to sike, 

And Pandarns that ledde her by the lappe. 

Came nere, and gan in at the curtein pike. 

And saied, God doe bote on all that are sike. 

See who is here you comen to visite, 

Lo, here is she that is your death to wite.” 

Therewith it seemed as he wept almost, 

“ A, a’’ (quod Troilus so routhfully ) 

Whether me be wo, O mighty god thou wost. 

Who is all there, I see nat truely:” 

“ Siri’ (quod Creseide) “ it is Pandare and I,” 

Ye sweet herte alas, I may nat nse 
To kneele, and do you honour in some wise.” 

And dressed him vpward, and she right tho 
Gan both her hondes soft vpon him ley, 

O for the love of God doe ye not so 
To me,” (quod she) “ eye what is this to sey r 
Sir comen am I to you for causes twey. 

First you to thonke, and of your lordship eke 
Contmuaunce 1 would you beseke.’^ 

This Troilus that heard bis ladie pray 
Of lordship, him wox neither quick ne dedde, 

Ne might 0 word for shame to it say, 

Although men shoulden smiten off his hedde. 

But Lord so he wox sodainelichc redde ; 

And sir, his lesson that he wende conne 
To praien her, is through his wit ironne. 

Creseide all this aspied well ynough, 

For she was wise, and loved him never the lasse. 
All nere he in all apert, or made it tough. 

Or was too bold to sing a foole a masse. 

But whan his shame gan somwhat to passe 
His reasons, as I may my rimes hold, 

I woll you tell, as teachen bookes old. 

In chaunged voice, right for his very drede. 
Which voice eke quoke, and thereto his manere 
Goodly abasht, and now his hewes rede. 

Now pale, \nto Creseide his ladie dere, 

With looke doun cast, and humble iyolden chere, 
lo, the alderfirst word that him astaxt. 

Was twice, Mercy, meicy, O my sweet herte.” 

And stint a while, and whan he might out bring, 
The next word was, God wote for I have 
As faithfully as I have had konning, 

Ben yours all, God so my soule do save, 

And shall, till that I wofull might be grave. 

And thoilgh I dare ne can vnto you plaine, 

Iwis I suffer not the lasse pame. 

“ Thus much as now, ah, womanliche wife, 

I may out bring, and if this you displease. 

That shall I wreke vpon mine owne life 
Right soone I trow, and do your herte an ease, 

If with my death your herte may appease : 

But sens that ye han heard me somewhat sey. 
Now retch I never how soone that I dey,” 
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Therewith his manly soirow to behold, 

It might hare made an herte of stone to rew. 

And Pandare wept as he to water would. 

And poked ever his nece new and new. 

And saied, “ Wo begon been hertes true, 

Por love of God, make of this thing an end, 

Or slea us both at ones, ere that ye wend.” 

“ I, what” (quod she) “ by God and by my trouth 
I not nat what ye wilne that I sey 
“ Eye, what” (quod he) “ that ye have on him routh 
For Godes love, and doeth him nat to dey 
“ Now than thus” (quod she) “ I woll him prey, 
To tell me the line of his entent, 

Yet wist I never well what that he ment.” 

** What that I mean, O my sweet herte dere” 
(Quod Troilus) O goodly fresh and free. 

That with the streames of your eyen so cl ere 
Ye shoiilden sometime friendly on me see. 

And than agreen that I may ben hee 
Withouten braunch of vice, on any wise. 

In trouth alway to do you my servise, 

As to my lady right, and cheefe resort. 

With all my witte and all my diligence, 

And to have right as you list comfort. 

Under your yerde egil to mine offence, 

As death, if that I breake your defence, 

And that ye digue me so much honour, 

Me to commaunden aught in any hour. 

And I to ben your very humble, true, 

Secret, and in my paines patient. 

And ever to desireu freshly new 
To serven, and to ben aye like diligent, 

And with good herte all holly your talent 
Eeceiven well, how sore that me smait, 

Lo this meane I, O mine owne sweet herte 

(Quod Pandaius) Lo here an hard request. 

And reasonable, a lady for to weine: 

Now nece mine, b}'' Natali Joves feest. 

Were I a God, ye should sterve as yeme, 

That heren wel this man wol nothing yeme. 

But your honour, and scene him almost sterve, 
And ben so loth to suffer him you to serve.” 

With that she gan her eyen on him cast 
Full easily, and full debonairely 
Avising her, and hied not too fast, 

With never a word, but saied him softely, 

Mine honour safe, I w'oll well truely. 

And in such forme, as I can now devise, 

Receiven him fully to my servise. 

Beseeching him for Godes love, that he 
Would in honour of tionth and gentillesse, 

As I well meane, eke meanen well to me : 

And mine honour with wit and husinesse 
Aye kepe, and if I may doen him gladnesse 
From henceforth iwis I mil not fame : 

Now beth all hole, no lenger ye ne plaine. 

“ But nathelesse, tins wame t you” (quod she) 

“ A kinges sonne although ye be iwis. 

Ye shall no more have soverainte 
Of me m love, than right in that case is, 

Ne mil forbeare, if that ye doen amis 
To wrath you, and while that ye me serve, 
Oherishen you, right after that ye deserve. 


And shortly, dere Iieite and all my knight, 

Beth glad, and diaweth you to lustinesse. 

And I shall tiuely, witball my full might 
Your bitter tournen all to sweetnesse, 

If I be she that may doe you gladnesse. 

For every wo ye shall recover a blisse,” 

And him m armes tooke, and gan him kissc. 

Fell Pandarus on knees, and up fus eyen 
To Heaven threw, an^ held his hondes hie : 

“ Immortall God” (quod he) that maiest not dien, 
Cupide I meane, of this maiest glorifie, 

And Venus, thou maiest maken melodie 
Withouten bond, me seemeth that in toune. 

For this miracle iche here eche bell souue. 

But ho, no mom now of this mattere, 

For why ? This folke woll comen up anone, 

That have the letter redde, lo I hem here. 

Cut I conjuie thee Creseide, and one 
And two, thou Troilus whan thou maist gone 
That at mine house ye hen at my warning, 

For I full well shall shapen your comming. 

“ And easeth theie your hertes right ynough, 

And let see which of you shall beare the bell 
To speak of love aright,” and therwith he lough, 

** For there have I a leiser for to tell 
(Quod Troilus) ” How long shall I here dwell 
Erethisbedoen>”(quodhe) “ Whan thou’maiest rise 
I This thing shall be right as you list devise.” 

With that Heleine and also Deiphebus 
Tho comen upward right at the staires end, 

And lord so tho gan gronen Troilus, 

His mother and his suster for to blend : 

(Quod Pandarus) ‘‘ It time is that we wend. 

Take nece mine youi leave at hem all three, 

And let hem speak, and commeth forth with me.” 

She tooke her leave at hem full thriftely. 

As she well could, and they her reverence 
Unto the full didden hartely, 

And wonder well speaken m her absence 
Of her, m praising of her excellence, 

Her governaunce, her wit, and her manere 
Commendeden, that it joy was to here. 

Now let her wend unto her owne place. 

And toume we unto Troilus agame, 

That gau full lightly of the letter pace. 

That Deiphebus had m the garden seme. 

And of Heleine and him he would feme 
Delivered ben, and saied, that him lest 
To slepe, and after tales have a rest. 

Heleine him kist, and tooke her leave blive, 
Deiphebus eke, and home went every wight, 

And Pandarus as fast as he may drive 
To Troilus tho came, as line light, 

And on a paillet, all that glad night 
By Troilus he lay, with merj*y chere 
To tale, and well was hem they were iferc. 

Whan every wight was voided but they two, 

And all the dores weren fast ishet, 

To tell in short, withouten words mo, 

This Pandarus, without any let 
Up rose, and on his beddes side him set> 

And gan to speaken in a sober wise ^ 

To Troilus, as I shall you devise. 
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“ Mine aldeileVest lord, and brother dere, 

God wot, and thou, that it sate me so sore. 

Whan I thee saw so languishing to here, 

Por love of which thy wo woxe alway more, 

That I with all my might, and all my lore, 

Have ever sitben doen my businesse 
To bring thee to joye out of distresse. 

And have it brought to such plite as thou wost 
So that through me thou stondest now in way 
To faren well, I say it for no host, 

And wost thou why, but shame it is to say. 

For thee have I begun a gamen play. 

Which that I never doen shall eft for other, 

All tho he were a thousand fold my brothei. 

“ That is to say, foi thee am I becomen, 
Betwixeii game and eai nest such a meane. 

As maken women unto men to comen, 

All say I nat, thou wost well what I meane, 

For thee have 1 my nece, of vices cleane, 

So fully made thy geutillesEe trist, 

That all shall ben right as thy selfe list. 

“ But God, that all woteth, take I to witnesse. 
That never I this for covetise wrought. 

But only for to abredge that distresse, 

For which welnie thou didest, as me thought : 
But goodbiothei do now as thee ought, 

For Godes love, and kepe her out of blame, 

Sms thou art wise, and save alway her name. 

For well thou wost, the name as yet of her 
Emongs the people as (who saith) halowed is, 
For that man is unbore I daie well swere. 

That ever wist that she did amis, 

But wo is me, that I that cause all this. 

May thinken that she is my nece dere, 

And I hir erne, and traitour eke ifere. 

And wer it wist, that I through mine engine 
Had m mine nece iput this fantasie 
To doen thy lust, and holly to be* thine : 

Why all the world would upon it crie. 

And say, that I the worste trecherie 
Did m this case, that ever was begon, 

And she fordone, and thou right nought iwon. 

Wherfore ere 1 woll further gone or paas. 

Yet eft I thee beseech, and fully say, 

That pnvete go with us in this caas, 

That is to saine, that thou us never wray. 

And be not wroth, though I thee ofte pray. 

To holden secre such an high mattere. 

For skilfull is, thou wost well, my praiere. 

‘‘ And thinke what wo there hath betid ere this 
For making of avauntes, as men rede, 

And what mischaunce in this world yet is 
Fro day to day, right for that wicked dede, 

For which these wise clerkes that ben dede 
Have ever this proverbed to us young. 

That the first veitue is to kepe the toung. 

And nere it that I wilne as now abredge 
Diffusion of speech, I could almost 
A thousand old stories thee alledge 
Of women lost, through false and fooles host, 
Proverbes canst thy selfe mow, and wost 
Ayenst that vice for to been a blabbe, 

All saied men sooth, as often as they gabbe. 


0 tongue alas, so often here befome 
Hast thou made many a lady bright of hew, 

Saied ‘‘ Welaway the day that I was borne,’' 

And many a maidens sorrow for to new. 

And for the more part all is untrew 

That men of yelpe, and it were brought to preve. 
Of kind, none a\auntour is to leve, 

Avauntour and a Her, all is one. 

As thus: I pose a woman graunt me 

Hei love, and saieth that other woll she none, 

And I am swome to holden it secree, 

And after I tell it two or three, 

Iwis I am a vauntour at the lest. 

And he eke, for I bieake ray behest. 

Now looke than if they be not to blame. 

Such maner folk, what shall I clepe hem, what,. 
That hem avaunt of women, and by name. 

That yet behight hem never this ne that, 

Ne know hem no more than mine old hat, 

No wonder is, so God me sende hele. 

Though women dreden with us men to dele. 

1 say not this for no mistrust of you, 

Ne for no wise men, but for fooles nice. 

And for the haime that m the world is now. 

As well for follie oft, as for mallice, 

For well wote I, ui wise folke that vice 
No w’oman diedeth. if she be well avised, 

Foi wise been by fooles haime chastised. 

But now to pnrpose, leve brother dere, 

Have all this thing that I have saied in mind, 
And keep thee close, and be now of good chere 
For all thy daies thou shalt me true find, 

I shall thy processe set in such a kind, 

And God toforne, that it shall thee su^e. 

For it shall be right as thou wolt devise. 

For well I wote, thou meanest well parde. 
Therefore I dare this fiilly undertake. 

Thou wost eke what thy lady grannted thee. 

And day is set the charters to make, 

Have now good night, I may no lenger wake> 
And bid foi me, sith tbou art now in blisse. 

That God me sende death, or some lisse." 
t 

Who might tellen halfe the joy or feste 
Which that the soule of Triolus tho felt, 

Hearing theffect of Pandarus beheste : . 

His old wo, that made his herte to swelt, 

Gan tho for joy wasten, and to melt. 

And all the richesse of his sighes sore 
At ones fled, he felt of hem no more. 

But right so as these holtes and these hayis- 
That ban m winter dead ben and diy, 

Revesten hem in grene, whan that May is. 
Whan eveiy lusty berte listeth to pley. 

Right in that selfe wise, sooth for to sey, 

Woxe suddainly his herte full of joy. 

That gladder was there never man in Troy. 

And gan his looke on Pandarus up cast 
Full sobeily, and friendly on to see, 

And saied, “ Friend, in Aprill the las^ 

As well thou wost, if it remember thee, 

How nigh the death for wo tbou founde me, 

And how thou diddest ail thy businesse 
To know of me the cause of xny distresse. , 
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“ Thou wost how long I it forbarc to say 
To thee, that art the man that I best trist, 

And perill none was it to thee to bewray, 

That wist I well : but tell me if thee list^ 

5?ith I so loth was that thy selfe it wist. 

How durst 1 mo tellen of this matere ? 

That quake now, and no wight may us here, 

“ But nathelesse, by that God I thee swere, 
That as him list may all the world goveme. 
And if I lye, Achilles with his spere 
Mine herte cleave, all were my life eteme. 

As I am mortall, if I late or yeme 
Would it bewray, or durst or should oonne. 

For all the good that God made under sonne; 

That rather die I would, and determine 
As thmketh me now, stocked in prison, 

In wretchednesse, in filth, and in vermine, 
Captive to cruell king Agamemnon : 

And this in all the temples of this toun, 

Upon the Godes all, I woll thee swere 
To morow day, if that thee liketh here. 

“ And that thou hast so much idoen for me, 
That I ne may it nevermore deserve, 

This know I well, all might I now for thee 
A thousand times on a morow sterve, 

I can no more, but that I woll thee serve 
Right as thy slave, whether so thou wend, 

For evermore, unto my lives end. 

** But here with all mine herte I thee beseech, 
That never m me thou deme such folly 
As I shall same : me thought hy thy speech. 
That this which thou me dost for companie, 

1 should wenen it were a baudrie, 

I am not wood, all if I leude be, 

It is not so, that wote I well parde, 

** But he that goeth for gold, or for iichesse, 
On such messages, call him what ye list, 

And this that thou dost, call it gentlenesse. 
Compassion, and fellowship, and tnst, 

Depart it so, for wide where is wist 
How that there is diversitie required 
Betwixen tbiuges like, as I have lered^ 

And that thou know I thinke not ne wene. 
That this service a shame be or iape, 

T have my faire sister Polexene, 

Cassandre, Helein, or any of the frape. 

Be she never so fiure, or well isbape, 

Tell me whiche thou wilt of everychone 
To have for thine, and let me than alone. 

** But sith that thou hast done me this service, 
My life to save, and for none hope of mede : 

So for the love of God, this great empnse 
Performe it out, now is the most nede 
For high and low, withouten any drede, 

I woll alway thme hestes all kepe, 

Have now good night, and let us both slepe.*’ 

Thus held hem ech of other well apaied. 

That all the world ne might it bet amend, 

And on the morrow when they were araied, 

Ech to his owne needs gan to entend ; 

But Troilus, though as the fire he brend. 

For Sharpe desire of hope, and of pleasaunce. 
He not foegate his good goveinaunce. 


But m himself, with manhood gan restrain 
Ech rakell deed, and ech unbndled chere. 

That all that liven soothe for to same, 

Ne should have wist by word or by manere 
What that he ment, as touching this matere. 

From every wight, as ferre as is the cloud. 

He was so wise, and well dissimulen coud. 

And all the while which that I now devise, 

This was his life, with all his full might: 

By day he was in Martes high servise. 

That IS to saine, in armes as a knight. 

And for the more part all the long night. 

He lay and thought how that he might serve 
His lady best, her thauke for to deserve, 

Nill I not sweare, although he lay soft, 

That m his thought nas somwhat diseased, 

Ne that he toumed on his pillowes oft, 

And would of that him missed have ben eased. 

But in such case men be nat alway pleased, 

For naught I wote, xid mere than was he. 

That can I deeme of possibilite. 

But certaine is, to purpose for to go, 

That in this while, as written is in geste. 

He saw his lady sometime, and also 
She with him spake, whan that she durst and leste^ 
And by hir both avise, as was the best, 
Appointeden full warely in this need. 

So as they durst, how they would proceed, 

But it was spoken in so short a wise, 

In such awaite alway, and in such feare. 

Least any wight divmen or devise 
Would of hem two, or to it lay an eare, 

That all this world so lefe to hem ne were. 

As that Cupide would hem his grace send. 

To maken of hir speech right an end. 

But thilke little that they spake or wrought. 

His wise ghost tooke aye of all such hede, 

It seemed her he wiste what she thought, 
Withouten word, so that it was no nede 
To bid him aught to doen, or aught forbede, 

For which she thought that love, all come it late. 
Of all joy had opened her the yate. 

And shortly of this processe for to pace. 

So well his werke and wordes he beset. 

That he so full stood in his ladies grace. 

That twenty thousand times eie she let. 

She thonked God she ever with him met, 

So could he him goveme in such servise. 

That all the world ne might it bet devise. 

For she found him so discreet in all, 

So secret, and of such obeisaunce, 
i That well she felt he was to her a wall' 
j Of steel, and shield of every displeasaunce, 
iTiat to been in his good governaunce. 

So wj $0 he was, she was no more afered, 

1 meane as ferre as aught ben requered. 

Aud Pandarus to quicke alway the fire. 

Was ever ilike piest and diligent, 

To ease his friend was set all his desire. 

He shone aye on, he to and fro was sent, 

I He letters bare, whan Troilus was absent, 

That never man, as in his finendes nede, 

Ne baie him bet than he, withouten drede» 
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feut iQOw peraventure some man waiten would 
That every word, or sond, look, or chere 
Of Troilus, that I rehearcen should, 

In all this while, unto his lady dere;,^ 

I trow it were a long thing for to here, 

Or of what wight that stant in such disjoint 
His wordes all, or every looke to point. 

Forsooth I have not herd it done ere this, 

In story none, ne no man here I wene. 

And though I would, I could not iwis. 

For there was some epistle hem betwene. 

That would (as saith mine autoi) wel contene 
Nie half this boke, of which him list not write, 
How should I than a line of it endite ^ 

But to the great effect, than say I thus. 

That stonden in concord and in qmete 
This like two, Creseide and Troilus, 

As I have told, and in this time swete, 

Save onely often might they not mete, 

Ne leisure have, hir speeches to fulfell. 

That it befell right as I shall you tell. 

That Pandarus, that ever did his might. 

Right for the fine that I shall speake of here. 

As for to bnngen to his house some night 
His faire nece, and Troilus ifere, 

Where as at leiser all this high matere 
Touching hir love were at the full up bound, 

Had out of doubt a time to it found. 

For he with great deliberation 

Had every thing that thereto might availe 

Fome cast, and put in execution, 

And nether left for cost ne for travaile. 

Come if hem liste, hem should nothing faile;. 

And for to ben in aught aspied there, 

That wist he well an impossible were* 

Bredelesse it clere was in the wind 
Of every pie, and every let game. 

Now all IS well, for all the world is blind 
In this matter, both ftemed and tame. 

This timber is all ready up to frame. 

Us lacketh naught, but that we weten would 
A certaine houre, in which she cornea should. 

And Troilus, that all this purveyaunce 
Knew at the full, and waited on it aye. 

And hereupon eke made great ordinaunce, 

And found his cause, and therwith his arraye, 

If that he were missed night or day, 

They thought there while he was about this servise, 
That he was gone to done his sacrifice. 

And must at soch a temple alone wake. 

Answered of Apollo for to be, 

And first to sene the holy laurer quake, 

Er that Apollo spake out of the tree. 

To tellen him next whan Greeks should flie. 

And forthy let him no man, God forbede. 

But pray Apollo helpe in this nede. 

Now is there litell more for to done, 

But Pandare up, and shortly for to saine. 

Right sone upon the chaunging of the Mone, 
Whan lightlesse is the world a night or twaine. 
And that the welken shope him for to rame. 

He straight a morrow unto his ncce went, 

Ye have well herde the fine of his entent. 


S5.; 

Whan he was comen, be gan anon to play, 

As he was wont, and of Limsclfe to yape, 

And finally he swore, and gan her say. 

By this and that, she should him not escape. 

No lenger done him after her to gape : 

But certainly, she must, by her leve. 

Come soupen in his house with him at eve. 

At which she lough, and gan her first excuse. 

And said ; ‘‘ It rameth • lo, how should I gone,” 

** I^t be,” (quod he) ne stonde not thus to muse, 
This mote be don, ye shal come there anone,” 

So at the last, hereof they fell at one ; 

Oi eles fast he swoie her in her eere, 

He nolde never comen there she weie. 

Sone after this, she to him gan rowne. 

And asked him if Troilus were there. 

He swore her nay, for he was out of towne ; 

And said, ** Nece, I suppose that he were there. 
You durst never thereof have the more fere ? 

For rather than men might him there aspie. 

Me were lever a thousand folde to die.” 

Naught list mine auctour fully to declare. 

What that she thought, whan as he said so, 

That Troilus was out of towne ifare, 

And if he said thereof soth or no, 

But that withouten awalte with him to go, 

She graunted him, sith he her that besought, 

And as his nece obeyed as her ought. 

But nathelesse, yet gan she him besech, 
(Although with him to gone it was no fere) 

For to beware of gofisshe peoples spech, 

That dremen thinges, which that never were, 

And wel avise him whom he brought there: 

And said him, “ Eme, sens I must on you trist, 
Loke al be wel, and do now as you list.” 

He swore her this by stockes and by stones. 

And by the Goddes that in Heven dwell. 

Or eles were him leaver soule and bones, 

With Pluto king, as depe ben in Hell 
As Tantalus : what should I more tell > 

Whan al was w'el, he rose and toke his leve, 

And she to souper came whan it was eve. 

With a certaine number of her own men. 

And with her faire nece Antigone, 

And other of her women nine or ten. 

But who was glad now, who, as trowe yee ? 

But Troilus, that stode and might it see 
Throughout a litel window in a stewe, 

Ther he beshet, sith audoigbt, was m mewe, 

Unwist of every wight, but of Pandare. 

But to the point, now whan that she was come, 
With al loy, and al her frendes in fare, 

Here eme anon in armes hath her nome. 

And than to the soupei al and some. 

Whan as time was, full softe they hem set, 

God wot there was no deinte ferre to fet. 

And after souper gonnen tliey to rise. 

At ease well, with herte full fresh and glade, 

And wel was him that coude best devise 
To liken her, or that her laughen made. 

He songe, she-plaide, he told a tale of Wade : 

But at the last, as every thing hath end. 

She toke her lea\(i, and nedes would thence v?end. 
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But O Fortune, executnce of wierdes, Tno Pandarus her erne, right as him ought 

O influences of these hevens hie. With women, such as were her most about, 

Soth IS, that vnder God ye ben our hierdes, Ful glad vnto her beddes side her biought. 

Though to vs beestes ben the causes wrie: And toke his leave, and gan ful lowe lout. 

This rnene 1 now, for she gan homward hie ; And said, “ Heie at this closet dore without, 

But execute was all beside hir leve, Right overtwhart, your women liggen all. 

At the goddes wil, for which she must bleve. That whom ye list of hem, ye may sone calU” 


The bente Mone with her homes all pale, 
Saturnus and Jove, m Cancro ioyned uere. 

That such a raine from Heven gan availe. 

That every mader woman that was there, 

Had of that' smoky rame a very feere : 

At which Pandare tbo lough, and said thenne, 
Now were it time a lady to go henne.” 

** But good nece, if X might ever please 
You any thing, than pray I you,’" (quod he) 

“ To don mine heite as now so gieat an ease. 

As for to dwell here al this night with me. 

For why ^ this is your owne house parde : 

For by my trouth, I say it nat in game, 

To wende as now, it were to me a shame.” 

Creseide, which that could as much good 
As halfe a woild, toke hede of his praiie, 

And sens it rained, and al was in a flode. 

She thought, ‘‘ As good chepe noay I dwel here 
And graiint it gladly with a frendes chere, 

And ha\ e a thonk, as grutch and than abide, 

For home to go it may nat well betide. 

“ I wol,” (quod she) “ mine vncle hefe and dere. 
Sens that you list, it skill is to be so, 

I am right glad with you to dwellen here, 

I said but agame that I would go,” 

" Iwis graunt mercy nece,” (quod he) “ tho : 
Were it agame or no, sothe to tell. 

Now am I glad, sens that you list to dwel.” 

Thus al is wel, but tho began aright 
The newe ioy, and al the test againe. 

But Pandarus, if goodly had he might. 

He would have hied her to bcdde full faine. 

And said, *• O Lord this is an huge rame, 

This were a wether for to sleepen in, 

And that I rede vs soone to begin. 

“ And nece, wote ye where I woll you lay. 

For that we shul not liggen ferre a sender. 

And for ye neither shollen, dare 1 say. 

Here noise of raine, ne yet of thonder ^ 

By God right m my closet yonder. 

And I wol in that vttcr house alone, 

Ben wardain of 3 '’oiir women everichone. 

And in this middle chambre that ye se, 

Sbal your women slepen, wel and soft. 

And there I Said, shal your selven be : 

And if ye liggen wel to night, come oft. 

And careth not what wether is aloft. 

The wine anone, and whan so you lest. 

Go we to slepe, I trowe it be the best.” 

Ihere nis no moie, but hereafter sone 
They voide, dronke, and travers draw anone, 

Gan every wight that hath nought to done 
More m the place, out of the chambre gone, 

And ever more so sterehche it rone. 

And blewe therwith so wonderhche loude, 

That wel nigh no man heien other coude.” 


Lo whan that she was m the closet laid, 

And al her women forth by ordinaunce, 

A bedde weren, there as I have said. 

There nas no more to skippen nor to praunce, 

But bodeu go to bedde with mischaunce, 

If any wight stering were any where. 

And let hem slepen, that abedde were. 

But Pandarus, that wel couth eche adele. 

The old daunce, and every point therin. 

Whan that he saw that all thing was wele. 

He thought he wold vpon his weike begm: 

And gan the stewe doic al soft unpin. 

As still as a stone, without lenger let, 

By Troilus adoun right he him set. 

And shortly to the point right for to gone. 

Of al this werke he told him worde and end. 

And said, “ Make thee ledy right anone, 

For thou shalt into Heven blisse wend.” 

“ Now blisfull Uenus, thou me grace send,” 
(Quod Tioilus) “ for never yet no dede, 

Had I er now, ne halfendele the drede.” 

(Quod Pandarus) Ne drede thee never a dele. 
For It shal be right as thou wolt desire. 

So thnue 1, this mgbt shall 1 make it wele, 

Or casten all the gruel m the fire.” 

“ Yet blisful Uenus this night thou me empire/^ 
(Quod Troilus) “ as wis as I the serve, 

And ever bet and bet shall till I sterve. 

** And if X had, O Uenus ful of mirth, 

Aspectes badde of Mars, oi of Satume, 

Or thou combuste, or let w'ere m my birth, 

Thy father pray, al thilke harme distume 
Of grace, and that I glad ayen may tume : 

For love of him thou lovedst in the shawe, 

I mean Adon, that with the bore was slawe.* 

« Jove eke, for the love of faire Europe, 

The which in forme of a bulle away thou fet : 
Now help, O Mais, thou with thy blody cope 
For love of Cipna, thou me naught ne let . 

O Phebus, think when Daphne her selven shet 
Under the barke, and lauier woie for drede, 

Yet for her love, O help now at this nede, 

" Mercuric, for the love of her eke. 

For which Pallas was with Aglauros wroth, 

Now helpe, and eke Diane I the beseke, 

That this viage be nat to the loth ; 

O fatall sustren, which or any cloth 
Me shapen was, my destine me sponne, 

So helpeth to this werke that is begonne.” 

(Quod Pandarus) “ Thou wretched mouces herte. 
Art thou agast so that she will the bite ? 

Why do on this furred cloke on thy sherte, 

And folow me, for I wol have the wite: 

But bide, and let me gon before alite,” 

And with that he gan vndone a trappe, 

And Troilus he brought in by the lappe. 
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The stemc winde so loude gan for to rout 
That no wight other noise might here, 

And they that laien at the dore without, 

Ful sikerly they slepten al ifere : 

And Pandarus, with ful sobre chere, 

Goth to the dore anon withouten lette. 

There as they lay, and softly it shette. 

And as he came ayen prively 

His nece awoke, and asketh, “ Who goeth there 

** My owne dere nece,” (quod be) “ it am I, 

Ne wondreth not, ne have of it no fere,” 

And nere he came, and said her m her eere : 

“ No worde for love of God I you besech, 

Let no wight arise, and here of our spech.** 

“ What, which way be ye comen ^ beiiedicite,” 
fQuod she) “ and how vnwiste of hem all ?” 

“ Here at this secrete trap dore,” (quod he) 
(Quod tho Creseide) “ Let me some wdght call:” 
“ Eigh, God forbid that it should so fall,” 

(Quod Pandarus) that ye such foly wrought. 
They might demen thing they never ei thought. 

It is nat good a slepmg hound to wake, 

Ne yeve a wight a cause foi to define. 

Your women slepen a!, I vudertake. 

So that for hem the house men might mine. 

And slepen wolleu till the Sunne shine. 

And whan my tale is biought to an end, 

Unwibt right as I came, so wol I w'ende. 

Now nece mine, ye shul well vnderstonde,” 
Quod he) ** so as ye women demen all, 

That tor to hold in love a man m honde, 

And him her lefe and dere herte to call, 

And maken him an howne above to call: 

I mene, as love an other in this mene. while, 

She doth her selfe a shame, and him a gile. 

“ Now whereby that I tel you al this, 

Ye wote your selfe, as wel as any wight, 

How that your love al fully gi-aunted is 

To Troilus, the worthiest wight 

One of the world, and therto trouth iplight, 

That but it were on him alone, ye nold 
Him never falsen, while ye liven should. 

“ Now stonte it thus, that sith I fro you went. 
This Troilus, right platly for to seine. 

Is through a gutter by a privy went, 

Into my chambre come in al this reine . 

Unwist of every maner wight certairie, 

Save of my selfe, as wisely have I joy. 

And by the fakh I owe to Priam of Tioy. 

“ And he is come in such paine and distresse, 
That but if he be al fully wood by this, 

He sodamly mote fal into woodnesse, 

But if God helpe : and cause why is this ? 

He saith him toide is of a frende of his, 

How that ye should loven one, that bight Horast, 
For sorow of which this night sbal be his Isat,” 

Creseide, which that al this wonder heide, 

Gan sodainly about her herte cold, 

And with a sighe she sorowfully answerd, 

“ Alas, I wende who so ever tales told, 

My dere herte woulden me nat have held 
So lightly faulse : alas conceites wrong, 

What harm they done, for now live 1 to long. 
VOL. I. 


Horaste alas, and falsen Troilus, 

I know him not, God helpe me so,” (quod she) 
Alas, what wicked spinte told him thus. 

Now certes, erne, to tnorrow and I him se, 

I shal therof as full excusen me. 

As ever did woman, if him like,” 

And With that word she gan fill soie sike. 

O God,” (quod she) ‘‘ so worldly selinesse 
Which clerkes callen false felicite, 

Ymedled is with many bittemesse, 

Ful anguishous, than is, God wote,” (quod she) 
** Condicion of veine prosperite. 

For either loyes comen nat ifere. 

Or eles no wight hath hem alway heie. 

O b»otil wele of mannes joy unstable, 

With what wight so thou be, or thou who play. 
Either he wote, tliat thou joy ait mutable, 

Or wote It nat, it mote ben one of tway : 

Now if he wot it nat, how may he say, 

That he hath very joy and silinesse, 

That IS of ignoiaace aie in derkenesse ? 

“ Now if he wote that ioy is transitory, 

As every joy of worldly thing mote flee. 

Than every time he that hath in memory. 

The drede of losing, maketh him that he 
May m no pai fite sikemesse be : 

And if to lese hisjoy, he set a mke. 

Than semeth it, that joy is worth ful lite. 

“ Wherfore I wol define in this matere, 

I That truely for aught I can espie, 

I Theie is no very wele in this world here. 

But O thou wicked serpent Jalousie^ 

Thou misbeleved, and enuious folie. 

Why hast thou Troilus made to me vntnst. 
That never yet agilte, that I wist:’* 

(Quod Pandarus) “ Thus fallen is this caas.” 

“ Why vnclemme,” (quod she) who told him t 
And why doth my dere herte thus, alas 

Ye wote, ye nece mine,” (quod he) what il 
I hope al shal we wel, that is amis, 

For ye may quenclie al this, if that you lest. 
And doeth light so, 1 hold it for the best.”‘ 

“ So shal I do to morrow, rwis,” (quod she) ‘ 
And God toforne, so that it shall suffice 
“ To mmow alas, that were faire,” (quod.he) 
Nay nay, it may nat stouden in this wise: 
For nece mine, this writea cleikes wise, 

That peril is with dietching in drawe, 

Nay sochc abodes ben nat worth an hawe. 

Nece, all thing hath time I dare avow. 

For whan a chambre a fire is or an hall. 

Well more nede is, it sodainly rescow, 

Than to disputen and aske amonges all. 

How the candle m the sti awe is fall : 

Ah benedicite, for al among that fare. 

The harme is done, and farwel feldefare. 

“ And nece mine, ne take it nat a grefe, 

If that ye suffre Lim al night in this wo, 

God helpe me so, ye bad him never lefe, ^ 
That dare I sam, now there is but we two. 
But wel I wote that ye wol nat so do. 

Ye ben to wise to done so great folie. 

To put his life jal night in jeopardie.” 
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‘ Had I him never lefc > By God I wene, 

Ye had neyer thing so lefe,’’ (quod she.) [sene, 
“ Kow by my thnfte,'* (quod he) ** that shaji be 
For sith ye make this ensample of me, 

If iche al night would him in sorow se. 

For al the treasour m the toune of Troie, 

I bidde God, i never mote have joie, 

Kow loke than, if ye that ben his love, 

Should put his life al night in jeopaidie, 

For thing of nought: now by that God above 
Nat onely this delay cometh of folie, 

But of malice, if that 1 should nal lie : 

What, pi ally and ye stitFre him in distresse, 

Ye neither bounte done ne gentilnesse.*' 

(Quod tho Creseide) ** Wol ye done o thing, 

And ye therwith shal stintc al his disease. 

Have here and here to him this blew ring, 

For there is nothing might him better plese. 

Save I my selfe, ne more his herte apese, 

And say, my dere herte, that his sorow, 

Is causelesse, that shal he sene to morow.” 

A ring,” (quod he) ve hasel wodes shaken, 

Ye necc mine, that ring must have a stone, 

That might deed men alive all maken, 

And such a ring trowe I that yee have none : 
Biscrecion out of your heed is gone, 

That fele I now,” (quod he) “ and that is routh ; 

0 time dost, wel maist thou cursen slouth. 

*f Wote ye nqt vel that noble and hie corage 
Ne soroweth nat, ne stinteth eke for lite, 

But if a foole were m a jalous rage, 

1 nolde setten at his sorow a mite, 

But feste him with a fewe wordes all white, 
Another day, whan that I might him find^ 

^ut this thing stant al m another kind. 

f* This is so gentle and so tender of herte, 

That with his death hq wol his sorrows wreke 
For trust it well, how sore that him smart, 

He woU to you no jealous wordes speke, 

And forthy nece, er that his herte brelje, 

So speke yqur selfe to him of tjus materq. 

For with a worde ye may his herte stere. 

Now have I told what peril he is in. 

And is coming vnwist is to every wight, 

Ne parde harme may there be none, ne sin, 

I wol my self be with you all this night, 

Ye know eke how it is your owne knight. 

And that by right, ye must vpon him triste, 

And I al prest to fetch him whan you liste.'? 

This accident so pitous was to here. 

And eke so hke a sothe, at prime face. 

And Trojlns her knight, to her so dere, 

His prine comming, and the siker place. 

That though she did him as than a grace^ 
Considred all thinges as they now stood, 

No wonder is, sens he did al for good. » 

Creseide answerde, As wisely God at rest 
My soule bring, as me is for him wo. 

And, erne, iwis, faine would I don the best. 

If that I grace had for to do so. 

But whether that ye dwell, or for him go, 

I am, fill God me better minde send, 
dulcamon, right at my wittes end.’l 


(Quod Pandarus) ** Ye, nece, wol ye here, 
Dulcamon is called fleming of wretches. 

It semeth herd, for wretches wol nought lere. 

For very slouth, or other wilfull tetches, 

This is said by hem that be not woi th two fetches. 
But ye ben wise, and that ye ban on hond, 

Nis neither harde, ne skilfull to withstood.” 

“ Than, erne,” (quod she) “ doeth here as you list, 
But ere he come, I wol vp first arise, 

And for the Ipve of God, sens all my tnst 
Is on you two, and ye beth bothe wise. 

So werketh now, m so discrete a wise. 

That I honour may have and he plesaunce. 

For I am here, al in your govemaunce.” 

" ITiat is well said,” (quod he) “ my nece dere. 
There good thnfle on that wise gentijl herte, 

But liggeth still, and taketh him right here, 

It nedeth nat no ferther for him start. 

And eebe of you easeth other sorowes smart, 

For love of God, and Uenus I the herie, 

For sone hope I, that we shall ben merie.” 

This Troilus full sone pn knees him sette| 

Ful sobrely, right by her beddes heed, 

I And in his beste wise hi$ lady grette : 

But lord so she woxe sodainlicbe reed, 

Ne though men should smiten of her heed. 

She could not o word a right out bring. 

So sod^inly for his sodaine coming. 

But Pandarus, that so wel coulde fele 
In every thing, to pUy anon began, 

And said, “ Nece se hqw this lotd gan knple ? 

How for your trouth, se this gentil man 
And with that worde, he for a quishen ran, 

And saied, **Kneleth now while that thou lest. 
There God your hertes bring sone at rest.” 

Can I naught sain, for she bad him nat rise. 

If sorow it put out of remembraunce. 

Or eles that she toke it in the wise 
Of duetie, as for his observaunce, 

But well find I, she did him this pleasaunce. 

That she him kist, although she siked sore. 

And bad him sit adoun withouten more. 

(Quod Pandarus) “Now woll ye well begin, 

Now doth him sitte downe, good nece dere 
Upon your beddes side, al there within, 

That ech of you the bet may other here,” 

And with that worde he drew him to the fiere. 

And toke a light, and founde his counteuaunpe. 

As for to loke vpon an old romaunce. 

Creseide that was Troilus lady right, 

And dere stode in a ground of sikemesse, 

All thought she her seruant and her knight 
Ne should none vntrouth m her gesse : 

That iiathelessp, considered his distresse, 

And that love is in cause of such folie, 

Thus to him spake she of his jelousie. 

“ Lo, herte mine, as would the excellence 
Of love, qyen§t the which that nq mqn may, 

Ne oughjt eke ^odly ipaken fesistence. 

And eke bicause 1 felte wel and say. 

Your great trouth, and service every day: 

And that your herte al mine was, sotji to saine. 
This droue me for to rewe vpon your paine^ 
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And your goodnes have I founden alway yet. 

Of which, my dere herte, and al my knigh^ j 
I thanke it you, as feite as I have wit, I 

Al can I nat as much as it were right, ! 

And I emforth my conning and my might 
Have, and aie shal, how sore that ye smert;, 

3en to you trew and hole with all mine herte. 

“ And dredelesse that shal be founden at preue, 
But, herte mme, what al this is to sain 
Shall well be told, so that ye nought you greae 
Though I to you right on your self complain, 

For there with meane I finally the pain, 

That halte your herte and mine in heauinesse. 
Fully to slaine, and every wrong ledresse. 

My good mine, not I, for why ne how 
That jelousie alas, that wicked wivere, 

Thus causeiesse is cropen into you. 

The harme of which I would faine delivere : 

Alas, that he all hole or of him some slivere 
Should have his refute in so digne a place. 

That Jove, him sqne out of your herte race. 

"But O thou, O auctour of nature^ 

Is this an honour to thy digmte. 

That folke vngilty suffren here iniure. 

And who that gilty is, al quite goeth he ? 

O were it lefull for to plaine of the, 

That vndfiserved sufferest jalousie, 

O, that I would vpou thee plaine and cne. 

Eke al my wo is this, that folke now vsen 
To saine right thus: ye jalousie is love, 

And would a bushel of vemm al excusen, 

For that a grane of love is on it shove. 

But that wote high Jove that sit above. 

If It be liker love, hate, or grame, 

And after that it ought beare his name. 

^ But certaine is, some nymer jalousie 
Is excusable, more than some iwis. 

As whan cause is, and some such fantasie 
With pite so well expressed is, 

That it vnneth doeth or saith amis, 

But goodly drinketh vp al his distresse, 

And that excuse I for the gentilnesse. 

And some so full of fury is, and despite, 

That it sarmounteth his repression, 

But, herte mme, ye be not m that pHte, 

That thonke I God, for which your passion, 

J will nat call it but illusion 
Of haboundance of love, and besie cure. 

That doth your herte this disease endure^ 

Of whiche I am soiy, but not wrothe. 

But for my deuoir and your hertes rest. 

Whan so you list, by ordal or by othe. 

By sorte, or m what wise so you lest, 

For love of God, let preue it for the best, 

And if that I be giltjr, do me die, 

Alas, what might 1 ii^ore done or seie.” 

With that a few bright teeres new. 

Out of her eien fel, and thus she seid, 

“ Now God thou west, m thought ne dede untrew 
To Troilus was never yet Creseid,'* 

With that her heed doun in the bed sbo leid, 

And with the shete it wngh, and sighed sore, 

And held her pece, nat a word spake she more* 
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But now help God, to quench al this sorow. 

So hepe 1 that he shall, for he best may. 

For I have seue of a full misty morow, 

Folowen ful oft a mery somers day, 

And after winter foloweth grene May, 

Men sene all day, and reden eke in stories, 

'fhat after sharpe shoures ben victories.** 

This Troilus, whan be her wordes herde. 

Have ye no care, him list nat to slepe, 

For it thought him no strokes of a yeide 
To here or see Creseide his lady wepe, 

But well he felt about his herte crepe, 

For every teare which that Creseide astert. 

The crampe of death, to strame him by the herte, 

And in his minde be gan the time accurse 
That he came there, aud that he was home. 

For now is wicke toumed into woise, 

And all that labour he hath doen befoniP, 

He wende it lost, he thought he nas but lome, 

“ O Pandarus," thought he, alas -thy wile, 
Serveth of nought, so welaway the .while.** 

And iherwithall he hing adounhis hedde^ 

And fell on knees, and sorowfully he sight, 

What might he sain ? be felt he nas but dedde. 
For wroth was she that should his sorows light: 

But nathelesse, whan that he speaken might. 

Than said he thus, ** God wote that of this game^ 
Whan all is wist, than am I not to blame.*' 

Therwith the sorow.of his herte shet, 

That from his iyen fell there nat a tere, 

And every spirite his vigour m knet. 

So they astomed or oppressed were : 

The feling of sorrow, or of his fere. 

Or aught els, fledde were out of tonne, 

A doune he fell all sodainly in swoune* 

This was no bttle sorrow for to se, 

But all was husht, and Pandare up as fast, 

“ O nece, peace, or we be lost** (quod he.) 

Bethe nat agast, but certain at last, 

For this or ttiat, he into bedde him cast. 

And saied, ‘‘ O thefe, is this a manues herte 
And off he rent all to his bare sherte. 

And saied Nece, but and ye helpe us now, 

Alas your owne Troilus is forlome, 

“ Iwis so would T, and I wist how. 

Full fain** (quod she) “ alas that I wsis borne.” 

Ye, nece, woll ye pullen out the thome 
That sticketh in his herte ?** (quod Pandare) 

Say all foryeve, aud stint is all this fore.’* 

Ye,^that to me** (quod she) full lever were 
Than all the good the Sunne about goeth,** 

And therwithall she swore him m his eare, 

“ Iwis my dere herte I am not wrothe, 

Have here my trouth, and many other othe, 

Now speake to me, for it am I Creseide :** 

But all for naught, yet might he nat abreidev 

Therwith hib ponlce, and paums of his hondes 
They gan to frote, and wete his temples twain. 
And to deliver him fro bitter bondes. 

She oft him kist, and shortly for to sain, 

Him to rewaken she did all her pain, 

And at the last he gan his breath to drawe, 

And of his swough sone after that adnwe. 
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And gan bet minde, and leason to him take, 

But wonder sojre he was abashed iwis. 

And with a sigh whan he gan bet awake 
He saied, mercy God, what thing is this^” 

‘‘ Why do ye with your selven thus amis 
(Quod tho Creseide) “ is this a mans game, 

What Troilus, woJI ye do thus for shame 

And therwithal her arm over him she laied, 

And all foryave, and oftime him kest. 

He thonked her, and to her spake and saied 
As fill to purpose, for his hertes rest, 

And she to that answerde him as her lest, 

And with her goodly wordes him disport 
She gan and oft his sorowes to comfort. 

(Quod Pandarus) “ For ought I can aspies, 

This light nor I ne serven hei e of naught, 

Light is nat good for sike folkes lyes, 

But for the love of God, sens ye been brought 
In this good phte, let now none hevy thought 
Been hanged m the hertes of you twey, 

And bare the candle to the chimney.” 

Soone after this, though it no nede were, 

Whan she soche otbes as hei list devise 
Had of hem take, her thought tho no fere, 

Ne cause eke none, to bid him thens rise : 

Yet lesse thing than othes may suffice^ 

In many a case, for every wight I gesse, 

That loveth well, meaneth but gentilnesse. 

But in effect she would wete anon. 

Of what man, and eke where, and also why 
He jalous was, sens theie was cause non; 

And eke the signe that he toke it by, 

She bade him that to tell her busily. 

Or eles ceitain she bare him on honde, 

That this wajs doen of malice her to fonde. 

Withouten more, shortly for to sain 
’He must obey unto his ladies best. 

And for the lasse harme he must somwhat fain, 

He saied her, whan she was at soche a fest, 

She might on him have lokcd at the lest, 

Not I nat what, all dere inough a lishe. 

As he that nedes must a cause out fish. 

And she answerde, Swete, all were it so 
What harine was that, sens I non evill meane? 

For by that God that bought us hothe two, 

In all maner thing is mine enteut cleane : 

Soch arguments ne be nat worth a heane : 

Well ye the childist lalous coiinterfete, 

Now were it worthy that ye were ibete.’’ 

Tho Troilus gan sorowfully to sike 

Lest she be wroth, him thought his herte deide, 

And saied, Alas upon my sorowes sike. 

Have mercy, O swete h^rte mine Creseide ; 

And if that m tho wordes that I seide, 

Be any wrong, J woll no more trespace, 

Boeth what you fist, I am all in your gr^e.” 

And she answerde, Of gilt misericorde. 

That is to same, that I fbryeve all this, 

And evermore on this night you recorde, 

And bethe well ware ye do no more amis 
“ Nay, dere herte mine, no more”(quod he) iwis.” 
** And now’' (quod she) “ that I have you do sma^t, 
^oryevS it me, mine owne swete herte.” 


This Troilus with blisse of that surpiised. 

Put all m Goddes hand, as he that ment 
Nothing but well, and sodainly avised 
He her m his armes fast to him hent ; 

And Pandarus, with a full good entent, 

Laied him to slepe, and saied, If ye be wise, 
Sweveneth not now, lest more folke aiise.” 

What might or may the sely larke say, 

Wnan that the sparhauke hath him in his fotc, 
I can no more, but of these like tway, 

(To whom this tale sugre be or sote) 

Though I tary a yeere, sometime I mote. 

After mine aucthour tellen hir gladnesse^ 

As well as 1 have tolde hir hevmesse. 

Creseide, which that felt her thus itake, 

(As wnten clerkes m hir bokes old) 

Right as an aspen lefe she gan to quake. 

Whan she him felt her in his armes fold: 

But Troilns all hole of cares cold, 

Gan thanken tho the blisfull goddes seven, 
Through soiidry pains to bring folk to Heven. 

This Troilus in armes gan her straine. 

And saied Swete, as ever mote I gone. 

Now be ye caught, here i<i but we twame, 

Now yeldeth you, for other boote is none 
To that Cieseide answerde thus anone, 

“ Ne had I er now, my swete herte dere, 

Been yolde iwis, I were now not here.’l 

0 soth is saied, that healed for to be 
As of a fever, or other great sicknesse, 

Men must drinken, as we often se, 

Full bitter clrinke : and for to have gladnesse 
Men dimken of pam, and great distiesse : 

1 meane it here by, as for this aventure, 

That through a pain hath founden al his cure. 

And now swetniesse semeth far more swete. 
That bittemesse assaied was biforne. 

For out of wo in blisse now they flete, 

Non soch they felten sens they were home, 
Now IS this bet, than both two be lome; 

For love of God, take every woman hede, 

To werken thus, if it come to the nede. 

Creseide all quite from every drede and tene. 
As she that just cause had him to trist, 

Made him soche feast, it joy was to sene. 
Whan she bis trouth and dene entent wist : 
And as about a tree with many a twist 
Bitrent and wnthethe swete wodbmde, 

Can eche of hem in armes other winde. 

And as the newe abashed nightingale, 

That stiuteth first, whan she begmneth sing, 
Whan that she heareth any heerdes tale, 

Or in the hedges any wight steanng, 

And after siker doeth her voice out ring : 

Right so Creseide, whan that her drede stent, 
Opened her herte, and told him her entent. ' 

And right as he that seeth his death ishapen, 
And dien mote, in aught that he may gesse, ' 
4nd sodainly rescuous dueth hem escapeu. 

And from his death is brought m sikemesse ; 
For all this world, in soche present gladnesse, 
W^ Troilus, aud hath his lady swete : 

With woise hap God let us never mete. 
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Her armes stnal, het sti eight backe and soft, 

Her sides long, fleshy, smooth, and white, 

He gan to stroke, and good thnft had full oft, 
Her snowisse throte, her brestes round and lite: 
Thus m this Heaven he gan him to delite, 

And therwithall a thousand times her kist, 

That what to doen for joy unneth he wist. 

Than saied he thus, O Love, O Charite, 

Thy mother eke, Cithena the swete. 

That after thy selfe, next hened be she 
Ueuus I meane, the well willy planete : 

And next that, Imeneus I thee grete, 

For never man was to you goddes hold, 

As I, which ye have brought fro cares cold. 

“ Benigne Love, thou holy bond of thingen, 

Who sof woll giace, and list thee not honouren, 
Lo, his desire woll fly withouten wingen, 

For noldest thou of bounte hem socouren 
That serven best, and most alway labouren, 

Yet were all lost, that dare I well sain certes, 

But if thy grace passed our deseites. 

“ And for thou me, that lest thonke coud deserve 
Of them that nombred been unto thy grace. 

Hast holpen, there I likely was to sterve. 

And me bestowed in so high a place, 

That thilke boundes may no blisse surpace, 

I can no more, but laude and leverence 
Be to thy bounte and thme excellence 

And therwithall Creseide anon he kist. 

Of which e certain she felt no disease, 

And thus saied he, “ Now would God I wist, 

Mine herte swete, how I you best might please : 
What man” (quod he) was ever thus at ease. 

As P On which the fairest, and the best 
That ever I seie, deineth her to rest 

“ Here may men seen that mercy passeth right. 
The expenence of that is felt m me, 

That am unworthy to so swete a wight. 

But herte mine, of yotfi' benignite 
So thmke, that though I unworthy be, 

Yet mote 1 nede amenden m some wise, 

Right through the vertue of your hie service. 

And for the love of God, my lady dere, 

Sith he hath wrought me for I shal you serve, 

As thus I tneane : woll ye be my fere, 

To do me live, if that you list, or sterve : 

So teacheth me, bow that I may deserve, 

Your thonk, so that I through mme ignoraunce, 
Ne doe nothing that you be displeasaunc'e, 

“ For certes, freshe and womanliche wife. 

This dare I say, that trouth and diligence. 

That shall ye finden in me all my life, 

Ne I woll not ceitain breaken your defence, 

And if I doe, present or in absence, 

For love of God, let slea me with the dede. 

If that it like unto your womanhede.” 

Iwis^* (quod she) mine owne hertes lust. 

My ground of ease, and al mine herte dere, 
Graunt mercy, for on that is all my trust : 

But let ns fall away fro this matere. 

For it sufl&seth, this that said is here, 

And at o worde, without repentaunce. 

Welcome my knight, my peace, my suffisaunce.” 


Of hir delite or ioies, one of the least 
Were impossible to my wit to say. 

But judgeth ye that have been at the feast 
Of soche gladnesse, if that him list play : 

I can no more but thus, these like tway. 

That night betwixen drede and sikemesse, 

Felten m love the greate woithmesse. 

0 blisfull night, of hem so long isought, 

How blithe unto hem bothe two thou were ? 

Why ne had I soch feast with my soule ibouglit ^ 
Ye, or but the least joy that was there ^ 

Away thou foule daunger and thou fere, 

And let him m this Heaven blisse dwells 
That is so high, that all iie can 1 tell. 

But soth is, though I cannot tellen all, 

As can mine aucthour of his excellence. 

Yet have I saied, and God tofome shall, 

In every thing all holly his sentence; 

And if that I, at loves reverence, 

Have any worde in eched for the best, 

Doeth thexwithall nght as your selven lest. 

For my wordes here, and every part, 

1 speake bem all under correction 
Of you that feling have m loves art, 

And put it all in your disci ecion, 

To encrease or make dimiuiciou 

Of my language, and that I you beseech. 

But now to purpose of my rather speech. 

These ilke two that ben in armes laft. 

So lothe to hem a sender gon it were, 

That eche from other wenden been biraft. 

Or eles lo, this was her moste fere, 

That all this thing but nice dreames were. 

For which fall oft eche of hem saied, O s\m 
Clepe I you thus, or els doe I it mete.” 

And lord so he gan goodly on her se. 

That never his loke ne blent from her face. 

And saied, 0 my dere herte, may it be 
That it be soth, that ye beeiie in this place 
“ Ye herte mine, Grod thanke I of his grace/’ 
(Quod tho Creseide) and therwithall him kist 
That where her spinte was, for joy she nist. 

This Troilus full often her lyen two 

Gan for to kisse, and saied : O lyen clerei. 

It wereu ye that wrought me soche wo, 

Ye humble nettes of my lady dere : 

Tho there be mercy wntten m your chere, 

God wote the text full harde is for to find. 

How coud ye Withouten bonde me bind 

7’herwith he gan her fast in armes take, 

And well an hundred times gan he sike. 

Not such sorrowfull sighes as men make 
For wo, or eles whan that folke be sike : 

But easie sighes, soche been to like. 

That shewed his affection within. 

Of soche maner.sighes could he not blin. 

Sore after this, they spake of sondry things 
As fill to purpose of this aventure. 

And plai3nQg enterchauiigeden hir rings, 

Of which I can not tellen no scripture, 

But well I wot, a broche of gold and azure. 

In which a rubbie set was like an herte, 

Creseide him yave, and stacke it on his sheii 



CHAUCER^S POEMS. 


262 ' 

lord, troTfre'^c that a coveitous wretch. 

That blameth love, and halte of it dispite, 

That of tho pens that he can muckre and ketch 
Ever yet yave to him soche delite. 

As IS in love, m o pomct in some plite: 

Nay doubtelesse, for al so God me save 
So parfite joie may ncrnigaid have. 

They woll say yes, but lord* so they lie, 

Tho busie wretches full of wo and drede, 

That callen love a woodnesse of fbllie, 

But it shall fall hem, as 1 ^all you rede : 

They sHal forgon the white and eke the rede. 

And live in wo, there God yeve hem mischaunce. 
And every lover m his trouth avaunce. 

As would God tho wretches that despise 
Service of love had eares also long 
As had Mida, full of covetise. 

And thereto dronken had as hotte and strong 
As Cresus did, for his adfectes wronge 
To teachen hem, that they been in the vice, 

And lovers not, although they hold* hem nice. 

These ilke two, of whom that I you say, 

Whan that hir hertes well assured were, 

Tho gonnen they to speake and to play, 

And eke rehearcen how, whan, and where 
They knewe first, and' every wo or fere 
That passed was, hut all such heavinesse, 

I thonke it God, was toumed to gladnesse. 

And evermore, whan that hem fell to speake 
Of any thing of soche a time agone, 

With kissing all that tale should bteake. 

And fallen into a new loy anone, 

And didden all hir might, sens they were one 
For to recoveren blisse, and been at ease', 

And praised wo with ioyes counterpaise, 

Keason woll not that I speake of slepe. 

For it accordetb not to my mattere, 

God wote they toke of it full little kepe. 

But lest this night that was to hem so dere 
Ne should imvaine escape in no maneve. 

It was biset in ioy and businesse, 

Of all that souneth vnto gentilnesse. 

But whan the cock, comnrtine astrologer, 

Gan on his brest to beate, and after crowe, 

And Lncifer, the dales messanger, 

Gan to nse, and out his beames throwe. 

And estward rose, to him that could it know, 
Fortuna maior, than anone Creseide 
With herte sore, to Tioilus thus seide; 

** Mine hertes life, my trust, all my pleaSaunce, 
'Phat I was borne alas, that me is wo, 

That day of vs mote make disceveraunce. 

For time it is to rise, and hence go, 

Or eles I am lost for ever mo: 

O night alas, why nilt thou over vs hove, 

As long as whan Alcmena lay by love. 

** O blacke night, as folke in boke rede. 

That shapen art by God, this world to hide 
At certain times, with thy derke wede, 

That vnder that men might in rest abide, 

Wei oughten beasts to plain, and folke to chide 
That there as day with labor would vs brest 
That thou thus fiteth, and deinest vs not rest. 


** Thou doest alas, to shortly thine office, 

Thou rakle night, there God maker of kinde, 

Thee for thine hast, and thine vnkind vice. 

So fast aie to our hemispene bmde, 

That nevermore vnder the ground thou wind. 

For now for thou so highest out of Troie, 

Have I forgone thus hastely my ioie.” 

This Troilus, that with tho wordes felt, 

As thought him tho, for pitous distresse 
The bloodie teares from his herte melt, 

As he that yet never soche hevmesse, 

Assoied had, oat of so great gladnesse, 

Gan therewith all Creseide his lady dere 
In armes strain, and hold in lovely manere. 

0 cruell day, accuser of the ioy 

That night and love have stole, and fast iwrien. 
Accursed be thy coming into Troie, 

For every bowre hath one of tby bright iyen : 
Envious day, what hst thee so to spien, 

What hast thou lost, why seekest thou^this place? 
There God thy light so quench for his grace. 

‘‘ Alas, what have these lovers thee agilt ? 
Displtous day, thine be the pame of Hell, 

For many a lover hast thou slam, and wilt, 

Thy poring m woU no where let hem dwell : 

What profrest thou thy light here for to sett ? 

Go sell it hem that smale scales grave, 

We woll thee not, vs nedeth no day have.’* 

And eke the sonne Than gan he chide, 

And said, “ O ibole, well may men thee dispise. 
That hast all night the dawning by thy side, 

And sufferest her so sone vp fru thee rise, 

For tihdlsease vs lovers in this wise : 

What hold your bed there, thou and tby morow, 

1 bid God so yeve you both sorow.” 

Therwith ful sore he sighed, and thus be seide 
, “ My lady right, and of my weale or wo 
The well and roote, O goodly mine Creseid^ 

And shall 1 rise alas, and shall I so ? 

' Now fele I that mine herte mote a two; 

And how should I my life an houre save. 

Sens that with you is all the life 1 have } 

“ What shall I doen ? For certes I not how 
Ne whau alas, I shall the time see 
That in this plite I may been eft with you, 

And of my life God wote how shall that be. 

Sens that desiie right now so biteth me. 

That I am dedde anon, but I retourne, 

How should 1 long alas, fro you soioume ? 

“ But nathelesse, mine owne lady bright, 

Weie it so that I wist vtterly, 

That your humble servaunt and your knight 
Were in your herte iset so fermely, 

As ye in mine : the which truely 
Me leaver were than these worlds twaine. 

Yet should I bet enduren all my paine.” 

To that Creseide answerde right anon, 

And with a sigh she saied, ** O herte der^ 

The game iwis so ferforth now is gon, 

That first shal Phebus fallen' from the sphere^ 

And everiche egle been the douues fere. 

And every rocke out of his place sterte, 

Er Troilus go out of Creseides herte. 
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Ye been so depe within mine herte grave, 

That tho I would it turn out of my thought^ 

As wisely veray God my soule save, 

To dien in the pain, I could nought: 

And for the love of God, that vs hath wrought, 

Let in your brain none other fantasie 
So crepen, that it cause me to die. 

“ And that ye me would have as last in mind, 

As [ have you, that would I you beseche : 

And if I wist sothly that to find 
God might not apoint my loies to ech. 

But herte mine, withouten more spech, 

Bethe to me true, or eles were it routh. 

For I am thine, by God and by my trouth. 

Bethe glad forthy, and live in sikei-hesse. 

Thus saied I never er this, ne shall to mo. 

And if to you it were a great gladnesse. 

To toume ayen sone after that ye ga. 

As fame would I as ye, it were so. 

As wisely God mine herte bring to reste 
And him in arm^ toke, and ofte keste. 

Ayenst his will, sithe it mote nedes bee, 

This Troilus vp rose and fast him cled. 

And in his armes toke his ladie firee, 

An hundred times, and on his way him sped, 

And with soche wordes, as his herte bled. 

He saied : Fare well my dere herte swete, 

That God vs graunt sound and sone to mete.*> 

To which no word for sorow she answerd,- 
So sore gan his parting her distrain, 

And Troilus vnto his paleis ferd. 

As wo begon as she was soth to sain, 

So bard him wrong of sharp desire the pain, 

For to been efte there he was in pleasaunce, 

That it may never out of his remembrannce, 

Ketoumed to his roiall paleis sone, 

He soft vnto bis bedde gan for to sinke 
To slepe long, as be was wont to doen, 

But all for naught, he may well Iigge and winke. 
But slepe may there none in his herte sinke. 
Thinking how she, for whom desire him bread, 

A M. folde was worth more than he wend. 

And in his thought, gan vp and doun to wind 
Her wordes all, and every countenaunce. 

And fermely impressen in his mind 
The lest pointe that to him was pleasaunce, 

And verely of thilke remembraunce, 

Desire al newe him brende, and lust to brede, 

Gan more than erst, and yet toke be none hede. 

Creseide also, right in the same wise, 

Of Troilus gan in her herte shet 
His worthinsse, his lust, his dedes wise, 

His gentilnesse, and how she with him met: 
Thonking love, he so well her beset. 

Desiring oft to have her herte dere, 

In soche a place as she durst make him chere. 

Faudare a morow, which that commen was 
Unto his nece, gan her faire to grete, 

And saied, « All this night so rained it alas. 

That all my drede is, that ye, nece swete, 

Have little leiser had to slepe and mete : 

Al this night” (quod he) ** hath rain so do me wake, 
That some of vs 1 trowe hir beddes ake.” 
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And nere he came and said, How slant it now 
[ This merie morow, nece, how can ye fare 
Creseide answerde, “ Never the bet for you, 

Foxe that ye been, God yeve your herte care, 

(rod helpe me so, ye catsed all this fare, 

Trowe I,” (quod she) for all your wordes White^ 

0 who so seeth you, knoweth you full Ute.” 

With that she gan her face for to wrie, ’ 

With the shete, and woxe for shame all redde, 

And Pandanis gan vnder for to pne, 

And saied “ Nece, if that I shill been dedde. 

Have here a sword, and smiteth of my hedde 
With that his arme all sodainly he thrist 
Under her necke, and at the last her kist 

1 passe all that, which chargeth naught to say, 
What, God foryave his death, and she also 
Foryave: and with her vncle gan to play, 

For other cause was there none than so: 

But of this thing right to the effect to go. 

Whan time was, home to her house she went, 

And Pandarus hath fully his entent. 

Now toume we ayen to Troilus, 

That restelesse full long a bedde lay. 

And prively sent after Pandarus, 

To him to come in all the hast he may. 

He come anon, not ones saied he nay, 

And Troilus full soberly he grete. 

And doune tpon the b^des sides him sete. 

This Troilus with all thaffectioun 
Of friendly love, that herte may devise, 

To Pandarus on his knees fill adoun: 

And er that he would of the place arise. 

He gan him thankeh on his heste wise. 

An hundred time he gan the time blesse. 

That he was bom, to bring bun fro distresse. 

He said, O frend of friends, the aiderbest 
That ever was, the sothe for to tell. 

Thou hast in Heaven ibrought my soul at rest, 
FroPhlegetou the fine flood of Hell, 

That though I might a thousand times sell 
Upon a day my life in thy service, 

It might not a mote in that suffice. 

The Sonne, which that all the woild may se, 
Sawe never yet, my life that dare I leie. 

So loily, faire, and goodly, as is she 
Whose I am all, and shall till that I deie, 

I And that I thus am hers, dare I seie. 

That thanked be the high worthinesse 
Of love, and eke tby kinde bosinesse. 

« Thus hast thou me no little thing lyeve, 

For why to thee obliged be for aie, 

My life, and why ? for through thine helpe I Ih 
Or els dedde had I been ago many a day 
And with that worde doun in his bed he lay, 

And Pandanis full soberly him herde, 

Till all was said, and than he him answerde. 

“ My dere frende, if I have doen for tbec^ 

In any case, God wote jt is me lefe, 

And am as glad ds man may of it be, 

God helpe me so, but take now not agrife. 

That I shall saine, beware of this miscbiefc, 

That ther as now thou brogbt art to thy blis. 

That tboii thy selfe ne cause it not to mis. 
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For of fortunes shai-pe adversite. 

The worst kind of infortune is this, 

A man that hath been m pro^pente, 

And it remember, whan it passed is. 

Thou art wise inough, forthy, doe not amis. 

Be not to rakell, though thou sit w'arme. 

For if thou be, certain it woll thee haime. 

“ Thou art at ease, and hold thee well therm. 
For al so sure as redde is every fire, 

As great a ciafte is to kepe well as win, 

Bridle alway weM thy speach and thy desire,. 
For worldly loy boldeth not by a wire, 

That preveth well, it brest alday so ofte, 
Foithy neede is to werken with it softe,” 

(Quod Troilus) “ T hope, and Clod to foine. 

My dere frende, that I shall so mo beie. 

That in my gift there shall nothing been lome, 
Ne I mil not rakle, as for to greven here; 

It nedetb not this matter often tere, 

For WKtest thou m.nc lierte wel Pandare, 

God wote of this thou wouldest Iite carA*’ 

Tho gan he tell him of his glad night. 

And whereof first his herte dradde, and how. 
And saied “ Frende, as 1 am true knight, 

And by that faith I owe to God and you, 

I had it never halfe so hote as now, 

And aie the more that desire me bitetb 
To love her best, the moie it me deliteth. 

I not my selfe not wisely, what it is. 

But now 1 feele a new qualite. 

Ye all another than T did er this 
Pandare answerd and saied thus, “ that he 
That ones may m Heaven blisse be, 

He feeletb other waies dare I lay, 

Than thilke time he first beard of it say.*’ 

This is a worde for all, that Tioilus 
Was never ful to speke of this matere. 

And for to praiseu unto Pandarus 
The bounte of his right lady dere, 

And Pandarus to thanke, and .maken chere. 
This tale was ade span newe to begin, 

Til that the tale departed hem a twmne. 

Soone after this, for that fortune it would, 
Icomen was the bhsfall time swete, 

That Troilus was warned, that he should, 
There he was erst, Creseide his lady mete : 

For which he felt his herte m loy flete. 

And faithfully gan all the goodes hery. 

And let see now, if that he can be mery. 

And holden was the foime, and al the gise 
Of her comming, and of his also. 

As It was erst, which nedeth nought devise^ 
But plainly to theflfect right for to go : 

In loy and sorete Pandarus hem two 
Abedde brought, whan hem both lest, 

And thus they ben in quiet and in rest. 

Naught nedeth it to you sith they ben met 
To aske at me, if that they blithe were, 

For if it erst was well, tho was it bet 
A thousand folde, this nedeth not enquere : 

A go was every sorow and every fere, 

And both iwis they had, and so they wend, 

As much ioy as heite may comprehend. 


[ This nis na litel thing of for to seyi 
This passeth every wit for to devise, 

For eche of hem gan others lust obey, 

Fehcite, which that these clerkes wise 
Commenden so, ne may no here suffise, 

This loy ne may not iwiitten be with mke. 

This passeth al that herte may bethinke. 

But cruel day, so welaway the stound, 

Gan for to apiocbe, as they by signes knew. 

For which hem thought felen dethes wound. 

So wo was hem, that chaungen gan hu* hew 
And day they gonnen to dispise al new, 

Calling it traitour, envious and worse, 

And bitteily the daies light they corse. 

(Quod Tioilns) Ala«, now am I ware 
That Pirous, and tho swifte stedes thre, 

Which that drawen forth the Sunnes chare, 
Han gon some by pathe in dispite of me, 

And maketh it so sone day to be, 

And for the Sunne him hasten thus to rise,. 

Ne shall I neve don him sacrifice. 

But nedes day departe hem must sone, 

And whan hit speech done was, and hir chere. 
They twin anon, as they were wont to done, 
And setten time of meting eft ifere : 

And many a night they wrought in this manere 
And thus fortune a time ladde in loie 
Creseide, and eke this kinges son of Troie, 

In suffisaunce, in blisse, and in singings. 

This Troilus gan all his life to lede, 

He spendeth, justeth, and maketh feestings, 

He geveth frely oft, and chaungeth wede, 

He helde about him alway out of drede 
A world of folke, as come him well of kind. 

The fieshest and the best he coulde find. 

That such a voice was of him, and a steven, 
Throughout the world, of honour and largesse. 
That it vp ronge vnto the yate of Heven, 

And as in love he was in such gladnesse, 

Ibat in his herte he demed, as 1 gesse. 

That there ms lover m this woild at ease. 

So wel as he, and thus gan love him please. 

The goodbhede or beaute, which the kind. 

In any other lady had isette, 

Can not the monntenaunce of a gnat vnbind, 
About his herte, of al Creseides nette: 

He was so narowe imasked, and iknette, 

’ That IS vndon in any maner side, 

That ml nat ben, foi ought that may betide. 

And by the bond full ofte he would take 
This Pandarus, and into gardm lede. 

And such a feest, and such a processe make 
Him of Creseide, and of her woinanhede, 

And of her beaute, that withouten drede. 

It was an Heven his wordes for to here, , 

And than he woulde sing in this manere : 

" Love, that of erth and sea hath govemaunccj, 
Love, that his heostes hath in Heven hie^ 

Love, that with an holsome ahaunce 
Halte people loyned, as him list hem gie. 

Love, that knitteth law and companie, 

And couples doth in vertue for to dwell, 

Binde this accord,, that I have told and telU 
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** That, that the world with faith, which that is 
Diverseth so his staiindes according, [staole. 
That elements that bethe discordable, 

Holden a bonde, perpetually dunng, 

That Phebus mote his rosy day forth bnng, 

And that the Mone hath lordship over the nights, 
A1 this doeth Love, aie heried be his mights- 

That, that the sea, that greedy is to flowen, 
Constrameth to a ceitame ende so 
His floodes, that so fiercely they ne growen 
To drencheii earth and all for evermo. 

And if that Love aught let his bridle go, 

All that now loveth asunder should lepe. 

And lost were all, that Love halt now to hepe. 

‘‘ So would to God, that authour is of kind. 

That with his bond, Love of his vertue list 
To searchen heites all, and fast bind, 

That from his bond no wight the wev out wist, 

And hertes cold, hem would I that hem twist, 

To maken hem love, and that list hem aie rew 
On hertes sore, and keep hem that ben tiew,” 

Tn all needes for the townes wei re 
He was, and aye the first m armes dight. 

And certamely, but if that bookes erre, 

Save Hector, most idradde of any wight, 

And this encrease of hardinesse and might 
Come him of love, his ladies thanke to win, 

That altered his spirit so within. 

Tn time of truce on hauking would he ride. 

Or els hunt bore, beare, oi lioun. 

The small heastes let he gon beside, 

And whan that he come riding into the toun, 

Full oft his lady from her window doun, 

As fresh as faucon, oomen out of mue. 

Full redely was him goodly to saiue. 

And most of love and vertue was his speech. 

And m di spite bad all wretchednesse, 

And doubtlesse no need was him beseech 
To honouren hem that had worthinesse. 

And easen hem that weren in distresse. 

And glad was he, if any wight well ferde 
That lover was, whan he it wist or herde. 

For sooth to saine, he lost held every wight. 

But if he were m Loves high servise, 

I meane folke that aught it ben of right. 

And over all this, so well could he devise 
Of sentement, and in so vncoutb wise 
All his array, that every lover thought, 

That al was wel, what so he said or wrought. 

And though that he be come of blood roiall. 

Him list of pride at no wight for to chace, 

Benigne he was to ech m generall, 

For which he gate him thank in every place ; 

Thus wolde Love, iheried by his grace, 

That piide, and ire, envie, and avarice. 

He gan to flie, and every othei vice. 

Thou lady bright, the doughter of Diane, 

Thy blind and winged son eke dan Cupide, 

Ye sustren nine eke, that by Helicone 
In hill Pemaso, listen for to abide, 

That ye thus ferre han deined me to gide, 

I can no more, but sens that ye woll wend, 

Ye hened ben for ave wlthoiiten end. 


Through you have I said fully in my song 
Tbeffect and loy of Troilus seivise. 

All be that there was some disease among, 
As mine authour listeth to devise. 

My thirde booke now end I in this wise. 
And Tioilus m Inst and in quiete, 

Is with Ciebeide his owne herte swete. 


EXPLICIT IISEB Q1 ARTUS. 

But all too little, wela\va> the while 
Lasteth such loy, ithonked bee Fortune, 

That seemeth trueat, whan she woll begile, 

And can to fooles her souge entune, 

That she hem hent, that blent, traitor commune. 
And whan a wught is from her whele ithrow. 

Than laugheth she, and maketh him the mowe. 

From Troilus she gan her bright face 
Away to wnthe, and tooke of him none hede. 

And cast him clene out of his ladies grace. 

And on her whele she set vp Diomede, 

For which mine herte right now ginneth blede,^ 
And now my pen alas, with which I write, 
Quaketh for diede of that I must endite. 

For how Creseide Troilus forsooke. 

Or at the least, how that she was vnkind, 

Mote henceforth ben matter of my booke. 

As wnten folk through which it is in mind^ 

Alas, that they should ever cause find , 

To speake her harme, and, if they on her lie, 

Iwis bemselfe should have the villanie. 

O ye Herines, nightes doughters three, 

That endelesse complaiue ever in paine, 

Megera, Alecto, and eke Tesiphonee, 

Thou ciuell Mars eke, father of Quirine, » 

This ilke fourth booke helpe me to fine. 

So that the loos, and love, and life ifere 
Of Tioilus be fully shewed here. 


INCIPIT LIBER QUARTOS. 

Liggikg in host, as I have said ere this. 

The Greekes strong, about Troy toun. 

Befell, that whan that Phebus shinmg is 
Upon the breast of Hercules lion. 

That Hector, with many a bold baron. 

Cast on a day with Greekes for to fight. 

As he was wont, to greve hem what he might 

Not I how long or short it was bitwene 
This purpose, and that day they fighten ment. 
But on a day well armed bright and shene, 
Hector and many a worship knight out went 
With speare in honde, and big bowes bent. 

And in the berde withouten lenger lette, 

Hir fomen m the field anone hem mette. 

The longe day with speares sharpe iground 
With anows, daites, swerds, and maces fell. 
They fight, and bringen horse and man to groun< 
And with hir axes out the braines quell. 

But in the last shoure, sooth to tell, 

' The folke of Troy hem selven so misleden. 

That with the worse at ni^ht home they fleden.- 
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At whiche day was taken Ahthenor, 

Maugre Pohmidas, or Monesteo, 

Xantippe, Sarpedon, Palestinor, 

Polite, or eke the Troyan dan Rupheo, 

And other lasse folke, as Phebuseo, 

So that for harm that day the folk of Troy 
Dreden to lese a great part of hir ioy. 

Of Priamus was yeve at Grekes request 
A time of truce, and tho they gomien trete 
Hit pnsoners to chaungen most and lest, 

And for the surplus yeven soinmes grete, 

This thing anon was couth in every strete, 
Both in thassiege, in toune, and every whcie, 
And with the first it came to Calcas ere. 

Whan Calcas knew this tretise should hold 
In consistorie among the Greekes soone 
He gan in thringe, forth with lordes old. 

And set him there as he was wont to done. 
And with a chaunged face hem bade a boone 
For love of God, to done that reverence. 

To stinten noise, and yeve him audience. 

Than said he thus, “ Lo lordes mine I was 
Troyan, as it is knowen out of drede. 

And if that you remember, 1 am Calcas, 

That alderfirst yave comfort to your nede. 
And tolde well howe that you should spede. 
For dredelesse through yon shall m a stound 
Ben Troy ibrent, and beaten doun to ground. 

** And in what forme, or in what manner wise 
This toun to shend, and all your lust atcheve. 
Ye have ere this well herde me devise : 

This know ye my lordes, as I leve. 

And for the Greekes weren me so leve, 
t came my selfe in my proper persone 
To teach m this how you was b^t to done. 

Ha\dng vnto my-treasour, ne my rent. 
Right no regard in respect of your ease, 

Thus all my good I left, and to you went, 
Wemng in this you lordes for to please. 

But all that losse ne doth me no disease, 

I vouchsafe, as wisely have I ioy, 

For you to lese all that I have in Troy. 

Save of a doughter that I left, alas, 

Sleeping at home, whan ont of Troy I stert, 

0 Sterne, O cruell father that I was. 

How might I have in that so hard an herte ? 
Alas that 1 ue had brought her in my shert. 
For sorow of which I wol nat live to morow, 
But if ye lordes rew vpon my sorow. 

For because that I saw no time ere now 
Her to deliver, iche holden have my pees, 

But now or never, if that it like you, 

1 may her have right now doubtlees: 

O belpe and grace, among all this prees, 

Rew on this old caitife in distresse, 

Sith I through you have all this hevinesse. 

" Ye have now caught, and fettred in prison 
Troyans inow, and if your willes be, 

My child with one may have redemption, 

Now for the love of God, and of bounte, 

One of so fele alas, so yefe him me ; 

What need were it this praier for to weme, 

Sith ye shull have both folk and toun as yerne. 


“ On penll of my life I shall nat lie, 

Apollo hath me told foil faithfully, 

I have eke found by astronomie, 

By sort, and by augurie tmely. 

And dare well say the time is fast by, 

That fire and flambe on all the toun shall sprede^ 
And thus shall Troy turne to ashen dede. 

“ For certaine, Phebus andNeptunus both, 
Thatmakeden the walles of the toun, 

Ben with the folke of Troy alway so wroth. 

That they woll bring it to confusioun 
Right in despite of king Laomedouh, 

Because be nolde paien hem bir hire, 

The toune of Troy shall ben set on fire.” 

Telling his tale alway this olde grey, 

Humble in his speech and looking eke. 

The salte teares from his eyen twey, 

Full faste ronnen doune by either cheke, 

So long he gan of succour hem beseke, 

That for to heale him of his sorowes sore. 

They gave him Antenor withouten more. 

But who was glad inough, but Calcas tho. 

And of this thing full soone his nedeS leide 
On hem that shouldfen for the treatise go 
And hem for Antenor full ofte preide, 

To bringen home kmg Thoas and Creseide, 

And whan Pnam his safegarde sent, 
Thembassadours to Troy streight they went. 

The cause I told of hir comming, the oldf 
Priam the king, foil soone in generall. 

Let here vpon his parliment hold. 

Of which theffect reheaisen you I shall : 
Thembassadours ben answeide for final]. 

The eschaunge of prisoners, and all this nede 
Hem hketh well, and forth in they precede. 

This Troilns was present in the place, 

When asked was for Atitenor Creseide, 

For which full sone chaungen gan his face. 

As he that with tho woides weU nigh deide, 

But nathelesse he no word to it seide. 

Lest men should his affection espie, 

With mannes herte he gan his sorowes diie. 

And full of anguish and of gresly drede, 

Abode what other lords would to it sey. 

And if they would graunt, as God forbede, 
Theschange of her, than thought he thinges twey s 
First, how to save her honour, and what wey 
He might best thescbauiige of her withstond, 

Full fast he cast how all this might stond. 

Love him made all prest to done her bide, 

And rather dien than she should go, 

But Reason said him on that other side, 

" Withouten assent of her do nat so, 

Lest for thy werke she would be thy fo, 

And same, that through thy medliug is yblow 
Your brother love, there it was not erst know-** 

For which he gan deliberen for the best, 

And though the lordes would that she went. 

He would let hem graunt what hem lest, 

And tell his lady first what that they meat. 

And whan that she had said him her entent. 
Thereafter would he worken also blive, 

'Fho all the world ayen it wolde strive. 



26? 


TROILUS AND CRI^EIDE. fiOOK IV. 


Hedtor, which that well the Greekes herd, 

For Antenor how they would have Creseide, 

Gan it withstond, and soberly answerd : 

Sirs, she nis no prisoner,” (he seide) 

** 1 not on you who that this charge leide. 

But on my part, ye may eftsoones hem tell, 

We usen here no women for to sell.” 

The noise of people up stert than atones. 

As brimme as blase of straw iset on fire, 

For infortune it would for the nones, 

They shoulden hir confusion desire : [spire 

** Hector,” (quod they) ** what ghost may you en- 
This woman thus to shild, and done ns lese 
Han Antenore, a wiong way now ye chese, 

** That is so wise, and eke so bold baroun. 

And we have need of folke, as men may see. 

He 15 one of the greatest of this toun ; 

O Hector, lette, thy fantasies bee, 

O king Pnam,” (quod they) ‘‘ thus segge wee, 
That all our voice is to forgone Creseide,^’ 

And to deliver Antenor they preide. 

O Juvenall lord, true is thy sentence, 

That little wenen folke what is to yeme. 

That they ne finden in hir desire offence. 

For cloud of errour ne lette hem disceme 
What best is, and lo, here ensample as yeme : 
These folke desiren now debverance 
Of Antenor, that brought hem to mischaunce. 

For he was after traitour to the toun 
Of Troy alas, they quitte him out to rathe, 

0 nice world, so thy discretioun, 

Creseide, which that never did hem Si'athc, 

Shall now no longer in her blisse bathe. 

Bat Antenor, he shall come home to toun, 

And she shall out, thus said heere and houn. 

For which delibered was by parlimeot. 

For Antenor to yeelden out Creseide, 

And it pronouced by the president. 

Though that Hector nay full oft praid. 

And finally, what wight that it withsaid. 

It was for naught, it must ben, and should, 

For substaunce of the pailiment it would. 

Departed out of the parliment echone, 

This Troilus, without wordes mo, 

Unto his chamber spedde him fast alone. 

But if it were a man of his or two, 

The which he bad out faste for to go, 

Because he would slepen, as he said, 

And hastely upon his bedde him laid. 

And as in winter, leaves ben biraft 
Ech after other, till trees be bare, 

So that there nis but barke and branch ilaft, 
Lithe Troilus, biraft of ech welfaie, 

1 bounden in the blacke barke of care, 

Disposed wode out of his witte to breide, 

So sore him sate the cbaungiog of Creseide. 

He rist him up, and every dore he shette. 

And window eke, aud tho this sorrowfull man 
Upon his beddes side doune him sette, 

Full like a dead image, pale and wan. 

And in his breast the heaped wo began 
Out brust, and he to worken in this wise 
In bis woodnesse, as I shall you devise. 


Right as the wilde bull beginneth spring 
Now here, now there, idarted to the herte. 

And of his death loietb, in complaining. 

Right so gan he about the chamber stert. 

Smiting his breast aye with his fi&tes smert. 

His head to the wall, his body to the ground, 

FoU oft he swapt, bimselven to confound. 

His eyen two for pity of his herte 
Out stremeden as swift as welles twey. 

The highe sobes of his sorrowes smert 
His speech him left, unnethes might he sey, 

O death alas, why nilt thou do me dey ? 
Accursed be that day which that nature 
Shope me to beu a lives creature.*’ 

But after whan the fury and all the rage 
Which that his heart twist, and fast threst. 

By length of time somewhat gan assuage. 

Upon his bed be laid him doun to rest, 

But tho begon his teares more out to brest. 

That wonder is the body may sufl&se 
To halfe this wo, which that I you devise. 

Than said he thus: ^ Fortune alas the white 
What have I done ^ what have I thee agilt ? 

How mightest thou for routhe me begile ? 

Is there no grace ? and shall I thus be spilt? 
Shall thus Creseide away for that thou wilt ? 

Alas, how mightest thou in thine herte find 
To ben to me thus cruell and unkind ? 

Have I thee nat honoured all my live, 

As thou well wotcst, above the Gods all ? 

Why wilt thou me fro ioy thus deprive ? 

0 Troilus, what may men now thee call, 

But wretch of wretches, out of honour fill 
Into misery, in which I woll bewaile 
Creseide alas, till that the breath me faile. 

“ Alas Fortone, if that my life injoy 
Displeased had nnto'thy fbule envie, 

Why ne haddest thou my father king of Troy 
Biraft the life, or done my brethren die, 

Or slaine my selfe, that thus complaiue and crie? 

1 combre world, that may of nothing serve, 

But ever dye, and never fully sterve, 

“ If that Creseide alone were me laft. 

Naught raught I whider thou woldest me stere, 
And her alas, than hast thou me byraft : 

But evermore, lo this is thy mauere. 

To reve a wight that most is to him dere. 

To preve in that thy gierfuU violence : 

Thus am I lost, there helpeth no defence. 

O very Lord, 0 love, 0 God alas. 

That knowest best mine herte and al my thought 
What shal my sorowfull life done m this caas. 

If I forgo that I so dere have bought. 

Sens ye Cfeseide and me have fully brought 
Into your grace, and both our heites sealed. 

How may ye suifer alas it be repealed ? 

** What I may done, I shal while I may dure 
On hve, in turment and m cruell paine. 

This infortune, or this disaventure, 

Alone as I was borne I woll complaine, 

Ne never woll I scene it shine or raine, 

But end I woll as Edippe in derkeuease 
My sorrowfull life, and dien in distresse. 
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O wery ghost, that enest to and fro, 

Why nilt thou flien out of the wofullest 
Body, that ever might on grounde go ^ 

O soule, lurking in this wofull neste. 

Fly fortbout mine herte, and let it breste, 
And follow alway Creseide thj'’ lady dere. 

Thy right place is now no lenger here. 

O wofull eien two, sens your disport 
Was all to scene Creseides eyen bright, 

What shall ye done, but for my discomfort 
Stoden for naught, and wepen out your sight. 
Sens she is queint, that wont was you to light, 
In veine from this forth have I eyen twej’’ 
Iformed, sens your vertue is awey. 

“ O my Creseide, O lady soveraine 
Of this wofull soule that thus crieth. 

Who shall now yeven comfort to thy paine ? 
Alas, no wight, but whan mine herte dieth, 
My spirit, which that so unto you hieth, 
Receive in gree, for that shall aye you serve, 
Forthy no force is, though the body steive. 

O ye lo\ers, that high upon the whele 
Ben sette of Fortune m good aventure, 

God lene that ye finded aye love of stele, 

And long mote your life in joy endure. 

But whan ye comen by my sepulture, 
Rememhretb that your fellow resteth there, 
For I loved eke, though I unworthy were. 

“ O old unholsome and mislived man, 

Calcas I meane, alas what eiled thee 
To ben a Greek, sens thou ai t borne Trojan ? 
0 Calcas, which that wolt my bane be, 

In cursed time was thou borne for me, 

As would blissfull Jove for his joy, 

That I thee had where I would in Tioy.” 

A thousand sighes hotter than the glcde, 

Out of his breast, each after other went, 
Medled with plaint new, his wo to fede, 

For which his wofull teares never stent, 

Afid shortly so his sorowes him to rent, 

And woxe so mate, that joy or pennaunce 
He feeleth none, hat lieth in a traunce. 

Pandare, which that in the parlinrent 
Had heard what every lord and burgess seid, 
And how^full graunted was by one assent, 

For Antenor to yelden out Creseid : 

Gan well nigh wood out of his wit to breid, 

So that for wo he niste what he ment. 

But in a rage to Troilus he went. 

A certaine knight, that for the time kept 
The chamber dore, undid it him anone, 

And Pandare, that full tenderly wept. 

Into the derke chamber as still as stone. 
Toward the bedde gan softly to gone, 

So confuse, that he nist what to say, 

For very wo, his wit was mgh away. 

And with chere and looking all to tome, 

For sorow of this, and with his armes folden. 

He stood this wofull Troilus befome. 

And on his pitous face he gan beholden. 

Bat so oft gan his herte colden, 

Seeing his friend in wo, whose heavines&e 
Hk herte slouch, as thought him for distresses 


I Th s wofull wight, this Troilus that felt 
His friend Pandaie icomenhim to see, 

Gan as the snow ayenst the Sunne melt, 

For which this wofull Pandare of pite 
Gan fox* to weepe as tenderly as he : 

And speechlesse thus ben these like twey. 

That neither might for sorow o word sey. 

But at the last, this wofull Troilus, 

Nigh dead for smert, gan hresten out to rore, 
And with a sorrowfull noise he said thus 
Among his sobes and his sighes sore, 

“ Lo Pandare I am dead withouten more, 

Hast thou not heaid at pailiament,*’ he seide, 

“ For Antenor how lost is my Creseide^” 

This Pandare full dead and pale of hew, 

Full pitously answerde, and said, Yes, 

As wisely were it false as it is trew, 

That I have heard, and wote all how it is, 

O merej'- God, who would have trowed this, 
Who would have wend, that in so little a throw 
Fortune our joy would have ovei throw. 

Foi in this world there is no creature. 

As to my dome, that ever saw mine 
Straunger than this, through case or aventure. 
But who may all eschue or all devme, 

Such IS this world, foithy I thus define : 

Ne trust no wight to find in Fortune 
Aye property, her yeftes ben commune. 

“ But tell me this, why thou art now so mad 
To sorrowen thus, why list thou m this wise, 
Sens thy desire all holly hast thou had, 

So that by right it ought inough suffise, 

But I that never felt m my servise 
A friendly chere or looking of an eie, 

Let me thus wepe and wailen till I die* 

And over al this, as thou wel west thy selve, 
Tins toune is full of ladies all about, 

And to my dome, fairer than such twelve 
As ever she was, shal I finden in some rout. 

Ye one or twey, withouten any dout : 

Forthy be glade mme owne dere brother. 

If she be lost, we shall lecover another. 

“ What God forbid alway that ech pleasaunce 
In o thing were, and in none other wight, 

If one can sing, another can well daunce, 

If this be goodly, she is glad and light, 

And this IS fane, and that can good anglit, 

Ech for his vertue holden is foi dere, 

Both heroner and faucon foi mere. 

“ And eke as writ Zansis, that was hill wise. 

The new love out chaseth ott the old : 

And vpon new case lieth new avise, 

Thmke eke thy selfe to saven art thou hold. 
Such fire by processe shall of kind cold, 

For sens it is but casuell pleasaunce, 

Some case shall put it out of retnembraunce. 

“ For also sure as day commeth after night, 

The newe love, labour or other wo. 

Or eles seide seeing of a wight, ' 

Done old affections all overgo, 

And for thy part, thou shalt haue one of tho 
To abredge with thy bitter paines smart, 

I Ab<!f»npp nf hpr ^hnll drmp hpr rmt nf hprte.**' 
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Tihese wordfes saied he for the nones all 
To helpe his fnend, least he for sorow deide, 

For doabtlesse to doen his wo to fall, 

He raught nat what vnthnft that he seide : 

But Troiliis that nigh for sorrow deide, 

Tooke little hede of all that ever he ment. 

One eare it heard, at the other out it went. 

But at the last he answerd, and said, “Friend, j 
** This lechcraft, or healed thus to be, j 

Were well fitting, if that I were a fiend, 

To traien a wight, that true is vnto me, 

I pray God let this counsalle never ithee, 

But doe me rathei sterue anon right here. 

Ere thus I doen, as thou me w ouldest lerc. 

She that I serue iwis, what so thou sey. 

To whpm mine herte enhabite is by right. 

Shall have me holly hers, till that I dey. 

For Pandarus, sens I have trouth her bight, 

I woll nat ben vntrue for no wight, 

But as her man 1 woll aye live and steryp, 

And never none other creature serve. 

“ And there thou saiest thou shalt as fair find 
As she, let be, make no comparison, 

To creature iformed here by kind, 

0 leve Pandare, in conclusion, 

1 woll nat been of thine opinion 
Touching all this, for which I thee beseech, 

So hold thy peace, thou slaest me with thy speech* 

“ Thou biddest me 1 should love another 
All freshly new, and let Creseide go, 

It lithe nat in my power, leve bi other. 

And though I might, yet would I nat do so, 

But canst thou plaien raket to and fro, 

Nettle in dock out, now this, now that, Pandare ? 
Now foule fall her for thy wo that care. 

Thou farest eke by me Pandarus, 

As he, that whan a wight is wo bigon. 

He commeth to him apace, and saith right thus, 

* Thinke not on smart, and thou shalt feele none,’ 
Thou maiest me fiist transmewen m a stone. 

And reve me my passions all, 

Or thou so lightly doe my wo to fall. 

“ The death may well out of my brest depart 
The life, so long may this sorow mine; 

But fro my soule sh3>ll Cieseides dart 
Out nevermore, but doune with Proserpine 
Whan I am dead, I woll won m pine, 

And there I woll eternally complain 
My wo, and how that twinned be we twp.m. 

“ Thou hast here made an argument full fine. 
How that It should lasse paine be 
Creseide to forgone, for she was mine. 

And lived in ease and in fehcite: 

Why gabbest thou, that saidest vnto me, 

That him is wors that is fio wele ithrow. 

Than he had eist none of that wele know > 

“ But tel me now, sen that thee thinketh so light 
To chaungen so in love aye to and fro, 

Why hast thou nat doen busily tby might 
To chaungen her, that doth thee all thy wo ^ 
Why nilt thou let her fro thine herte go ? 

Why nilt thou love another lady swete, 

'J’hat may thme herte setten in quiete ’ 
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“ If thou hast had in love aye yet mischance, 

And canst it not out of thine herte dri\e, 

I that lived m lust and in pleasance 
With her, as much as creature on I've, 

How would 1 that foryet, and that so blive ^ 

O where hast thou ben hid so long in mew. 

Thou canst so well and formeliche argew. 

Nay God wot, naught worth is al thy rede, 

For which, for what that ever may befall, 

: Withouten wordes mo I woll ben dede : 

O Death, that ender art of sorrowes all. 

Come now, sens I so oft aftci thee call, 

Fot sely is that death, sooth for to same. 

That oft icleped, commeth and endeth paine. 

“ Well wote 1, while my life was in quiete- 
Ere thou me slue, I would have yeven hire, 

But now thy commmg is to me so swete, 

That m this world I nothing so desire : 

0 Death, sens with this sorow I am a fire, 

Thou either do me anone in teares drench. 

Or with thy cold stroke mine herte quench. 

“ Sens that thou slaiest so fele in sundry wise 
Ayenst hir will, vnpraied day and night. 

Doe me at my request this servise. 

Deliver now the woild, so doest thou right, 

Of me that am the wofullest wight 
That ever was, for time is that I starve, 

Sens in this woild of nght naught do I serve.” 

This Troilns in teares gan distill 
As licour out of allambike full fast. 

And Pandarus gan hold his tongue still. 

And to the ground his eyen downe he cast. 

But uathelesse, thus thought he at last, 

“ What parde, rather than my fellow dey, 

Yet shall I somewhat more unto him sey.” 

And said, “ Fnend, sens thou bast such distresse, 
And sens thee list mine argumeiites blame. 

Why nilt thy selven helpe doen redresse, 

And with thy manhood letten all this game. 

Go rauish her, ne canst thou not for shame ? 

And either let her out of toune fare, 

Or hold her still, and leave thy nice fare. 

** Art then in Troy, and hast non hardimeni 
To take a wight, whiche that loveth thee. 

And would her selven been of thme assent. 

Now is nat this a nice vanite ^ 

Rise vp anon, and let this weeping be, 

And sith thou art a man, for m this hour 

1 woll been dead, or she shall ben our.” 

To this answerde him Trod us full soft. 

And saied, “ Iwis, my leve brother dere, 

All this have I my selfe yet thought full oft, 

And more thing thau thou devisest here, 

But why this thing is laft, thou shalt wel here, 
And whan thou hast me yeven audience, 
Thereaftei mayst thou tell all thy sentence. 

First, sm thou wost this toun hath al this werre 
For ravishing of women so by might, 

It should not been su fired me to erre, 

As it stont now, ne done so great vnright, 

I should have also blame of every wight, 

My fathers graunt if that I so withstood, 

Sens she is ebaunged for the tonnes good 
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** I have eke thought, so it were her assent, Forthy, take berte, and think right as a knight, 

To aske her of tny father of his grace, Through love is broken alday every law, 

Than thinke T, this were her accusement, Kith now somwhat thy courage and thy might. 

Sens well I wot I may her nat purchace, Have mercie on thy selfe for any awe, 

For sens my father in so high a place Let not this wretched wo thine herte gnawe. 

As parliment, hath her eschaunge ensealed. But manly set the world on sixe and seven. 

He nill for me his letter be repealed. And if thou die a martir, go to Heaven. 


** Yet drede I most her herte to perturbe 
With violence, if I doe such a game, 

For if I would it openly disturbe, 

It must be disclaunder to hei name, 

And me were lever die than her diffame, 

As nolde God, but I should have 
Her honour, lever than my life to save. 

" Thus am 1 lost, for aught that I can see. 

For certaine is that I am her knight, 

I must her honour lever have than me 
In every case, as lover ought of right, 

Thus am I with desire and reason twight i 
Desire for to disturben her me redeth. 

And reason mil not, so mine herte diedeth.’* 

Thus weeping, that he could never cease. 

He said, Alas, how shall I wretche fare, 

For well fele I alway my love encrease, 

And hope is lasse and lasse Pandare, 

Encrease eke the causes of my care, 

So welaway, why mil mine herte brest, 

For as in love there is but little rest,” 

Pandare answerde, Friend thou mayst for me 
Done as thee list, but had I it so hote, 

And thine estate, she should go with me, 

Tho all this toun cned on this thing by note, 

I nolde set at all that noise a grote. 

For whan men have cried, than wol they roun, 
Eke wonder last but nine deies never in toun. 

" Devine not in reason aye so deepe, 

Ne curtesly, but helpe thy selfe anone. 

Bet IS that other than thy selven wepe. 

And namely, sens ye two ben al one. 

Else for by mine head she shall not gone, 
And rather ben in blame a little ifound, 

Than starve here as a gnat withouten wound. 

" It IS no shame mto you, ne no vice. 

Her to withholden, that ye loveth most, 
Peraventure she might hold thee for nice, 

To letten her go thus vnto the Grekes hoste. 
Think eke Fortune, as well thy selven woste, 
Helpeth hardie man vnto his emprise, 

And weiueth wretches for hir cowardise. 

-** And though thy lady would alite her greve, 
Thou shall thy self thy peace hereafter make,. 
]But as to me certaine I cannot leve, 

That she would it as now for evill take, 

Why should than for feare thine herte quake, 
Thinke how Pans hath, that is thy brother, 

A love, and why shal thou not have another > 

And Troilus, o thing I dare thee swere. 

That if Creseide, which that is thy lefe, 

Now loveth thee, as well as thou dost here, 

God helpe me so, she mil not take a grefe, 
Though thou do bote anon in this mischefe, 
And if she wilnetb fro thee for to pas^e, 

Than is she false, so love her well the lasse. 


I woll my selfe ben with thee at this dede, 
Though I and all my kin vpon a stound, 

Should in a strete, as dogs, liggen dede, 

Through girt with many a bloodie wound, 

In eveiy case I woll a fnend be found, 

And if thee listeth here sterven as a wretch, 

Adieu, the devill speede him that retch.” 

This Troilus gau with tho wordes quicken, 

And saied, Friend, graunt mercie, I assent, 

But certainly, thou mayst nat so me pricken, 

Ne paine none ne may me so torment, 

That for no case it is not mine entent. 

At shorte wordes, though I dien should. 

To ravishen her, but if her selfe it would.’* 

“ Why, so mean I” (quod Pandarus) al this day, 
But tell me than, bast thou her well assaid, 

That sorowest thus?” and he answerde him “Nay.” 
" Wherof art thou*' (quod Pandare) “ than dismaid. 
That noste not that she woU lien evill apaid 
To ravishen her, sens thou hast not ben there^ 

But if that Jove told it in thine eare ? 

“ For thy, rise vp as naught ne were, anone, 

And wash thy face, and to the kmg t^u wend, 

Or he may wondreii whider thou art gone, 

Thou must with wisdome him and other blend, 

Or vpon case he may after thee send 
Or thou beware, and shortly brother dere 
Be glad, and let me werke in this mattere. 

“ For I shall shape it so, that sikerly 
Thou Shalt this night somtime m some manere 
Come speaken with thy ladie pnvely, 

And by her wordes eke, as by her chere, 

Thou shall full soone aperceive and well here 
Of her entent, and in this case the best, 

And fare now well, for in this point I rest.’* 

The swifte fame, whiche that fals thinges 
Equall reporteth, like the thinges true, 

Was throgbout Troy ifled, with prest winges, 

Fro man toyman, and made his tale all new. 

How Calcas doughter with her bright hew, 

At parliment without words more, 

Igraunted was in chaunge of Antenore. 

The whiche tale anon right as Creseide 

Had heard, she, which that qf her father rought 

(As m this case) right naught, ne whan he deide. 

Full busily to Jupiter besought 

Yeve him mischance, that this tretis brought; 

But shortly, least these tales sooth were, 

She durst at no wight asken it for fere. 

As she that had her herte and all her mind 
On Troylus yset so wonder fast, 

That al this world ne might her love vnbind, 

Ne Troylus out of her herte cast. 

She would been his while that her life may last. 
And she thus brenneth both in love and drede, 

So that she mst wh^t was best to rede. 
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But as men seenc In toune, and all about^ 

That women vsen hir friends to visite, 

So to Creseide of women came a rout, 

Por pitous loy, and wenden her delite, 

^nd with hir tales dere ynough a mite, 

These women, which that in the citie dwell, 
They set hem dpune, and sayd as 1 shall tell. 

(Quod, first that one) “ I am glad troely. 
Because of you, that shall your fathejr see,'' 
Another sayd, “ Iwis, so am not I, 

For all too little hath she with vs be 
(Quod tho the third) “ I hope iwia that she 
Shall bringen vs the peace on every side, 

That whan she goth, almighty God her gide." 

Tho wordes and tho womannish thinges 
She herd hem nght as thogh she thence were : 
For God it wote, her herte on other thing is. 
Although the body sat emong hem there. 

Her advertence is alway els where, 

For Troilus full fast her soule sought, 
Withouten word, on him alway she thought. 

These women that thus wenden her to please. 
About naught gan all hir tales spend, 

Such vanitie ne can done her none ease, 

As she that all this meane while brend 
Of other passion than they wend. 

So that she felt almost her herte die 
For wo, and wene of that companie. 

For which might she no lenger restrainc 
Her teares, they gan so vp to well. 

That gave signes of her bitter pame. 

In which her spirit was, and mifst dwell, 
Remembring her from Heaven vnto which Hell 
She fallen was, sens she forgo the sight 
Of Troilus, and sorrowfully she sight. 

And thilke fooles, sitting her about; 

Wende that she wept and sighed sore. 

Because that she should out of the rout 
Departen, and never play with hem more. 

And they that had knowen her of yore, 

See her so wepe, and thoght it was kmdnesse, 
And ech of hpm wept eke for her distresse. 

And busily they gonnen hir to comforten 
On thing God wot, on which she Title thoght. 
And with hir tales wenden her disporten. 

And to be glad they ofte her besought. 

But such an ease therwith they her wrought. 
Right as a man is eased for to fele. 

For ache of head, to clawen him on his hele. 

But after all this nice vanitie, 

They took hir leve, and home they wenten all, 
Creseide full of sorrowfull pitie. 

Into her chamber vp went out of the hall. 

And on her bedde she gan for dead to fall. 

In purpose never thence for to rise. 

And thus she wrought, as I shall you devise. 

Ifir ownded hair, that sonnish was of hew. 

She rent, and eke her fingers long and smale 
She wrong full oft, and bad God on her rew# 
And with the death to do bote on her bale. 

Her hewe whylom bright, that tho was pale, 
Bare witnesse of her wo, and her constremt ; 
4Dd thus she s]>ak^, sobbing in her compleint 
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** Alas” (quod she) “ out of this regioun, 

1 wofull wretch and infortuned wight, 

And home in cursed constellationn, 

Mote gon, and thus dq>arten fro my knight. 

Wo worth alas, that like daies light. 

On which I saw him first with eyen twaine. 

That caoseth me, and I him all this pame.” 

Therewith the teares from her eyen two 
Doune fell, as sfaoure in Apnll switfae. 

Her white breast she bet, and for the wo. 

After the death she cned a thousand sithe, 

Sens he that wont her wo was for to hthe, 

She mote foigone, for which disaventure 
She held her selfe a forlost creature. 

She said, How shall be done and I also 
How should I live, if that 1 from him twin ? 

O dere herte eke that I love so. 

Who shall that sorow slaen, that ye ben in ? 

O Calcas, father, thine be all this sin : 

O mother mine, th^t cleped wert Aigive, 

Wo worth that day that thou me bare on live. 

To what fine should I live and sorowen thus? 
How should a fish withouten water dure ^ 

What is Creseide worth from Troilus > 

How should a plant or lives creature 
live withouten his kind noriture \ 

For which full oft a by word here I sey, 

That rootlesse mote greene soone dey. 

1 shal done thus, sens neither sword ne dart 
Dare I none handle, for the cruelte, < 

That like day that I fro you depart, 

If sorow of that nill nat my bane b^ 

Than shall no meat ne dr^e come m me, 

Till I my soule out of my brest vnsheatb, 

And thus my selven woll I done to death. 

" And Troilus, my clothes every cbone 
Shull blacke ben, in tokening, herte swet^ 

That I am as out of this worid agooe. 

That wont was you to set in quiete. 

And of mine order aye till death me mete. 

The observaunce ever in your absence. 

Shall sorrow ben complaint and abstinence. 

“ Mine herte and eke the woful ghost therein 
Bequeath I with your spint to compladne 
Eternally, for they shall never twin, 

For though m y earth twinned be we twaine. 

Yet' in the field of pitie^ out of paiue. 

That bight Elisos, shall we ben ifere, 

As Oipheus and Erudice his fere. 

“ Thus, herte mine, for Antenor alas 
I soone shall be chaunged, as I wene, 

But hqw shpll ye done in this sorowfull caas^ 

How shall your teqder herte this sustene ? 

But herte mine, foryet this sorow and tene. 

And me also, for soothly for to sey. 

So ye well fate^ I retche not to dey." 

How might it ever redde ben or isong 
The plaint that she made in her distresse, 

I not, but as for me my little tong 
If I discriven would her beavinesse. 

It should make her sorrow seeme lesse 
Than that it was, and childishly defetce 
Her high pompl^t, and therefore 1 it pace. 
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Pandare, "which thac sent from Troilus 
Was vnto Cie&eide, as ye have heard devise. 
That for the best it "n-as recorded thus, 

And he full glad to done him that sei vise, 

TJnto Cieseide in a full seciet Avise, 

There as she lay in tomment and in rage, 

Came her to tell all holly his message 

And fond that she her selven gan to gr< te 
Fall pitously, for with her salte teres, 

Her breast and face ibathed was full "wcte. 

Her mightie tresses of her soniiish heres 
Unbroiden, hangen all about her eaies, 

Which yave him very signe of mattire 
Of death, which that her herte gan desire. 

Whan she him saw, she gan for soirow anon 
Her tearie face atwixt her armes hide, 

For which this Pandare is so wo bigon, 

That in the hous he might vnneth abide. 

As he that felt sorrow on every side, 

Tor if Creseide had erst complained sore, 

Tho gan she planie a thousand times more. 

And in her aspre plaint, thus she seide: 

** Pandare, first of joies more than two 
Was cause, causing vnto me Creseide, 

That now transmued ben in cruell wo. 

Whether shall I say to you welcome or no } 

That alderfirst me brought vnto servise 
Of love alas, that endeth in buch wise. * 

Endeth than love in wo? Ye or men heth, 
And all worldly blisse, as thinketh me, 

The end of blisse aye sono'w it occupieth, 

And who troweth not that it so be, 

Let him vpon me wofiill wretche see. 

That my selfe hate, and aye my birth curse. 
Feeling alway, fro wicke I go to worse. 

Who «iO me seeth, he sceth sorow all atoms, 
Paine, tourment, plaint, wo and distresse, 

Out of my wofull body harme there none is, 

As langour, anguish, cruell bitlernesse, 

Annoy, smart, drede* furie, and eke sicknesse, 

I trow iwis from Heaven teares raine, 

For pitie of my aspre and cruell pame.” 

“ And thou my suster, full of discomfort,” 
(Ouod Pandarus) “ what thmkest thou to do ^ 
Why ne hast thou to thy selven some resport ^ 
Why wilt thou thus thy selfe alas fordo ^ 

Leave all this werke, and take now heed to 
That I shall same, and herken of good entent 
This message, that by me Troilus you sent” 

Toumed her tho Creseide a wo making, 

So great, that it a death was for to see, 

Alas” (quod she) what wordes may ye bring. 
What woll my dere herte same to mee. 

Which that I drede. nevermore to see, 

Woll he have plaint or teares ere I >«end ? 

I have ynough, if he thereafter send.” 

She was right such to scene in her visage, 

As is that wight that men on beare bind. 

Her face like of Paradis the image, 

Was all icbaunged in another kind, 

The play, the laughter men were wont to find 
On hir, and eke her joyes evenchone 
Ben fled, and thus lieth Creseide alone. 


About'her eyen two, a purpre ring 
Bitrent, m soothfast tokening of herpaiue, 

That to behold it was a deadly thing, 

For which Pandare might nat restraine 
TliP teares from his ej'^en for to raine, 

But nuthelebse as he best might he seide 
From Tioilub tliese woides to Creseide. 

“ Lo ncce, I tiow ye han heard all how 
The king with other lordes for the best, 

Hath made eschaunge of Antenor and you, 

That cause is of this sorow and this vnrest. 

But how this case doth Troilus molest. 

This may none yeartbly manoes tongue say, 

For reiy wo, ius wit is all away. 

For which we have so sorowed, he and I, 

That into little it had vs both slaw, 

But through my counsaile this day finally, 

He somewhat is fro weeping withdraw. 

And seemeth me that he desireth faw 
With you to ben all night for to devise 
Remedie of this, if there were any wise^ 

" This short and plain, theffect of my message, 

As fei forth as my wit can comprehend. 

For ye that ben of tourment in such rage. 

May to no long prologue as now entend. 

And herevpon ye may answer him send, 

And for the love of God my nece dere. 

So leave this wo or Troilus be here.” 

“ Great is my wo,” (quod she) and sighed sore, 
As she that feeleth deadly sharpe distresse, 

But yet to me his sorrow is mokell more, 

That love him bet than he himselfe I gesse, 

Alas, for me hath he such hevmesse. 

Can he for me so pitously complaine, 

Iwis this sorow doubleth all my paine. 

“ Greuous to me God wot is foi to twin,” 

(Quod she) “but yet it harder is to me. 

To scene that sorrow which that he is in, 

For well wot I, it woll my bane be. 

And die I woll in certame tho” (quod she :) 

But bid him come, er deth that thus me threteth. 
Drive out the ghost which in mine herte beteth.” 

These wordes said, she on her armes two 
Kll gruffe, and gan to weepen pitously : 

(Quod Pandarus) “ Alas, why doe ye so ? 

Sens ye well wote the time is fast by 
That he shall come, arise vp hastely, 

That he you nat biwopen thus ne find, 

But ye woll have him wode out of his mind. 

" For wist he that ye farde in this manere, 

He would himselfe slea : and if 1 wend 
To have this fare, he should not come here, 

For all the good that Priam may dispend : 

Far to what fine he would anon pretend. 

That know I well, and forthy yet I sey, 

So leave this sorow, pr plainly he woll dey. 

And shapeth you his sorow for to abredge, 

And nat encrease, lefe nece swete, 

Beth lather to him cause of plat than edge, 

And with some wisdome ye his soirowes bete i 
What helpeth it to weepen full a strete, 

Or though ye both m salt teares dreint? 

Bet IS a tiine of cure aye than of pleint* 
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I meane thus^ whan T him hither bring. 

Sens ye be wise, and both of one assent. 

So shape) h how to distourbe your going. 

Or come ayen soone after ye be went, 

Women been wise, in short avisement. 

And let scene how yonr wit shall availe. 

And what that I may helpe, it shall not faile.** 

“ Go,” (quod Creseide) « and, vncle, truely 
I shall done all my might me to restraine 
From weeping in his sight, and busily 
Him for to glad, 1 shall done all my paine. 

And m my herte seeken eveiy vaine, 

If to his sore there may ben founden salve, 

It shall nat lacke oertaine on mine halve.” 

Goth Pandarus, and Troilus he sought. 

Till m a temple he found him all alone, 

As he that of hiS life no longer rought. 

But to the pitous goddes eveiichone, 

Full tenderly he praid, and made his mone. 

To done him soone out of the world to pace, 

For well he thoght there was none other grace. 

And shortly all the soothe for to sey, 

He was so fallen in dispaire that day. 

That vtterly he shope him for to dey. 

For right thus was h’s argument alway, 

He saied he nas but lome, welaway. 

For all that commeth, commeth by necessitie, 
Thu^ to ben lome, it is my destmie. 

For certainly, this wote I well,” he said, 

That foresight of devine purveiaunce 
Had seen alway me to forgone Creseide, 

Sens God seethe every thing out of doutance 
And hem disposeth through his ordinance. 

In his merites soothly for to be, 

As they shall comen by predestine. 

“ But natbelessc, alas, whom shall I leve, 

Fdr there ben greate clerkes many one. 

That destinie, through aigumentes preve. 

And some same, that nedely there is none. 

But that free choice is yeven vs everychone : 

O welawav, so sligh ame clerkes old, 

That I not whose opinion I may hold. 

For some men sain, that God seeth all befome, 
Ne God may nat deceived ben parde. 

Than iriote it fallen, though men bad it sworn. 
That purveiaunce hath scene beforne to be, 
Wherefore I say, that from eteme if he 
Hath wist befora our thought eke as our dede, 
We have no free choice, as these clerkes rede- 

For other thought, nor other deed also, 

Might never been, but such as purveyaunce. 
Which may nat been deceived never mo. 

Hath feled biforne, withouten iguoraunce. 

For if there might ben a variaunce 
To wnthen out fro Goddes purveying', 

There uere no prescience of thing comming. 

“ But it were rather an opinion 
Uncertaine, and no s^edfast foreseeing, 

And certes that were an abusion. 

That God should have no perfite clere weting 
More than we men that have doutous wening. 
But such an errour vpon God to gesse, 

Were false, and fbule, and wicked cursednesse. 
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Eke this is an opinion of some, 

That have hir top ful high and smooth Isliore, 
They same nght thus, thar thing is nat to come. 
For that the prescience hath seene before 
That it shall come, but they sain that herfoiC 
That it shall come, therefore the purveyaunce 
Wote it befome ivithbufea ignoraunce. 

And ill this manner th«s necessite 
Retoumeth in his part contrary againe,' 

For needfully behoueth it nat to be, 

That thi'ke thinges fallen in certa ne 

That ben purveied, but needfully as they saine 

Behoueth it that thinges which that fall. 

That they m certaine ben purveyed ail. 

" I meane as though I laboured me m this. 

To inquire which thing cause of which thing be. 
As whether that the piescience of God is 
The certaine cause of the necessite 
Of thinges that to comen be parde. 

Or if necessitie of thing commmg. 

Be cause certaine of the purveymg- 

“ But now ne enforce I me not in shewing. 

How the order of the causes stant, but well wot I 
That it behoueth, that the befalling 
Of thinges wiste before certainly, 

Be necessane, all seeme it not thereby, 

That prescience put falling necessaire 
To thing to comfe, all fall it foule or faire. 

“ For if there sit a man yond on a see. 

Than by necessitie behoueth it. 

That certes thine opinion sooth be. 

That wenest or conjectest that be sit, 

And further over, now ayeuward yet^ 

Lo right so IS it on th6 part contrarie, 

As thus, now hearken, for I woll nat tarie.' 

I say, that if the opinion of thee 
Be sooth for that he sit, than say I this. 

That he mote sitten by necessitee. 

And thus necessitie in either is. 

For in him nede of sitting is iwis. 

And m tfie nede of sooth, and thus forsoth 
There mote necessitie ben in you both. 

‘‘ But thou maist saine the man sit nat therfore. 
That thine opinion of his sitting sooth is. 

But rather for the man sate theie before, 
Therefore is thine opinion sooth iwis. 

And I say though the caust* of sooth of this 
Commeth of his sitting, yet necessitee 
Is enterchaunged both m him and in thee. 

“ Thus m the same wise out of doutaunce 
I may well maken, as it seemeth me, 

My reasomng of Goddes purveyaunce, 

And of the thinges that to comen be. 

By whiche reason men may well isee, 

That thilke thinges that in earth yfall. 

That by necessitie they eomen all. 

“ For althongh that forthing shall come is 
Therefore is it purveyed certainply, 

Nat that it commeth, for it purveyed is, 

Yet nathelesse behoueth it needfully. 

That thing to come be purveyed truly. 

Or else thinges that purveyed be. 

That they betiden by necessite. 

T 



“ And this suffisclb r.ght vnough certainc, 

For to destroy oui free clioise everydell. 

But now IS this abusion to same, 

I'h’at falling of the thinges teraporel I, 

Is cause of the goddes prescience eteinell ; 

Now tiuely that is a false sentence, 

That thing to com shuld cause his prescience. 

What might I wene, and I had such a thought > 
But that God purveieth thing that is to come, 

For that it is to come, anil else nought : 

So might I wene, that thinges all and some, 

That whylome ben befall and overcome, 

Ben cause of thilke soverame purveyauuce. 

That forwote all, withouten ignoraunce. 

** And over all this, yet say I more thereto, 

That right as whan. I wotc theie is a thing, 

Iwis that thing mote needfully be so, 

Eke Tight so, 'whan I wot a thing comming, 

Sb mote it come 5 and thus they befalling 
Of thinges that ben wist before the tide. 

They mowe not ben eschewed on no side.” 

Than said he thus, “ Almighty Jove in trone, 

That wotest of all this thing the soothfastnesse, 
Rew on my sorrow and do me dien sone, 

Or bring Creseide and me fro this distresse.** 

And while he was in all this heavinesse, 

Disputing with himselfc m this matere, 

Came Pandare in, and said as ye may here. 

“ O mighty God” (quod Pandarus) “ in trone, 
Eigh, who siw ever a wise man faren so ^ 

Why Tioilus, what thinkest thou to done ^ 

Hast thou such lust to ben thine owne fo ^ 

Wbat, parde, yet is nat Creseide ago, 

Why list thee so thy selfe fordone for drede, 

That m thine head thine eyen semen dede. 

Hast thou nat lived many a yere beforne 
Withouten her, and farde full well at ease ? 

Art thou for her and for none othei homo. 

Hath kind thee wrought al only her to please ^ 

Let be and thinke right thus in thy disease, 

That in the dice right as ther fallen cbamices, 
Right so in love there come and gon plesaunces. 

** And yet tins is a wonder most of all, 

Wfiy thou thus sorowest, sith thou wost nat yet 
Touching her going, how that it shall fall, 

Ne if she can her selfe distourben it, 

Thou hast nat yet assaied all her wit ; 

A man may all betime his necke bede 
Whan it shall off, and soiowen at the nede. 

Fortby, take hede of all that I shall say, 

I have with her ispoke, and long ilie. 

So as accorded was betwixe vs twey, 

And evermore me thinketh thus, that she 
Hath somewhat in bei hertes piivite, 

Wherewith she can, if I shall aright rede, 
Disturbe all this, of which thou art in diede. 

For which my counsell is, whan it is night, 

Thou to her go, and make of this an end, 

And blisfnlJ Juno, thiough her great might, 

Shall (as f hope) her grace vnto vs send, 
Mineherte seith certaine she shall nat wend. 

And foithy, put thine herte a while in lest, 

And hold thy puqiose, for it is the best’^ 
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Tins Troilus answerde, and sighed sore. 

Thou saist right well, and I will do right so,'"' 
And what him list, he said vnto him more, 

And whan that it was tune for to go, 

Full pnvely himselfe withouten mo 
Unto her came, as he was wont to done, 

And how they wrought, I shall you tell soone- 

Sooth IS, that whan they gonne first to mete. 

So gan the paine hir hertes for to twist, 

That neither of hem other mighte grete, 

But hem in armes tooke, and after kist. 

The lasse wofull of hem bothe n’St 

Where that he was,ne might o woid outbiing, 

As I said eist, for wo and for sobbing. 

The wofull teares that they lelen fall. 

As bitter wereu out of teaies kind 
For pame, as is ligne aloes, or gall, 

So bitter teares wept not as I find 
The wofull Mina, through the barke and nnd. 
That in this world there iiis so hard an herte. 
That nolde have lewed on hir paines smart. 

But whan hir wofull wery ghostes twaiue 
Returned ben, there as hem ought to dwell, 

And that somewhat to weken gan the pame 
By length of plaint, and ebben gan the well 
Of hir teares, and the herte vnswell. 

With broken voice, al horse for shright, Creseid 
To Troilus these like wordes seid‘. 

O Jove, 1 die, and mercy thee besech, 

Helpe Tioilus .” and theiewithal her face 
Upon his brest she laid, and lost her spech, 

Her wofull spinte from his proper place 
Right with the worde away in point to pace, 
And thus she hth, with hewes pale and grene, 
That whilom fresh and fairest was to sene. 

This Troilus that on her gan behold, 

Cieping her name, and she lay as for deed, 

Wi Jiouten answerc, and felt her limmes cold, 
Her eien throwen vpward to her heed : 

This sorowful man can now non other rede, 

But oft tune her colde mouth he kist, 

Where him was wo, God and himself it wist' 

He nseth him vp, and long straite he her leide, 
For signe of life, for aught he can or may. 

Can he none finde, in nothing of Creseide, 

For wh^ch bis song full oft is “ Welaway 
But whan he saw that spechlesse she lay. 

With soiowful voice, and herte of blisse al bare. 
He said, how she was fro this woild ifare. 

So after that he long had hei complained, 

His hondcs wrong, and said that was to sey, 

And ivith his teeies saltliei brest beramed. 

He gan tho teeies wipen oft* full drey, 

Aud pitously gan for the soiile prey, 

And said, “ Lord, that set art in thy throne, 
Rewe eke on me, for I shall folow her sone.^' 

She colde was, and without sentement. 

For ought he wote, for biethe felt he none, 

And this was him a preiguant argument. 

That she was forth out of this woiId agone: 

And whan he saw there was non other wonne, 
He gan her Itmraes diesse, in such manere, 

As men don hem that shall ben laide on here. 
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And aftet th^s, with Sterne and cmel horte, 

His swerde anon out of his sheth he twight, 

Him selfe to sleen, how soie tliat h.m smart, 

So that his soule, her sotile foiowen mieht. 

There as the dome of Minos would it dight, - 
Sith love and cruel fortune it ne would, 

I’hat m this world he lenger liven should. 

Than said he thus, fnifilde of high disdaine, 

O ciuel Jove, and thou Fortune ad\erse. 

This IS all and some, that falsly have ye slaine 
Creseide, and sith ye may do me ne werse. 

Fie on your might and werkes so diverse, 

Thus cowardly ye shuil me never wmne, 

There shall no deth me fro my lady twmne. 

For I this world, sith ye have slam her thus, 
Woll let, and fo’Ow her sp-rite low or hie, 

Shal never lover same that Troilu*?, 

Dare nat for feare with his lady die, 

For ceitaine 1 woll beare her companie, 

But sithe ye wol nat sufFre vs liven here, 

Yet suffieth that our scales ben ifere, 

“ And thou citie, in which I live in wo, 

And thou Priam, and brethren al ifere. 

And thou my mother, farewell, for I go, 

And Attropose make fedy thou my beie: 

And thou Creseide, O s^tete herte dere. 

Receive now my spirite,’* would he sey 
With swerde at herte, all redy for to dey. 

But as God would, of swough she ahVaide, 

And gan to sighe, and Troilus she ciide^ 

And he auswerde, Lady mine Creseide, 

Live ye yet and let his sweide doun glide: 

Ye herte mine, that thanked be Cupide,’* 

(Quod she) and therewithal she sore sight, » 
And he began to glade her as he might. 

Toke her m armes two and kist her oft, 

And her to glad, he did al his entent. 

For which Her gost, that flikered aie a loft, 

Into her wofull herte ayeti if went: 

But at the last, as that her eye glent 
Aside, anon ahe gan his sworde aspie, 

As it lay baie, and gan for feare cne. 

And asked him why he had it out draw, 

And Troilus anon the cause her told. 

And how himself therwith he wold have slain, 

For which Creseide vpon him gam behold. 

And ^an him m her armes faste fold, 

And said, O mercy God, lo which a dede, 

Alas, how nigh we weren bothe dede. 

‘‘ Than if f nadde spoken, as grace was, 

Ye would have slam ybur selfe anon ?” (quod she.) 

Ye doutlesse:” and she answerde, “ Alas, 

For by that like lorde that made me, ' 

I iiolde a furlong way on live have be, 

After your deth, to have ben crouned quene 
Of al the londe the Sunne on shineth shene. 

“ But with this selve sword, which that here is 
My selfe I would have slam” (quorl she) “ tho : 
But ho, for we have nght mough of this, 

And let vs rise and straite to bedde go : 

And there let vs speken of our wo, 

For by that morter, which that 1 see bienne, 

Know I ful well, that day is nat farre heime 


Whan they wei in hir bed in arrfies foid, 
Naught was it like tho nightes here bet* r "C, 
For petoudj ech other gan behohl, 

As they tha. hadden al hii bhsse ilome, 
Bewailing aie the day that they were borne, 

Til at the last, this sorowful wight Creseide, 

To Troi us these like wordes seide. 

Ln herfft mine, wel wote ye chis'^ (qnod she) 
Tliatif a w'glit akay h«s wo comp'aine. 

And seketh nat how holpen for fo be, 

It nis but folie, and encieace of pame : 

And sens that here assembled be vc twaine, 

To finde bote of wo that we ben in, 

It were time al sone to begin* 

“ I am a woma'n, as ful wel ye woUc, 

And as I am avised sodainly, 

So wol I tel yon, while it is botte, 

Me thmketh thus, that neyther 3’’e nor I, 
Ought halfe this wo to maken skdfully, 

For theie is a^t mough for to redresse, 

That yet is missc, and sleen this hev.iiesse 

‘‘ Soth IS, the wo the whiche we ben inn**, 

For aught I wote, for noth mg eles is, 

But for the cause that we should tw.n le, 
Considred al, there nis no more amis: 

And what is than a icmedy vnto this ? 

But that we shape vs sone for to mete. 

This al and some, my dere herte swete. 

“ Now that I shall wel bringen it about 
To comen ayen, sone after that I go, 

Thereof am I no maner thidg in doat. 

For dredelesse, within a weke or two 
I shal beti here : and that it may be sO, 

By all right, and in wordes few, 

I shal you wel an heape of waies shew. 

** For which I woll nat maken long sermon. 

For time ilost may not not recovered be. 

But I will go to my conclu«.ioa, 

And to the best, in aUght that I can see : 

And for the love of God foryeve it me, 

If I speake aught ayenst your hertes rest, 

For tiuely I speake it for the best. 

‘‘ Making alway a protestatmn. 

That nowe these wordes which I shal say, 

Nis but to shews you my mocion, 

To find vnto our helpe the beste way. 

And take it no otheiwise I piaj--, 

For m effect, what so ye tne commaunff, 

That wol I done, for that is no demaund. 

“ Now herkenetli this, ye have wel undeistond* 
Mv going giannted is by parlinient, 

So ferforth that it may not ben wAhstond, 

For al this world, as by my judgement: 

And sithe there heipeth none avisement. 

To letten it, lette it i>asse cut of mind. 

And let vs shape a better v ay to find. 

“ The sothe is, the twmumg of vs twaiue, 

Wol vs disease, and cruelly ano.c : 

But him behoveth sometime have apainc. 
That serveth love, if that he woll have joier 
And sith I shall no faither out of Troie 
i Than 1 may ride aye a on halfe a moiow, 

I It ought lasse cansen vs for to soiow- 
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“ So as I shal nat so ben bid in mew, 

That day by day, mine owne herte dere, 

Sens' well ye wote that it is now a trew, 

Ye shal ful wel al mine estate here : 

And er that truce is done, I shal ben here. 

Than have ye bothe Antenor iwonne, 

And me also, bethe glad now if ye conne. 

** And thinke right thus, Creseide is now agon, 
But what, she shal come hastely ayen, 

And whan alas ? by God, lo right anon 
Er dales ten, this dare I safely saine, 

And than at erste, shal we be so fame, 

So as we shal togitbers ever dwell, 

That all this world ne might our blisse tell. 

** I see that oft time, there as we ben now 
That for the best, our counsaile for to hide, 

Ye speke nat with me, nor I with you 
In fonrtenight, ne see you go ne ride : 

May ye nat ten daies than abide, 

Tor mine honour, in such aventure ? 

Iwis ye mowe, or eles lite endure. 

" Ye know eke how that all my kin is here. 

But if that onely it my father be, 

And eke mine other thiuges al ifere. 

And namely my dere herte yc. 

Whom that I nolde leaven for to see, 

Tor all this world, as wide as it hath space. 

Or eles see I never Joves face. 

« Why trowe ye my father in this wise 
Coveiteth so to sec me, but for drede, 

JLest in this toune that folkes me dispise, 

Bicaose of him, for his vnhappy decle ^ 

What wote my father what life that I lede. 

For if he wist in Troze how well I fare. 

Us neded for my wending nat to care. 

Ye see, that every day eke more and more, 
Men treate of peace, and it supposed is. 

That men the quene Heleine shall restoie, 

And Grekes vs restore that is mis : 

Though there ne were comfort none but this. 

That men purposen peace on every side*, 

Ye may the better at ease of herte abide. 

For if that it be peace, mine herte deie. 

The nature of the peace mote nedes drive, 

That men must entrecomune ifcf e, 

And to and fro eke ride and gone as blive, 

Al day as thicke as been flien fiom an hive. 

And every wight haue liberty to blevc, 

Where as him list, the bet withouten leve. 

" And tho so be that peace there may bene none, 
Yet hither, though ther never peace ne viere, 

I must come, for winder should 1 gone, 

Or how mischaunce should I dwell there 
Among tho men of armes ever in fere. 

For which, as wisely God my soule rede^ 

X can nat sene wherof ye should drede. 

“ Have here another way, if it so be 
That all this thing ne may you not suffice. 

My father, as he knowen well parde, ' 

Is olde, and eke full of covetise, , 

And I right now have founden al the gise, 
Withouten nette, wherwith I shal him hent. 

And herkeneth now, if that ye woll assent* 


Lo Troll us, men saine, that ful hard it is 
The wo'fe ful, and the wedder hole to have, 

This IS to same, that men full oft iwis, 

Mote spenden paite, the remnant for to save: 

For aie with gold, men may the herte grave, 

Of him that set is vpon covetise, 

And how I meane, I shal it you devise. 

The moveable, which that I have in this toan. 
Unto my father shall I take, and say, 

That right for trust, and for salvatioun, 

It sent IS fiom a frende of his or tway. 

The tthiche frendes fervently him pray. 

To sende after more and that in hie, 

While that this toun stant thus injeopardie. 

And that shall be of gold an huge quantite. 

Thus shal I sam, but lest folke it aspide, 

This may be sent by no wight but by me : 

I shal eke shewen him, if peace betide. 

What frendes that J have on every side, 

Toward the court, to don the wratbe pace, 

Of Priamus, and do him stonde m grace. 

“ So what for o thing and for other, swete^ 

I shall him so euchaunteu with my sawes, 

ThaA light in Heven his soule is, shal he mete. 

For all Apollo, or his clerkes lawes, 

Or calculmg, availeth not three hawes: 

Desire of gold shall so his soule blend, 

That as me list, I shall well make an end. 

And if he would aught by his sorte it preve. 

If that I lie, in certaine t shall fond 
To disturben him, and pliicke him by the sieve, 
Making bis sorte and bearen him on bond. 

He hath nat well the goddes vndeistond, 

For goddes speke in amphibologies, 

And for o sothe, they tellen twenty lies; 

“ Eke drede fond first goddes, I suppose, 

Thus shall I same, and that his coward herte, 

Made him amis the goddes text to glose, 

Whan he for ferde out of Delphos stert ; 

And but I make him sone to convert, 

And done my rede, within a day or twey, 

I wol to you oblige me to dey.** 

And truely, as written wel I find, 

That al this thing was said of good entent. 

And that her herte trewe was and kind 
Towardes him, and spake right as she ment, 

And that she starfe for wo nigh whan she went. 
And was in purpose ever to be trewe, 

Thus wTjtcn they that of her werkes knew. 

This Troilus, with herte and eeres spiad, 

Heide all this thing devised to and fro, 

And venly it seemed that he had 
The selvc witle, but yet to let her go 
His heite misyave him cvermo, 

But finally he gan Ins herte wrest, 

To trusten her, and toke it for the best. 

For which the great fury of his pcnauuce, 

Was quemt with hope, and therewith hem betwener 
Began for joye the amorous daunco. 

And as the birdes, whan the Sunue sheue, 

Deliten m hir songe, in leves greene, 

Right so the wordes, that they spake ifere, 

Dcliten hem, and made hir hertes chere. 



TROILUS AND 

But Bathelcsse, the wending of Creseide, 

For all this world may nat out of his mind, 

For which full oft he pitously her prelde. 

That of her heste he might her trewe find : 

And said her, “ Certes if ye be kind, 

And but ye come at daie set, in Tro'e, 

Ne shal I never have heale, hunoi, ne joie. 

For al so sothe as Sunne vprist to raorow, 
And God so wisely thou me woful wretch 
To reste bring, out of this cruel sorow, 

I wol my selven slee, if that ye dretch : 

But of my death though little be to retch, 

Yet er that ye me causen so to smart, 

, Dwel rather here, my owne swete herte. 

For truely mine owne lady dere, 

The sleightes yet, that 1 have heid you stere, 
Ful shapely ben to fallen all ifere, 

For thus men saith, that one thinketh the here. 
But al another thinketh the ledere. 

Your sire is wise, and said is out of drede, 

Men may the wise out renne, and not out rede- 

** It IS full harde to halten vnespied 
Before a crepil, for he can the craft. 

Your father is m sleight as Aigus eied, 

For al be it that his movable is him biraft, 

His olde sleight is yet so with him laft. 

Ye shal nat blende him for your womanhede 
He faine aright, and that is all my drede. 

“ I not if peace shal evermo betide. 

But peace or no, for emest ne for game, 

1 wote sith Galcas on the Grekes side 
Hath ones ben, and lost so fouie his name, 

Ne daie no more come here ayen for shame, 
For which that we, for ought I can espie. 

To trusten on, nis but a fantasie. 

Ye shal eke seen your father shall you glose. 
To hen a wife, and as he can well prech. 

He shal some Greke so preise and wel alose. 
That ravishen he shal you with his spech : 
iOr do you done by force, as he shall tech. 

And Troilus on whom ye nil have routh, 

Bhall causelesse so sterwen m his trouth. 

“ And over al this your father shall dispise 
Us al, and same this cite is but lome, 

And that thassege never shall arise. 

For why ? the Grekes have it al sworae, 

Till we ben slaine, and doune our walles tome. 
And thus he shall you with his wordes fere, 
That am drede I, that ye wol bleven there. 

Ye shall eke sene so many a lusty knight, 
Among the Grekes ful of worthinesse, 

And ech of hem, with herte, wit and might 
To pleasen you, done al his busmesse, 

That ye shall dullen of the mdenesse 
Of sely Troians, but if routhe 
Bemorde you, or vertue of your trouthe. 

“ And, this to me so grevouse is to thinke. 
That fro my brest it wol my scale rende, 

Ne dredelesse, in me there may nat sinke 
O good opinion, if that ye wende, 

For why ? your fathers sleight well vs shende. 
And if ye gone, as I have tolde you yore, 

So thinke I nam but deed, withonten more, 
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For which with humble, true and pitous herte 
A thousand times mercy I you pray. 

So reweth on mine aspre paines smart, 

And doth somwhat, as that 1 shall you say : 

And let vs steale away betwixt va tway. 

And thinke that foly is, whan a man may chese 
For accident, his substaunce for to lese. 

“ I meane thus, that sens we mowe or day 
Wel steale av.ay. and ben togither so, 

WTiat wit were it to putten in assay, 

(In case ye shoulden to your father go) 

If that ye mighten come ayen or no: 

Thus meane 1, that were a great follie 
To put that sikernes&e m jeepardie. 

“ And vulgarly to speken of substaunce, 

Of tieasour may we both with vs lede, 

Ynough to live m honour and pleasaunce. 

Til vnto time that we shall ben dede. 

And thus we may eschewen all this drede^ 

For every other waie ye can record. 

Mine heite iwis may therewith nat aoord. 

“ And bardely ne dredeth no poverte. 

For I have km and frendes eles where, 

That though we comen in our bare sherte. 

Us should never lacke golde ne geere. 

But ben honoured while we dwelten therc^ 

And go we anone, for as m mine entent. 

This is the best, if that ye well assent.” 

Creseide with a sigh, right in this wise 
Answerde, “ Iwis, my dere herte trew. 

We may well steale away, as ye devise, 

And finden such vnthrifty waies new : 

But afterward full sore it woll vs rew. 

And helpe me God so at my most nede, 

As causelesse ye sufiren al this drede* 

“ For tbilke day that I for cherishing. 

Or drede of father, or for any other wight. 

Or for estate, delite, or for wedding, 

Be false to you, my Troilus, my knight, 

Satumus doughter Juno, through her might, 

As wood as Achamante do me dwell 
Eternally with Stix in the pit of Hell. 

And th’S on every god celestiall 
I swere it you and eke on eche goddesse. 

On every nimphe, and deite infemall. 

On satiry and fauny more and lesse. 

That halve goddes ben of wilderness^ 

And Attropos my threde of life to br^ 

If 1 be false^ now trowe me if you lest. 

And thou Simois, that, as an arowe, dere 
Through Troy rennest, aie dounward to the sec. 
Be witnesse of this word, that saied is here, 

That tbilke day that I vntrewe be 
To Troilus, mine owne herte fre, 

That thou return backwardte to thy well. 

And I "With body and soule sinke to Hell. 

« But that ye speake away thus fr>r to go, 

And letten all your frendes, God forbede^ 

For any woman that ye shoulden so. 

And namely, sens Troy hath now such ned^ 

Of hdpe, and eke of o thing taketh hede, 

If this were wist, my life lay in ballaunce. 

And your ho^or, God shild vs fro naischauncc. 
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“ And if so be thal peace heieafter be take, Bat ccitea. I am not sO nice a vight, 

A=i all dav liappetU after angie game, That I ne can imaginea a way 

Why lord the sorow and wo ve w’olden make, To come ayen that day that I have bight, 

That ye ne durst come ayen for shame, Foi who may holden a thing that woll away, 

And ere that ve leopaxden so your name, My fathei naught, for all his queint play, 

Beth nat too hasty in this hotte fare. And by my thntt, my wending out of Troy 

For hasty man n© wanteth never care* Another day sbaSl touirie us all to joy. 


What trowe ye the people eke all about 
Would of it say ^ it is full light lo arede, 
n’hey wonlden say, and swere it out of dout, 
That love ne drave you nat to done this dede 
But lust voluptuous, and coward drede. 

Thus were all lost iwis, mine herte dere 
Your honour, whiche that now shmeth clere. 

And also thinketb on mine honest©, 

That floureth yet, how foul 1 should jt shend. 
And with what filth it spotted shulde be^ 

If in this forme I should with you wend, 

Ne though I lived unto the worldes end, 

My name should I never ayenward win, 

Thus were I lost, and that were routh and sin. 

And forthy, slee with reason all this hete, 
Men sam, the suffraunt overcommeth parde, 
Eke whoso woll have lefe, he lefe mote lete, 
Thus maketh vertue of necessite 
!By patience, and thinke that lord is he 
Of fortune aye, that naught woll of her retch, 
And she ne daunteih no lyight but a wretch. 

And trustetb this, that certes, herte swete. 
Or Phebus suster, Luema the shene, 

The Lion passe out of this Ante, 

I woll been here, withoutcn any wene, 

I raeane, as helpe me Juno, Heavens queue. 
The tenth day, but f that death me assailc, 

I woll you seene, withouten any faile.’’ 

And now so this be sooth (quod IVoiIus) 
“ I shall well suffer unto the tenth day, 

Sens that I see that nede it mote ben thus, 
But tor the love of God, if be it may, 

So let us stealen prively away . 

For ever in one, as for to live in rest, 

Mine heite saleth that it woll be the best.” 

0 meicy God, what life is this (quod she) 
“• Alah, ye slea me thus to?: v ery tene, 

I see well now that ye mistrusten me, 

,For by your wordes it is well isene : 

Now for the love of Scmthia the shene, 
Mistmst me nat thus causelesse foi routh, 
Sens to be tiue I have you plight my tiouth. 

“ And thinketh well, that sometime it is wdt 
To spend a time, a time for to wm, 

Ne parde loine am I nat fro you yet, 

^'hough that we ben a day or two atwin : 
Dnve out tho fantasies you within, 

And tmstetb me, and leaveth eke your soiow. 
Or here my trouth, I woJ nat live til moiow. 

For if ye wist how sore it doth me smart, 
y e would cessc of this, for God thou west 
The pure spirit weepeth m mine herte 
To seen you weepen, which that I love most, 
And that 1 iqote gone unto the Greekes host, 
Ye, uere it that I wist a remedy 
To com ayen, right here I wolde dy, 


Foi thy, with all mine herte I you beseke, 

If that you list done aught for my pi ay ere, 

And for the love which that I love you eke, 

That ere I departe fro you here, 

That of so good a comfort and a cheie 
I may you seen, that ye may bring at rest 
My herte, whiche is at point to brest. 

And over all this I piay you,” (quod she tho) 

“ My owne hertes soothfast suffisaunce, 

Sith I am thine all hole withouten mo, 

That while that I am absent, no pleasaunce 
Of other, do me fro your lemembi amice: 

For f am ever agast, for why ? men rede^ 

That love is thing aye full of busie drede. 

For in this woild there hveth lady none. 

If that ye were vntrue, as God defend. 

That so heti ayed were, or wo begon, 

As I, that all tronthe in you entend : 

And doubtlesse, if that iche other wend, 

I nere but dead, and ere ye cause find, 

For Goddes love, so beth ye nat unkind.” 

To this answered Troilus and seide. 

Now God to whom there ms no cause iwrie, 

Me glad, as wis I never unto Creseide, 

Siih thilke day T saw her 6rst with eye, 
false, ne never shall till that I die, 

At short wordes, well ye may me leue, 

I can no more, it shall be found at pieuc.” 

Graunt mercy, good herte mine, iwis” (quod she) 
And bhfaful Uemis let me never sterve, 

Fr I may stonde of pleasaunce in degi'e, 

To quite him well, that so well can deserve : 

And while that God my wit will me conserve 
I shall so done, sotiue I have you found. 

That ate honour to meward shall rebouni 

“ For irusteth well, that your estate royall, 

Ne vain delite, nor onely worthinesse 
Of you m wene or tuinay maiciall, 

Ne pompe, an ay, nobley, or eke ricbesse : 

Ne piade me to lue on your distresse, 

But muial vertue, grounded upon trouth. 

That was the cause I first had on you routh. 

" Eke gentle herte, and manhood that ye had, 
And that ye had (as me thought) m dispit©' 

Every thing that sowned in to bad, 

As Tudenesse, and peoplish appetite 
And that jmur reason biidled your delite, 

This made aboven every creature. 

That I was yours, and shall while I may dure. 

And this may length of yeres nat fordoe, 

Ne remiiablest fortune deface, 

But lupiter, that of his might may doe 
The sorowfull to be glad, so yeve vs grace, 

El nightes tenne to meten m this place. 

So that it may your herte and mine suffise. 

And fayeth now well, fpr time is that ye rise,*^ , 
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An^ after that they long yplamed had, 

And oft ikist, and btnite in armes fold. 

The day gaii rise, and Tioilus him clad. 

And rufully bis lady gan bahold : 

As he that felt deathes cares cold, 

And to her grace he gan him rccommaund. 
Where he was w'o, this hold I no demaund. 

For mannes hedde imaginen ne can, 

Ne enteudement consider, ne tongue tell 
The cruell paiues of this sorowfull man. 

That passen every torment doune m Hell : 

For whan he bawe that she ne might dwell. 
Which that his soule out of his herte rent, 
Withouten more, out of the chamber he went. 
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Aprochen gan the fatall destine, 

That Joves hath in disposicioun, 

And to you angry Parcas snstren thre, 
Committeth to done execucioun. 

For which Creseide must out of ihe toun. 

And Tioilus shall dwell forth in pine, 

Till Lachesis his threde no longer twine. 

The golden tr<‘ssed Phebus high on loft, 

Thrise had all with his beames clere 
The snowes molte, and Zephiius as oft 
ibi ought ayen the tender leaves grene : 

Sens that the sonne of Eccuba the quene 
Began to love her first, for whom his sorrow 
Was all, that she departe should a inorow. 

Full redy was at prime D omede, 

-Creseide vnto the Grekes hoste to lede, 

For sorow of which, she felt her herte blede, 

As she that niste what was best to rede : 

And truely, as men in bokes rede, 

Men wiste never woman have the care, 

Ne was so iothe out of a toune to fare. 

This Troilus withouten rede or loie, 

As man that hath his joies eke foilore, 

Was waiting on his lady evei more, 

As she that was sotjifast cioppe and more, 

Of all bis lust or joyes here tofore : 

But Troilus, now farwell all thy joie. 

For Shalt thou never seen her eft in Troie. 

Both is, that while he bode in this manere, 

He gan his wo full manly for to hide, 

Tl\at well vnneth it seen was in his chere, 

But at the yate there she should out iide. 

With certain folke he boved her to abide, 

So wo bigon, all would he not him plain. 

That on his hoise vnneth he sate for pain. 

For ire he quoke, so gan his herte gnaw. 

Whan Diomede on horse gan him dight. 

And sayd vnto himselfe this like saw, 

“ Alas,’^ (quod be) ‘‘ thus foule a wretchednesse 
Why suffre lit ? Why mil I it redresse ? 

Were it nat bet at ones for to die, 

Than evermore in langojir thus to crie ? 


“ Why mil I make at ones lich and poore, 

To have inough to done er that she go ^ 

Why ndl I bnng all Troie vpon a roore ? 

Why mil I slaen this Diomede also ? 

Why mil I rather with a man or two, 

Steale her away ? Why woll I th.s endure ^ 
Why mil 1 helpen to mine owns cure 

But why he nolde done so fell a deede. 

That shall I sain, and why him list it spare. 

He had in herte alway a maner drede. 

Lest that Creseide, m rumour of th»s fare, 
Should have ben sla.n, lo this was al his care. 
And eles certain, as I sayed yore. 

He had it done withouten wordes more. 

Creseide whan she redy was to ride. 

Full sorowfully she sighed, and sayd “ Alas,’’ 
Bat forth she mote, for aught that may betide, 
And foith she rideth full sorow fully apaas : 
Theie is no other remedy in this caas : 

Whit wonder is, though that her sore smart 
Whan she forgoeth her owne swete herte ? 

This Troilus in gise of curtesie, 

With hauke on bond, and with an huge rout 
Of kn ghtes, rode and did her compame. 

Passing all the valey ferre without. 

And feither would have ridden out of doubt. 

Full faine, and wo was him to gone so sone, 

But toume he must, and it was eke to done. 

And right with that w^as Antenor icome. 

Out of tlie Grekes hoste, and every wight 
Wes of him glad, and sayd he was welcome, 
And Troilus, al nere his herte light. 

He pained him, with all his full might 
Him to with hold of weping at least. 

And Antenor he kist, and made feast. 

And therewithal he must his leave take. 

And cast his iye upon her pitously, 

And nere he his cause for to make, 

To take her by the honde al soberly: 

And Lorde so she gau wepen tenderly. 

And he full soft and slighly gan her seie, 

“ Now hold your day, and doe me nut to deic.*' 

Wuh that his courser toumed he about. 

With face pale, and vnto Diomede 
No worde he spake, ne none of all his rout. 

Of which the sonne of Tideus toke hede, 

As he that kouthe more than the crede. 

In soche a craft, and by the ram her bent. 

And Troilus to Troie homewardes went. 

This Diomede, that lad her by the bridell. 
Whan that be saw the folke of Troy away. 
Thought, “ All my labor shall not been on idell. 
If that 1 may, for somewhat shall I say : 

For at the wprst, it short maie our way, 

I have heard say eke, times twise twelve. 

He IS a foole that woll foryete him selve.*' 

But nathelesse, this thought he well inough 
That “ certainly I am about naught. 

If that I speake of love, or make it to tonghj:. 
For doubtlesse, if she have in her thought. 

Him that I gesse, he may not been ibrought 
So sone away, but I shall find a meane, 

That she nat yet wete shalj what 1 
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This Diomede, as he that could his good, 

Whan this \ias done, gan fallen foith in spech 
Of this and that, and aske why she stood 
In soch disease, and gan her eke besech 
That if that he encreasen might or ech 
With any thing her ease, that she should 
Commaunde it hiiHy and said he done it would. 

For truely be swore her as a knight, 

That ther nas thing, with which he might her plese 
That he nolde done his pain, and al hiS might 
To done it, for to done, her herte an ease : 

And prayed her she would her sorrow appease, 
And savd, Iwis we Greekes can have joy 
To honouren you, as well as folke of Troy.*’ 

He said eke thus, I wot you thmketh strange. 

No wonder is, foi it is to you new, 

Tha .quamtance of these Trojans to change 
For folke of Grece, that ye never knew : 

But would never God, but if as true, 

A Greeke ye should t mong us all find, 

As any Tiojan is, and eke as kind. 

** And bicause I swore you right now. 

To ben your frende, and helply to my might, 

And for that more acquaintaunce eke of yon 
Have 1 had, than an other straunger wight : 

So fro this forth, I pray you day and n’ght, 
Commaundeth me, how sore that me smart^ 

To done all that may like unto your heite. 

* And that ye me wo’d, as your brother treat. 
And taketh not my frendship m dispite, 

And though your sorowes been for thinges gret. 
Not I nat why, but out of more respite, 

Mine herte hath for to amend it great delite. 

And if I may your harmes nat rediesse, 

J am light soiy for your heavmesse. 

** For though ye Trojans with us Greekes wroth 
Have many a day been, alway yet parde, 

0 god of love, in sothe we seiven bothe : 

And for the love of God my lady free. 

Whom so ye hate, as beth not wroth with me. 

For truely there can no wight you serve, 

That half so loth your wrathe would debcrve. 

“ And nere it that we been so nere the tent 
Of Calcas, which that seen us bothe may, 

1 would of this you tell all mine entent. 

But this ensealed till an other day : 

Yeve me your honde, I am and shall be aie, 

God helpe me so, while that my life may dure. 
Your owne, aboven every creature. 

Thus said I never er now to woman borne, 

For God mine herte as wisely glad so, 

1 loved never woman here befome, 

As paramours, ne never shall no mo : 

And for the love of God be not my fo, 

All can I not to you, my lady dere, 

Complain a right, for I am yet to leie. 

And wondreth nought, mine owne lady bright, 
Though that I speake of love to you thus blive. 
For I have heard or this of many a wight, 

Hath loved thing he never saw his live : 

Bke 1 am not of power for to strive 
Ayenst the god of love, but him obay 
I ^oU al,way, and mercy I you pray. 


“ Theie beeth so worthy fcnightes in this place, 
And ye so faire, that evenche of hem all 
Woll pain him to stonden in yom grace, 

But might to me so faire a grace fall 
That ye me for your servaunt would call, 

So lowly, ne so truely you serve, 

Nill none of hem, as I shall till I sterve.’* 

Creseide unto that purpose Iite answerde, 

As she that was w itb sorow oppressed so, 

That in efiect she naught his tales herde, 

But here and there, now here a word or two ; 

Her thought her sorow full herte brest a two, 

For whan she gan her father ferre espie, 

Well nigh doune of her hors she gan to sie. 

But nathclesse she thonketh Diomede* 

Of all his travaiie and his good chere. 

And that him list his frendship to her bede. 

And she accepteth it in good manere, 

And woll do fam that is him lefe and dere. 

And trusten him she would, and w'ell she might. 
As saied she, and from her hors she alight. 

Her father hath her in his armes nome. 

And twenty times he kist his doughter swete, 
And saied: ** 0 dere doughter mine, welcome,” 
She said eke, she was fain with him to mete : 
And stode forth muet, milde, and mansuettCj 
But here I leave her with her father dwell, 

And forth I woll of Tioilus you tell. 

To Troy is come this wofull Troilus, 

In sorow e aboven all sorowes smert. 

With felon loke, and face dispitous, 

Tho sodamly doune from his hors he stert, 

And through his paleis with swolne herte. 

To chamber be went, of nothing toke he hede 
Ne none to him dare speke o worde for drede. 

And theie his soiowes that he spared had. 

He yave an issue laige, and death he ende. 

And in his throwes, frenetike and mad 
He curseth Juno, Apollo, and eke Cupide, 

He curseth Bachus, Ceres, and Cipiide, 

His birth, himselfe, his fate, and eke nature. 
And save his ladie, every creature. 

To bed he goth, and weileth there and turneth. 
In fuiie, doeth he fxion m Hell, 

And in this wise he nigh till day sojoumeth. 

But tbo began his herte alite vnswell, 

Through teares, which that goniien vp to wel, 
And pitiously he cried upon Cieseide, 

And to him self right thus he spake and seide. 

Where is mine owne lady lefe and dere ? 
Where is her white biest, where is it, where ? 
Where been her armes, and her iyen dere 
That yesterday this time with me w'ere ? 

Now may T wepe alone many a teare, 

And graspe about I may, but m this place 
Save a pilew, 1 find naught to embrace. 

How shal I doen ? whan shal s]ie come againe 
I not alas, why let I her to go ? 

As would God I had as tho be slain : 

O herte mine Creseide, O swete fo, 

O lady mine, that I love and no mo, 
j To whom for ever more mine herte I vowe, 

I See bow I die, ye nill me not rescowe. 
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Who seeth you now, my right lodestme ^ 

Who sitteth right now in your presence ^ 

Who can comfoiten now your hertes werre ^ 

Now I am gon, whom yeve ye audience ^ 

Who speaketh for me right now in my absence ? 
AJas no wight, and that is all my care. 

For well wote I, as evill as I ye fare. 

“ How should 1 thus ten daies full endure. 

Whan I the firste night have all this tene? 

How shall she eke sorowfull creature, 

For tendemesse, how shall she this sustene, 

Soche wo for me > o pitous, pale, and grtne. 
Shall been your freshe womanly face, 

For langour, er ye toume vnto this place,” 

And whan he fill in any slombringes. 

Anon begin he shoulde for to gione, 

And dreamen of the dreadfuHest thinges 
That might been : as mete he were alone 
In p'ace horrible, making aie his mone. 

Or metep that he was emooges all 
His enemies, and in hir hondes fall. 

And therewithal! his bodie should start, 

And with the start all sodamly awake. 

And soche a tremour fele about his herte. 

That of the feare his bodie should quake: 

And therwithall he should a noise make. 

And seme as though he should fell depe, 

“prom high alofe, and than he would wepe, 

And rewen on himselfe so pitously, 

That wonder was to here his fautasie. 

An other time he should mightely 
Comfort himselfe, and sain >t was folie, 

So causelesse, soche drede for to dne. 

And eft begin his aspre sorowes new, 

That every man might on bis paines rew. 

Who could tell all, or fully discrive 

His wo, his plaint, his langour, and his pine ? 

Nat all the men that ban or been on live. 

Thou reader mayst thy self full well devine, 
That soche a wo my wit can not define, 

Unidell for to write it should I swinke, 

Whan that my wit is wene it to thmke. 

On Heaven yet the sterres weren seen 
Although full pale iwoxen was the Mone, 

And whiten gan the orisont shene. 

All eastward, as it was wont to done. 

And Phebus with his rosie carte sone, 

Gan after that to dresse him vp to fare. 

Whan Troilus hatli sent after Pandare. 

This Pandare, that of all the day befome 
Ne might him comen this Troilus to se, 

Although he on his hedde it had swome. 

For with the king Pnam alday was he, 

3o that it lay nat in his liberte. 

No where to gon, but on the morow he went 
To Troilus, whan that he for him sent. 

For in his herte he could well devme, 

That Troilus al night for sorow woke. 

And that he would tell him of his pme. 

This knew he well inough without boke : 
for which to chamber streight the way he take. 
And Troilus tho soberly he giette. 

And on the bedde full sone he gan him sette. 


9,Sl 

** My Pandarus,'" (quod Troilus) “ the sorow 
Which that I drie, I may not long endure, 

I trowe I shall not liven till to morow. 

For which I would alwaies on aventure 
To thee devisen of my sepoultnre 
The Torme, and of my mo\able thou dispoen 
Right as thee semeth best is for to doen. 

But of the fire and flambe funerall. 

In which my body brennen shall to glede. 

And of the feast and places palestiall. 

At my vigile, I pray thee fake good faede 
That that be well : and offei Mars my stede. 

My sword, mine helme . and leve brother dere, 
My shelde to Pallas yeve, that shineth ciere. 

“ The poudre in which min herte ibrend shal turn 
That pray I thee thou take, and it conserve 
In a ves^ell that men clepeth an \me 
Of gold, and to my lady that I serve, 

For love of whom thus pitously I stcrve. 

So yeve it her, and doe me this pleasaunce. 

To praien her to kepe it for a remembraunce. 

“ For well I fele by my rnafedie. 

And by my Jreames, now and and yore ago. 

All certainly, that I mote nedes die : 

The oule eke, which that hight Aseaphilo, 

Hath after me shright, all these nitihtes tvio. 

And god Mei curie, now of me wofull wretch 
The soule guide, and whan thee list it fetch.’* 

Pandare answerde and saied, “ Troilus, 

My dere frende, as I have told thee yore, 

That it is follie for to sorowen thus. 

And causelesse, for which I can no more : 

But who so well not trowen rede ne lore, 

I can not seen in him no remedie, 

But let him vvorchen with bis fantasie. 

But, Troilus, I pray thee tell me now. 

If that thou trowe er this that any wight, 

Hath loved paramours as well as thou. 

Ye, God wot, and fro many a worthy knight 
Hath his ladle gon a fourtenigbt. 

And he nat yet made balvendelethe fare. 

What nede is the to maken all this care ? 

“ Sens day by day thou maist thy selven sec 
That from his love, or eles from his wife 
A man mote twinnen of necessitie. 

Ye though he love her as his owne life : 

Yet mil he with himself thus maken strife. 

For well thou wost, my leve brother dere. 

That alway frendes may not been ifere. 

“ How done this foike, that seen hir loves wedded 
By frendes might, as it betideth full oft. 

And seen hem in hir spouses bedde ibedded^ 

God wote they take it wisely faire and soft : 

For why, good hope halt vp hir herte aloft, 

And for they can a time of sorow endure, 

As time heni hurteth, a time doth hem cure. 

" So shouldest thou endure, and letten slide 
The time, and fonde to been glad and light. 

Ten dayes ms not so long to abide. 

And sens she to comen thee bath behight. 

She mil her best breaken for no wight, 

. For drede thee not, that she nill finde way 
To come ayen, my life that durst I lay. 
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‘ Thy sweuenes eke, and all soch fantasie 
Drive out, aud let hem faien to mi&chaunce, 

Por they precede of tby melancolie, 

That doth thee fele in slepe all this penaunce : 

\ straw for all sweuenes signifiaunce, 

God helpe me so, I count hem not a bean, 

Theie wot no man aright what dremes mean. 

“ For puestes of the temple tellen this, 

That dreames been the reuelacions 
Of Goddes, and als well they tel iwis, 

That they been infernalles illusious 
And leches same, that of comp lections 
Proceden they of fast, or glotonie. 

Who wot m sethe thus what they signifie ? 

“ Eke other same, that through impressions, 

As if a wight hath fast a thing in mind, 

That thereof cometh soche avisions : 

And other sain, as they in bokes find, 

That after times of the yeie by kind, 

Men dreme, and that thefrect goth by the Mone, 
But leve no dieme, for it is nat to done- 

Wei worth of dreames aie these old wives, 

And triiW eke, auguiie of these foules, 

For feare of which, men wenen lese hii lives. 

As ravens qualm, or schnehing of these oules: 

To trowen on it, botbe false and foule is, 

Alas, alas, that so noble a creature 
As is a man, should drede such ordure. 

“ For which with al mine heite I thee beseche. 
Unto thy self, that all this thou foryeve, 

And rise now vp, withouten more speche, 

And let vs cast how forth may best be driven 
The time, and eke how freshly we may liven, 
Whau she cometh, the which shall be right sone, 
God helpe me so, the best is thus to done. 

“ Rise, let vs speake of lustie life in Ttoy 
That wp have lad, and forth the time dnve. 

And eke of time coming vs rejoy. 

That brmgen shall our blisse now to blive, 

And langour of these tw>sp daies five 
We shall therewitli so foryet or oppiesse. 

That well vnneih it done shall vs duresse, 

“ This toune is full of lordes al about, 

And truce lastcn all this meane while, 

Go we plaien vs in some lustie rout. 

To Sarpeden, not hennes but a mile, 

And thus thou shalt the time well beguile, 

And drive it forth into ihat blisfull morow, 

That thou her see, that cause is of thy soiow. 

Now rise, my dere brother Tioilus, 

For certes it non honour is to thee 
To wepe, and in thy bedde to rouken thus, 

For truely of o thing trust to me, 

If thou thus ligge, a day, two or three. 

The folke woU wene, that thou for cowardise, 

Thee fainest sick, and that thou darst not rise.” 

This Troilus answerde : “ O brother dere. 

This folke know that have isuffred pam, 

That though he wepe, and make soiowful chere 
That feeleth harme and smait in every vain, 

No wonder is ; and though I ever plain 
Or alway wepe, I am nothing to blame, 

Sens that I )aave lost the cause of all my game. 


“ But sens of fine force I mote arise, 

I shall anse, as sone as evei I may. 

And God, to whom mine herte I sacrifice, 

So send vs hastely the tenthe day : 

For was theie never foule so fame of May 
As I shall ben, whan that she cometh in Troie, 
That cause is of my tourment and my joie, 

“ But whider is thy rede,” (quod Troilus) 

“ 7'hat we may play vs best in all this toun 
“ By God my counsaile is,” (quod Pandarus) 

“ To nde and play vs with king Sarpedoun.” 
So long of this they speaken vp and doun. 

Till Troilus gan at the last assent 
To use, and forth to Sarpedon they went 

This Sarpedon, as he that honourable 
Was ever his live, and full of hie prowesse, 
With ail that might iserved been on table. 
That deintie was, all coste it gieat richesse. 

He fedde hem day by day, that such noblesse 
As saiden both the most and eke the least, 

Was never er that day wiste at any feast 

Nor in this world there is none iustiument, 
Delicious, through wmde, or touche on coide, 

As fen e as any w ight hath ever iwent, 

That tonge tell, or herte may recorde. 

But at that feast, it was well heard recoide : 

Ne of ladies eke so faire a companie, 

On daunce er tho, was never iseen with eye. 

But what availeth this to Tioilus, 

That for his soirow, nothing of it rought, 

But ever in one, as herte pitous, 

Full busily Creseide his lady sought: 

On her was ever al that his herte thought. 

Now this, now that, so fast imagining, 

That glad iwis can him no feasting. 

These ladies eke, that at this feast been, 

Sens that he saw his lady was away, 

It was his sorow upon hem for to spen, 

Or for to heare on instrpmentes play : 

Foi she that of his heite hath the kay, 

Was absent, lo this was his fantasie 
That no wight shulde maken melodie. 

Nor there nas houre in al the day or night, 
Whan he was ther as no man might him here, 
1’hat he ne sayd, “ O lovesome lady bright, 

How have ye faren sms that ye weie there ^ 
Welcome iwis mine owne lady dere. 

But welaway, all this nas but a mase. 

Fortune his hove entended bet to glase.” 

The letters eke, that she of olde time 
Had him isent, be would alone lede 
An hundred sith, atwixt noone and prime, 
Refiguring her shape, and her womanhede, 
Within his herte, and every worde and dede 
That passed was, and thus he drove to an end. 
The fouith day, and saifed he wol wend. 

And said Leve brother Pandarus, 

Intendest thou that we shall here bleve, 

Til Sarpedon woll forth conveyen us, 

Yet were it fairer that we toke our leve : 

For Goddes love, let us now sone at eve 
Our leave take, and homeward let us tame. 

For trewely I qill nat thus sojourne.” 
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l*an5are answerde, Be we comen hither 
To fetchen fire, and rennen home aa:ame ^ 

God helpe me so, I can nat tellen whither 
We might gone, if I shall sothly saine: 

There any wight is of us moie fame 
Than Sarpedon, and if we hence hie 
Thus sodainly, I hold itvilanie. 

Whan that we saiden we would bleve 
With him a weke, and now thus sodamly 
The fourth day to take of him our leve. 

He would wondren on it tiewly : 

Lei us holden forth our purpose fermely, 

And sens that ye behighten him to ab'de, 

Hold forward now, and after let us ride.” 

This Pandarus, with aU pine and wo 
Made him to dwell, and at the wekes end, 

Of Sarpedon they toke hir leave tho, 

And on hir way they speden hem to wend : 
(Quod Troll us) Now Lorde me grace send. 
That I may find at mine home comming, 
Creseide comen,” and therwith gan he sing. 

“ Ye haselwode,” thought this Pandare, 

And to himselfe ful softly he seide, 

“ God wotte refroiden may th's hotte fare, 

Er Ca’cas sende Troilus Creseide 
But nathelesse be yaped thus and seide, 

And swore iwis, bis heite him wel bebight. 

She wolde come as sone as ever she might. 

Whan they unto the paleis were yeomen, 

Of Troilus, they doun of horse alight, 

And to the chambre hir way have they nomen. 
And unto time that it gan to night, 

-They speken of Creseide the lady bright, 

And after this, whan hem bothe lest, 

They spede hem fro the supper unto rest 

.On morow as sone as day began to clere. 

This Troilus gan of his slepe to abreide, 

And to Pandarus, his own bi other dere, 

** For loue of God,” full pitously he seide : 

** As go we scene the paleis of Creseide, 

For sens we yet may have no more feest, 

So let us seme her paleis at the leest ” 

And theiewithall his meine for to blende, 

A cause he fonde in toune foi to go, 

And to Creseides house they gan wende, 

But Lorde this sely Troilus was wo, 

Him thought his sorowful heite brast atwo. 
For when he saw her doores sparred all. 

Well nigh for sorow adoun he gan to fall. 

Therwith whan he was ware, and gan behold 
How shet was every window of the place. 

As frost him thought bis Jierte gan to cold, 

For which with changed deedly pale face, 
Witbouten worde, he forth by gan to pace. 
And as God would, he gan so faste ride, 

That no wiglit of his countenance aspide. 

‘ Than said he thus ; ** O paleis desolate, 

O house of houses, whilom best ihight, 

P paleis empty and disconsolate, 

O thou lanterne, of which queint is the light, 
O paleis whilom day, that now art night, - 
Wel oughtest thou to fall, and I to die, 

Sens she i^ went, thet woqt w&s ns to gie. 


“ O paleiS whi*om cioune of houses all, 

Enlu rained with Sunne of all hi sse, 

O ring, of which the lubie is out fall, 

O cause of wo, that cause hast ben of blisse : 

Yet sens I may no bet, lam would I kisse 
Thv colde doores, durst I for this rout. 

And faiewel sbrme of which the saint is out,” 

Therwith he cast on Pandarus his eie. 

With changed face, and p’tousto behold. 

And whan he m«ght h<s time aright aspie, 

Aie as he rode, to Pandaius he told 
His new sorow, and eke h '< loyes old. 

So petously, and with ^o deed an hew. 

That every wight might on his soiow rcw% 

Fro thence-forth he ndeth vp and doune. 

And every thing came him to lemcmbiaunce. 

As he rode forth by the places ot the toune. 

In which he whilom had al’ his pleasaunce: 

“ Lo, yonder saw I mine ow ue iadv daunce. 

And m that temple w-ith her eien clere, 

Me caught first my right lady dere. 

And yonder have I herde full lustely 
My dere heite laugh, and yonder play 
Saw i her ones eke ful blisfolly, 

And yonder ones to me gan she say 
‘ Now good sweete love me well I pray,’ 

And yonde so goodly gan she me behold. 

That to the death mine herte is to her hold. 

“ And at the comer in the yonder house, 

Herde I mine alderlevest lady dere. 

So womanly, with voice melodiouse, 

S'Dgen so wel, so goodly and so clere, 

That in my soule yet me thinketh 1 here 
The blisful sowne, and in that yonder place 
i\Iy lady first me toke \nto her grace.” 

Than thought he thus, “ O blisful lord CupidejF 
Whan I the piocesse have in memory, 

How thou me hast weried on every side, 

Men might a booke make o^ it like a story : 
What nede is thee to seeke on me \ictory, 

Sens I am tbme, and holly at thy will. 

What joy hast thou thine owne folke to spill ^ 

“ Wel hast thou, lord, iwroke on me thme ire* 
Thou mighty god, and dredfal for to greve, 

Now mercy, loid, thou wost wel I desire 
Thy grace most, of all lustes leve, 

And live and die I wol m thy beleve, 

For which T ne aske in guerdon but a bone. 

That thou Creseide ayen me sende sone. 

‘‘ Distraine her herte as fast to retume. 

As thou doest mine to longen her to see. 

Than wole I wel that she nil nat sojoume : 

Now blisful lord, so cruel thou ne be 
Unto the blood of Troy, I praie thee, 

As Juno was vuto the blode Thebane, 

For which the folke of Thebes caught hir bane.” 

And after this he to the yates went, 

There as Creseide out rode, a full good paas, 
And vp and doun there made he many a went, 
And to him selfe ful oft he said, Alas, 

Fio hence rode my blisse and my solas. 

As would blisful God now for his joie, 

I might her sene ayen come to Troie. 
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And to the yonder hil I gan her guide, 

Alas, and there I toke of her my leve, 

And yonde I saw her to her father ride, 

For sorow of which mine herte shal to cleve : 
And hither home I come whan it was eve, 

And here I dwell, out cast fiom all joie, 

And shal, til I may sene hei eft in Troie.’* 

And of him selfe imagined he oft, 

To ben defaited, pale, and woxen lesse 
Than he was wont, and that men saiden soft, 
What may it be ^ who can the sothe gesse. 
Why Troilus hath al this heviuesse?” 

And al t ns nas but his melaacholie, 

That he had of him selfe such fantasie. 

Another time imagined he would, 

That every wight that went by the wey. 

Had of him routh, and that they same should, 

** 1 am right sory, Troilus wol dey:** 

And thus he diove a day yet forth or twey, 

As ye have heide, such life gan he lede. 

As he that stode betwixen hope and drede, 

For which him liked in his songes shewe 
Thencheson of his wo, as he best might, 

And made a songe, of wordes but a fewe, 
Somwhat his wofull herte for to light . 

And whan he was from every mannes sight. 
With softe voice, he of his lady dere, 

That absent was, gan sing as ye may here. 

0 sterre, of which I lost have all the light, 
With heite sore, wel ought I to bewaile. 

That ever derke in turment, night by night 
Toward my deth, with winde I stere and saile ; 
For which the tenth night, if that I fade, 

The guiding of thy bemes bright an houre, 

My ship and me Canbdes woU devoure.'* 

This song whan he thus songen had sone. 

He fel ayen into his sighes old, 

And cveiy night, as was he wont to done, 

He stode the bright Moone to behold : 

And al his sorow he to the Moone told, 

And said, “ Iwis whan thou art horned new, 

I shal be glad, if al the world be trew. 

1 saw thine homes old eke by that morow, 
Whan hence rode my right lady dere, 

That cause is of my turment and my sorow. 

For whiche, O bright Lucina the dere. 

For love of God ren fast about thy sphere, 

For whan thine homes newe ginnen spring, 

Than shall she come that may my blisse bring.’’ 

The day is more, and lenger every night 
Than they ben wont to be, him tliought tho, 
And that the Sunne went bis couise vnright, 

By lenger way than it was wont to go, 

And said, Iwis, I drede me evermo 
The Sunnes sonne Pheton be on live, 

And that his fathers cart amisse he drive/' 

Upon the walles last eke would he walke. 

And on the Greekes host he would see. 

And to himselfe right thus he would talke: 

“ Lo, yonder is mine owne lady free. 

Or else yonder, there the tents bee, 

And thence commeth this aire that is so soote, 
That in my soule 1 fele it doth me boote. 


" And hardily, this wind that more and more 
Thus stoundmeale encreaseth in my face, 

Is of my ladies deepe sighes sore, 

I preve it thus, for in none other space 
Of all this toinie, save only m this place, 

Feele I no wind, that souneth so like paine, 

It saith, “ Alas, why twined be we twaine/' 

This longe time he dnveth forth light thus. 

Till fully passed was the ninth e night. 

And aye beside him was this Pandarus, 

That busily did all his full might 
Him to comfort, and make his herte light, 

Yeving him hope alway the tenth morow, 

That she shal comen, and stinten all bis sorow. 

Upon that other side eke was Creseide 
With women few among the Grekes strong. 

For which full oft a day, Alas” she seide 
“ That 1 was borne, well may mine herte long 
After my death, for now live 1 too long 
Alas, and I ne may it not amend, , 

For now is woise tlian ever yet I wend. 

“ My father mil for nothing doe me grace 
To gone ayen, for aught I can him queme. 

And if so be that I my terme pace, 

My Troilus shall in his herte deme 
That I am false, and so it may well seme. 

Thus shall I have vnthonke on eveiy side, 

That I was borne so welaway the tide. 

And if that I me put in jeopardie, 

To steale away by mght, and it befall 
That 1 be caught, I shall be hold aspie, 

Oi else lo, this drede I most of all, 

If in the bonds of some wretch I fall, 

I nam but lost, all be mine herte trew : 

Now mightie God, thou on my sorow rew.** 

Full pale iwoxen was her blight face. 

Her Iimmes leane, as she that all the day 
Stode whan she durst, and loked on the plaqe 
There she was borne, and dwelt had aye. 

And all the night weeping alas she lay. 

And thus dispeired out of all cure 
She lad her life, this wofull creature. 

Pull oft a day she sighed eke for distresse. 

And m her selfe she went aye purtraying 
Of Troilus the great worthinesse, 

And all his goodly wordes recording, 

Sens first that clay her love began to spring, 

And thus she set her wofull herte afire. 

Through remembrance of that she gan desire. 

In all this world there nis so cruell herte. 

That her had heard cqmplainen in her sorow, 

That nold have wepten for her paines smart, 

So tenderly she wept, fjoth e\e and morow, 

Her needed no teares, for to borow, 

And this was yet the worst of all her p^ne, 

Ther was np wight, to whom she duiste plain. 

Full rewfully she looked vpon Troy, 

Beheld the toures high, and eke the hallis, 

“ Alas,” (qnod she) “ the pleasaunce and the joy, 
The which that now all turned into gall is, 

I Have I had ofte within yonder wallis. 

O Troilus, what doest thou now she seide, 

Lord, whether thou yet thinke vpon Creseide. 
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Alas that I ne had itrowed oa your lore, 

And went with you, as ye me redde ere this, 

Thau had I now not sighed halfe so sore : 

Who might have said, that I had done amis 
To steale away with such one as he is ? 

But all too late commeth the lectuarie, 

Whan men the corse vnto the graue carie. 

Too late is now to speke of that matere, 
Prudence, alas, one of thine eyen three 
Me lacked alway, ere that I came heie : 

For on time passed well remembred mee, 

And present time eke could 1 well see, 

But future time, ere 1 was in the snare, 

Could I not seene, that causeth now my care. 

But nathelesse, betide what betide, 

I shall to morow at night, by east or west, 

Out of this boast steale, on some side, 

And gone with Troilus, where as him lest, 

This purpose woll I hold, and this is the best, 

No force of wicked tongues ionglene, 

For ever on love have wretches had envie. 

For who so woll of every word take hede, 

Or rule hem by every wightes wit, 

Ne shall he never thriven out of drede. 

For that that some men blamen ever yet, 

Lo, other manner folke commenden it. 

And as for me, for all such vatiaunce, 

Felicitie clepe I my sufiisaunce. 

** For which, withouten any wordes mo, 

To Troy J woll, as for conclusioun.'^ 

But God Jt wote, ere fully moneths two. 

She was full ferre fro that ententioun. 

For bothe Troilus and Troie toun 
Shall knotlesse throughout her herte slide, 

For she woll take a purpose for to abide. 

This Diomede, of whom I you tell gan, 

Goth now wjthm himselfe aye arguing. 

With all the sleight and all that ever he can, 
How he may best with shortest tarymg, 

Into his nette Creseides herte bring, 

To this entent he couthe never fine. 

To fishen her, he laid out hooke and line. 

But nathelesse, well in his herte he thought, 
That she nas nat without a love iu Troy, 

For never sithen he her thence brought, 

Ne couth he seene her laugh, or maken joy, 

He nist how best her herte for tacoie, 

But for tassey, he said nought it ne greveth, 

For he that naught assaieth, naught atchevetb. 

Yet saied he to himselfe vpon a night, 

“ Now am I nat a foole, that wote well how 
Her wo. is, for love of another wight, 

And hereupon to gone assay her now, 

I may well wete, it nill nat ben my prow, 

For wise folke m bookes it expresse, 

Men shall nat wowe a wight m hevinesse. 

** But who so might winnen such a floure 
Fro him, for whom she mouineth night and day, 
He might saine he were a conqueiour: 

And right anone, as he that bold was aye. 
Thought in his herte, hap how hap may. 

All should I dye, I woll her herte seech, 

I shall no more lesen but my speech ” 


This D'omede, as bookes us declare, 

Was in his nedes prest and courageous, 

Witn steine voice, and mighty limmts square, 
Hardy, testife, strong, and chevalrous 
Of deedes like his father Tideus, 

And some men same he was of tonge large. 

And heire he was of Calcidony and Arge. 

Creseide meane was of her stature. 

Thereto of shape, of face, and eke of chere. 

There might ben no fairer creature. 

And ofte time this was her manere, 

To gone ittessed with her baires clere 
Downe by her colere, at her backe behind. 

Which with a thredt of gold she would bind. 

And save her browes joyneden ifere, 

There nas no lacke, in aught I can espien. 

Bat for to speaken of her eyen clere, 

Lo, tniely they written that her seien. 

That Paradis stood formed in her eien. 

And with her nche beauty evermore 
Strove love in her, aie which of hem was more. 

She sobre was, eke simple, and wise withail. 

The best morished eke that might bee. 

And goodly of her speech m generall. 

Charitable, estately, lusty, and free, 

Ne nevermore, ne lacked her pitee, 

Tender hearted, sliding of corage, 

But truely 1 cannat tell her age. 

And Troilus well woxen was in bight. 

And complete formed by proportioun, 

So well that kind it naught amenden might, 

Young, fresh, strong, and hardy as lioun, 

Trew as Steele, m ech conditioun. 

One of the best enteched creature, 

That IS or shall, while that the world may dure. 

And certainely, in story as it is fond. 

That Troilus was never unto no wight 
As m his time, in no degree second. 

In danng do that longeth to a knight. 

All might a giannt passeu him of might. 

His herte aye with the first and with the best^ 
Stood peregall to dare done what him lest. 

But for to tellen forth of Diomede, 

It fill, that after on the tenthe day. 

Sens that Creseide out of the city yede. 

This Diomede, as fiesh as braunch in May, 

Came to the tente there as Calcas lay. 

And famed him with Calcas have to done. 

But what he ment, I shall you tellen sone. 

Creseide at shorte wordes for to tell, 

Welcommed him, and downe him by her sctte. 
And he was ethe ynough to makeu dwell. 

And after this, withouten longe lette. 

The spices and the wine men forth hem fette, 

And forth they speke of this and that ifere, 

As fiiendes done, of which some shall ye here. 

He gan first fallen of the waire in speech 
Betv-ixen hem and the folke of Troy toun. 

And of tfaassiege he gan eke her beseech. 

To tellen him what was her opimoun; 

Fro that demaund he so discendeth doun, 

To asken her, if that her straw nge thought 
The Greekes gise, and weikes that they wrought * 
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And why hei fathei tati^th so lon^ 

To wedden her unto some woithy wtght •* 

Creseide that was in her paines strOiig, 

For love of Troilus her owne kmght, 

So ferforth as she cunning had oi migld, 
Answerde him tho, but as of his entent, 

It seemed nat she wiste what he merit. 

But nathelesse, this like Diomede 

Gan on b.m-selfe assure, and thus he seide: 

“ If I aright have taken on yon hedc, 

Methinketh thus, O lady mme Creseide, 

That sens I first bond on your bridle leide. 

Whan I out came of Troy by the monow, 

Ke might I never seene you but in soi row, 

I can nat saine what may the cause be, 

But if for love of some Trojan it were, 

The which right soie i^oiild a thmkeii me, 

That ye for any wght that dwelleth there, 
Shonlclen spill a quarter of a tere, 

Or pitously your seiven so begiJe, 

For tlredelesse it is nat worth the while. 

The folke of Troy, as who saith all and sotae, 
In prison ben, as ye your seiven see, 

Fro thence shall nat one on live come, 

For all the gold atwixen sunne and see, 

Trusteth well, and understondeth mee, 

There shall nat one to meicy gone on live, 

All were he lord of worldcs twise five. 

Such wrech on hem for fetching of Heleine 
There shall be take, ere that we hence wend, 
That Maunes, which that goddes ben of peuie, 
Shall ben agast that Grekes wol hem sheiid, 

And men shall clrede unto the woildes end 
From henceforth to ravishen any queene, 

So cruell shall our wieclie on hem be scene. 

** And but if Calcas lecle us with ambages, 

That is to same, with double wordes she, 

Such as men clepen a word with two visages. 

Ye shall well knowen that I nat ne lie, 

And all this thing right sene it with your eie. 

And that anon, ye mil nat trow how soone, 

Now taketh hede, for it is for to doone. 

“ What wene ye your wise father would 
Have yeven for you anone, 

If he ne wiste that th6 city should. 

Destroied ben ^ why nay so mote I gone, 

He knew full well there shall nat scapen one 
That Troian is, and for the greate fere 
'He durste nat that yc dwelt Icngei there. 

What woll ye more, O lovesome lady doie. 

Let Troy and Troians fio your heite passe, 

Dnve out that bitter hope, and make good chere. 
And clepe ayen the bcautie of your face, 

I’hat ye with salte teares so deface, 

For Troy is brought in such a ieopardle, 

That It to save is now no remedie. 

“ And thmketh well, ye shall in Grekes find 
A more perfite love, eie it be night, 

Than any 'IVoian is, and more kind, 

And bet to serven you w'oll done his mighi, 

And if ye vouchsafe my lady bright, 

I woU ben he, to serven you my selve, 

Ye lever than be lord of Gieces twelve,” 


And w.tli that word he gan to waxen recu. 

And in his speech a little while he quoke, 

And cast aside a little with his heed, 

And stint a while, and afterward he woke, 

And soberly on hei he thiew his loke. 

And said, “ I am, albeit to you no joy, 

As gentill a mail as any wight m Tioy. 

“ For if my father Tideus” (he seide) 

“ Hived had, I had been ere this, 

Of Calcidonie and Arge a king, Creseide, 

And so hope [ that I shall be iwis 

But he was slaine a’as, the more harme is, 

Unhappily at Thebes all to rathe, 

Poll mite, and many a man to scathe. 

“ But herte mine, sitbe that 1 am your man, 
And ben the first, of whom I seche grace, 

To serve you as heartely as I can, 

And ever shall, w’hile 1 to live have space, ’ 

So that, ere I depart out of this place, 

Ye woll me graunte, that I may to moiow 
At better laisei tell you of my sorow.” 

What shuld I tell his wordes that he seide ? 

He spake ynough for o day at the mest 
It preveth well he spake so, that Creseide 
Graunted on the morrow at his request 
For to speake with him at the least, 

So that he nolde speake of such matere, 

And thus she to him said, as ye mowe here. 

As she that had her herte on Tioilus 
So fast, that there may it none arace, 

And straungely she spake, and saied thus: 

“ O Diomede, I love that ilke place 
There was I borne, and Joves of thy giace 
Deliver it soone of all that doth it care, 

God for thy might so leve it well to fare. 

“ That Grekes wold hir wrath on Troie wreke 
If that they might, I know it well iwis, 

F»ut it shall naught befallen as ye speke,’ 

And God toforne, and farther over th's, 

I wote my father wise afid ready is, 

And that he me hath bought, as ye me told, 

So dere am I the more vnto him hold. 

Tliat Grekes ben of high conditioun, 

I wote eke well, but ccrtaine men shall find 
As worLhie folke within Troie toun, 

As oonnm?, as peifite, and as kinde, 

As ben bctwi.xte Oi cades and Iiide, 

And that ye cuulde well your lady sei ve 
I tiow eke well, her thonke for to deseive. 

Blit as to speake of lone, iwis” (she seide) 

“ I had a lord, to w'honi 1 w'edded was, 

His whose mine heite was all till he deidey 
A.nd other love, as hclpe me now Pallas, 

There in mine herte ms, ne never was, , 

And that ye ben of noble and high kinrede, 

I have well herde it telleu out of drede. 

“ And L‘'at doth me to have so great a wondei*, 
That ve woll scomen any woman so. 

Eke God v ote, love and 1 ben fer asonder, 

I am disposed bet, so mote I go; 

Unto my death plaine and make wo” 

What I shall after done, I can not say^ 

But li uely as yet me list nat play. 
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Mine heite is now in tribulatioun, 

And ye m armes busie day by day, 

Hereafter whan ye wonen have the toun, 
Paraventure than, so it happen may. 

That whan I see that T never ere sey, 

Than well I werke that I never ere wrought, 

This woid to you ynough suffisen ought. 

“ To morow eke wol I speken with you fame, 

So that ye touchen naught of this matere, 

And whan you list, ye may come here againe, 

And ere ye gone, thus much I say you here. 

As helpe me Pallas, with her haires clere. 

If that I should of any Greeke have routh. 

It shulde be your selven by my tiouth. 

I say nat therefore that I woll you lore, 

Ne say nat nay, but m conclusioun, 

I meane well by God that sit above:” 

And therewithal! she cast her eien doun. 

And gan to sigh, and said, “Troilus and Troy toun 
Yet bidde I God, in quiet and in rest 
I may you seene, or do mine herle brest” 

But m effect, and shortly for to say. 

This D'omede all freshly new againe 
Gan preasen on, and fast her mercy pray, 

And after this, the soothe for to same. 

Her gloue he toke, of which he was full faine, 

And finally, whan it was woxen eve. 

And all was well, he rose and tooke his leve. 

The bright Venus folowed and aie taught 
The way there brode Phebus douue alight. 

And Cithera her chare horse over raugbt. 

To whirle out of the Lion, if she might. 

And Signifer his candles sbeweth bnght, 

Whan tfiat Creseide vnto her bed went. 

Within her fathers faire bnght tent. 

■Retoummg in her sonic aye vp and doun 
The wordes of this snddaine Diomede, 

His great estate, and peril! of the toun. 

And that she was alone, aud had nede 
Of fnendes help, and thus began to biede 
The cause why, the soothe for to tell, 

She tooke^ fully puipose for to dwell. 

The morow came, and ghostly for to speke, 

This Diomede is come vnto Creseide, 

And shortly, least that ye my tale breke, 

So well he for himselfe spake and seide, 

That all her sighes sore doune he leide. 

And finally, the soothe for to saine. 

He refte her the great of all her paiue. 

And after this, the story telleth vs, 

That she him yave the faire bay stede, 

The which she ones wan of Troilus, 

And eke a brooch (and that was little nede) 

That Troilus was, she yave this Diomede, 

And oke the bet from sorow him to releve. 

She made him weare a pencell of her sieve. 

I find eke in stories elsewhere, 

Whan through the body hurt was Diomede 
Of Troilus, tho wept she many a tere, 

Whan that she saw his wide woundes biede, 

And that sbe tooke to kepeu him good hede. 

And for to healen him of his smart, 

Men sainej I not, that she yave bun her hertc. 


But truely the stone telleth vs. 

There made never woman more wo 
Than she, whan that she falsed Troilus, 

She said “ .A.las, for now is dene ago 
My name in trouth of love for evermo. 

For I have falsed one the genlillest 
That ever was, and one the worthiest, 

“ Alas, of me vnto the worldes end 
Shall neither ben iwritten or isong 
No goal worde, for these bokes woll me sliend : 
Irolled shall 1 been on many a tonar, 

Thioughout the world my bell shall be rong. 
And women most woll hate me of all, 

Mas, that such a caas me should fall. 

! “ They woll saine, in as much as in me is, 

! I have hem done dishonour welaway. 

All be I not the first that did amis, 

What helpeth that, to done my blame away. 
But sens I see there is no better way. 

And that too late is now for me to rue. 

To Diomede I woll algate be true. 

“ But, Tiiolufc, sens I no better may, 

And sens that thus departen ye and I, 

Yet pray I God so yeve you right good day. 

As for the gentillest knight truely 
That ever I saw, to serven faithfully, 

And best can aye his ladies honour kepe,” 

And with that woid she brast anon to wepp. 

And certes, you ne haten shall I never. 

And fnendes love, that shall ye have of me. 
And my good word, all should I liven ever, 

And truely I would nght some be, 

For to seene you m adversite. 

And giiiltlesse I wot well 1 you leave. 

And all shall passe, and thus take I my leave.' 

But truely how long it was bitwene, 

That she forsoke him for this Diomede, 

Theie is none authour telleth it I wene, 

Take every man now to his bookes hede, 

He shall no terme finden, out of drede, 

Foi thougn that he began to wow’e her soue, 

Ere he her uan, yet was there more to done. 

Nc me ne list this sillie woman chide 
Feither than the stone w'oil de\i*!!e, 

Her name alas is published so w ide, 

That foi her gilt it ought vnough suffise, 

And if I might excuse her m any wise. 

For she so sorrie was for her vntiouth, 

Iwis 1 would excuse her yet for routh. 

This Tioilus, as I before have told, 

Thus driveth forth, ns w el as he hath might. 
But ofte was his hertc hote and cold, 

And namely that like ninthe night. 

Which on the morrow she nad him behight 
To come a^’cu, God wote full little rest 
Had he that night, nothing to slepe him lest. 

T he Inuier ciowned Phebus, with his heat 
Gau in his course aic vpward as he went. 

To wai men of the east sea the waves wete, 
And Circcs doughter song, with fresh entent- 
Whan Troilus his Pandnre after sent, 

And on the walles ot the to« ne they pleide, 

To looke, if they can scene ought of Creseide, 
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Till it was noone, they stoodea for to s« 2 c 
Who that there came, arid every uianer wi^ht 
That came fio feire, they saiden it was shee, 

Till that they coulden knowen him arij^dit : 

Kow was his herte dull, now was it light, 

And thus beyaped stooden for to stare 
About naught, this Troilus and Pandare. 

To Pandarus thisTioilus tho seide 
“ For aught I wot, before noone sikerly. 

Into this tonne ne comech not here Creseide, 

She hath ynough to doen haidely 
To wmnen from her father, so trow I, 

Her olde father woll yet make her dine 
Ere that she go> God yeve his herte pine.” 

Pandaras answerd, It may well been ceitam 
And forthy let vs dine. I thee beseech. 

And after noone than maist thou come again:” 
And home they go, without more speech, 

And comen ayen, but long may they seech. 

Ere that they finde that they after gape. 

Fortune hem bothe thinketh for to yapc. 

(Guod Troilus) “ I see well now that she 
Is taried with her old father so, 

That ere she come, it woll nigh even be 
Come forth, 1 woU vnto the yate go, 

These porters ben vnkonning evermo. 

And I woll done hem holden vp the yate, 

As naught ne were, although she come laic,” 

The day goth fast, and after that came eve, 

And yet came nat to Troilus Creseide, 

He looketh forth by hedge, by tree, by greve. 
And ferre his head over the wall he leide. 

And at the last he toumed him, and seide, 

By God I wote her meaning now Pandare, 
Almost iwis all newe was my care. 

Now doubtlesse this lady can her good, 

I wote she commeth riding pnvely, 

I commend her wisedome by mine hood. 

She woll nat maken people nicely 

Gaure on her whan she commeth, but softely 

By night into ihe toune she thinketh ride. 

And, dere biother, thinke nat long to abide, 

“ We have naught else for to done iwis. 

And Pandams, now wilt thou trowen me. 

Have here my trouth, I see her, yond she is, 
Heave up thine eyen man, mayst thou nat see 
Pandare answerde, ** Nay, so mote I thee, 

Al wrong by God, what saist thou man, wher art. 
That I see yonde afaire, ms but a cart'’ 

“ Alas thou sayst right sooth,” (quod Troilus) 
But hardely it ig not all for nought. 

That m mine herte I now rejoyce thus, 

It is ayenst some good, 1 have a thought, 

Not I nat how, but sens that I was wrought, 

Ne felt I such a comfort dare I say, 

She Cometh to night, my life that durst I lay,” 

Pandarus answerde, It may be well incnigh,” 
And held with him of all that ever he saied. 

But m his herte he thought, and soft he lough. 
And to himselfe full soberly he saied, 

“ From hasell wood, there jolly Eobin plaied, 
Shall come all that thou abidest here. 

Ye, farwell all the snow of feme yere.’^ 


The wardein of the yates gan to call 
The folk, which that without the yates were, 
And bad hem dr ven in hir beastes all, 

Or all the night they must bleven there. 

And feire within the night, with many a tere. 
This Tioilus gan homeward for to ride. 

For well he seetb it helpeth nat to abide. 

But natbelesse, he gladded him in this, 

He thought he misacompted had his day. 

And saied, “ I undei stand have all am^s, 

For thilke night I last CresCide sey, 

She sayd, * I shall ben here, if that I may. 

Ere that the Moone, O dere herte swete. 

The Lion passe out of this Ariete.’ 

“ For which she may yet bold all her beliest,’^ 
And on the morrow unto the yate he went. 

And up and doune, by west and eke by east 
Upon the walle? made he many a went, 

But all for naught, his hope alway him blent. 
For which at night, m sofow and sighe sore. 

He went him home, withouten any more. 

This hope all cleane out of his herte fled, 

He ne hath whereon now lenger for to hong. 
But for the pame him thought his herte bled,' 
So were his throwes sharp, and wonder strong,* 
For whan he saw that she abode so long. 

He nist what he judgen of it might, 

Sens she hath broken that she him behight. 

The thirde, fourth, fifte, and sixt day 
After tho dayes tenne, of which I told, 
Betwixen hope and'drede his herte lay, 

Yet somewhat trusting on her hestes old, 

But whan he saw she nolde her terme hold. 

He can now scene none other remedie, 

But for to shape him soone for to’ die. 

Therwith the wicked spirit, God us blesse. 
Which that men clepen woode jealousie, 

Gan in him crepe, m all this hevmesse. 

For which because he would soone die. 

He ne eat ne dionke for his melancholic, 

And eke from every company he fled. 

This was the life that all this time he led« 

He so defaite was, that no manner man, 
XJnneth he might knowen there he went, 

Ho was he leane, and thereto pale and wan. 

And feeble, that he walketh by potent, 

And with his iie he thus himselfe shent: 

But who so asked him whereof him smait, 

He sayd, his harme was all about hiS herte. 

Piiam full oft, and eke his mother dere, 

His bretherne and h^s sustren gan him frain 
Why he so sorrowfull was in all his chere. 

And what thing was the cause of all his pain ? 
But all for naught, he nolde hiS cause plain, 
But sayd, he felt a grievous maladie 
About his herte, and faine be would die. 

So on a day he laid him down to slepe, 

And so befell, that in slepe him thought. 

That m a forrebt fast he walked to wepe 
For love of her that him these paines wrought. 
And up and doune as he that forrest sought, 
He met he saw a bore, with tuskes great, 

That slept ayenst the bright Sunnes heat- 



TROILUS AND CKESEIDE. LOOK V. 


And by this bore, fast in her armes fold 
31ay kissing aye his lady bright Creseide, 

For sorrow’ of which, whan he it gan behold. 

And for dispite, oat of his slepe he breide. 

And loude he cned on Pandams, and seide, 

“ O Pandarus, now know I crop and root, 

I nam but dead, theie nis none other boot. 

‘‘ My lady bright Creseide hath me betia ed. 

In whom I trusted most of any wight, 

She elsewhfc>'e hath now her herte apaied. 

The blisfull goddes, through hn greats might, 
Have in my dreame ishewed it full right, 

Thus in my dreame Creseide have I behold,** 

And all this thing to Pandarus he told. 

“ O my Creseide, alas, what subtelte ? 

What newe lust ^ what beauty ? what science ^ 
What wrath of juste cause have ye to me ? 

What guilt of me ^ what fell experience 
Hath me rafte alas thine advertence ? 

0 trust, O faith, O depe assuraunce, 

Who hath me raft Creseide, all my pleasaunce ? 

“ Alas, why let I you from hence go ? 

For which well nigh out of my wit I breide, 

Who shall now trow on any othes mo ? 

God wote I wend, O lady bright Creseide, 

That every word was gospel I that ye seide. 

But who may bet beguile, if him list, 

Thau he on whom men wenen best to tnst? 

“ What shall I done, my Pandarus, alas ? 

1 fele now so sharps a newe pame, 

Sens that there is no remedy in this caas, 

That bet were it I with mine hondes twaine 
My selven slow than alway thus to plaine. 

For throgh the death my wo shuld have an end. 
There every day with life my self I shend,” 

Pandare answerde and said, ‘*Alas the while 
That I was borne, have I nat saied er this. 

That dreames many a manner man beguile ^ 
And why ? For folke expounden hem amis : 

How darest thou saine that false thy lady is, 

For any dreame, nght for thine own drede, 

Let be this thoght, thou canst no dreames rede. 

** Peraventure there thou dremest ef this bore. 

It may so be that it may signifier 

Her father, which that old is and eke hore, 

Ayen the sunne lieth on point to die, 

And she for sorow ginneth wepe and cne, 

And kisseth him, there he lieth on the ground. 
Thus shuldest thou thy dreme aright expound.” 

How might I then doen*^ (quod Troilus) 

“ To know of this, yea were never so lite ?” 

Now sayst thou wisely” (quod this Pandarus) 
My rede is this, sens thou canst well endite. 
That hastily a letter thou her write. 

Through which thou sbalt well bringen about 
To know a sooth of that thou ait in douL 

“ And see now why : for this dare I well sain, 
That if so is, that she untrue be, 

I cannot trowen that she woll write again. 

And if she write, thou shalt full sone isee^ 

As whether she hath any hberte 
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To come ayen, or els in some clause 
If she he let, she woll assigne a cause. 

Thou hast not wnttea to her sens she went, 
Nor she to thee, and this I durst lay, 

Theie may such cause ben in her entent. 

That hardly thou wolt thy seivcn say. 

That her abode the be»t is for jou tvay : 

Now write her than, and thou shalt fele sone 
A sootii of all, there is no more to done.** 

Accorded beu to this con<-liisionn. 

And that anon, these like lords two, 

And hastely ssite Troilus adoun, 

And rolleth in his herte too and fro. 

How he may best desenven her his wo, 

And to Creseide his owne lady dere. 

He wrote right thus, and said as ye may here. 


THE copy OP THE LETTER. 

Right fresh flour, whose I have ben and shall, 
Withouten part of elsewhere servise. 

With herte, bodj , life, lust, thought, and all, 

I wofuU wight in every humble wise 
That tong can tell, or herte may devise, 

As oft as matter occupieth place. 

Me recommaund unto your noble grace. 

“ Liketh it you to weten, sweete herte. 

As ye well know, how long time agon 
That ye me left in aspre paines smart, 

Whan that ye went, of which yet bote non 
Have I non had, but ever wone bigon. 

Fro day to day am I, and so mote dwell. 

While it you list, of wele and wo my well. 

« For which to you, with dredefull herte trew, 

I write (as he that sorow driveth to write) 

My wo, that every houre encreaseth new. 
Complaining as I dare, or can endite. 

And that defaced is, that may ye wite. 

The teares, which that from mine eyen ram. 

That wulden speke, if that they durst, and plain. 

‘‘ You first beseech I, that your eyen clere 
To looke on this defouled ye nat hold : 

And over all this, that ye, my lady dere^ 

Woll vouchsafe this letter to behold. 

And by the cause eke of my cares cold. 

That slaeth my wit, if aught amis me start, 
Foryeve it me^ mine owne sweet herte, 

“ If any seruaunt durst or ought of right 
Upon his lady pitously complajne, 

Than -wene I that I ought be that wight, 
Considred this, that ye these moneths twain© 
Have taried, there ye sadden sooth to saine, 

But tenne daies ye nolde m hoste soiouine, 
Batin two moneths yet ye not retoumfc 

“ But for as much as me mote nedes like 
All that you list, I dare nat plaine more. 

But humbly, with sorowfiill sighessike. 

You right I mine vnrestie soiowes sore, 

Fro day to day, desiring evermore 
To knowen fuUy, if your will it were. 

How ye have fared and don while ye be there^ 

U 
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c( wiiose welfare aud hcale eke God cncreasc Tins Icttei fortii was sent vnto Creseide, 

Tn honour such, that upward in degree Of which h«r answeie m effect was this, 

It grow ah\ay, so that it never cease, Full pitously she wrote ayen, and seide, 

R'.cht as your hertc aye can, my lady free, That all so soone as she might iwis, 

Devise, I piay to God so mote it be, She would come, and amend all that was amis/ 

And grauiit it, that you soone vpon me lew. And finally, she wrote and saied than. 

As wisely as in all I am to you trew. She would come, ye, but she nist whan. 


And if you liketh knowen of the fare 
Of me, uho>se wo tber may no w»ght discriv^, 

1 can no more, but chest of every care, 

At writing of this letter I was on live. 

All redj' out my wofull ghost to drive, 

Winch I delay, and hold him yet in f.ond. 

Upon the sight of matter of yonr sond. 

“ Aline eycn two, in vaine with which I see. 

Of sorowfull teres salt arne woxen wellis, 

Aly song m plaint of mine adversde, 

Aly good in harm, mine ease eke wo\en Hell is, 
Aly joy m wo, I can sey now nought ell is, 

But toumed is, for whicn my life I wane, 

Cverj’ joy or ea’fee m his contrarie. 

“ Which with you coming home ayen to Troy 
Ye may redresse, and more a thousand sithe, 
Than ever I had encreasen in me joy. 

For was there never lieite yet so blithe 
To save his life, as I shall ben as swithe 
As I you see, and though no manner routh 
Gan meuen you, yet thmketh on your troutb. 

“ And if so be my g‘dt hath death deserved, 

Or if you list no more vpon me see, 

In guerdon yet of that I hav e you served, 
Beseech I you, mine owne lady free. 

That hereupon ye woniden write me 
For love of God, my right lodesterre, 

That death may make an end of al my werre. 

If other cause aught doth you for to dwell. 
That with your letter ye may me recomfort, 

For though to me your absence is an Hell, 

With patience I woll my wo comfort. 

And with your letter of hope I woll disport; 

Now wnteth, swete, and let me thus nat plaine, 
With hope or deathe delivereth me fro paine. 

Iwis, mine owne dere herte trew, 

I wote that whan ye next vpon me see, 

So lost have I mine heale and eke mine hew, 
Creseide shall not conne knowen me, 

Iwjs, mine hertes day, my lady free. 

So thurbteth aye mine herte to behold 
Your beautie, that vnneth my life I hold. 

I say no more, all have I for to sey 
To you well more than I tell may, 

But whether that ye do me live or dey. 

Yet pray I God so yeve you right good day, 
And fareth well, goodly faire fresh May, 

As ye that life or death me may commaund. 
And to your trouth aye I me recommaund- 

“ With heale such, that but ye yeveu me 
The same heale, I shall none heale have, 

In you lietli, w ban you list that it so be. 

The day m which me clothen shall my grave. 
And in you ray life, m yon might for to save 
Me fro disease of all my pames smart, 

And fare now well, mme owne sw eet herte. 

“ La voster T.” 


But in her letter made she such feasts, 

That wonder w'as, and swore she loved him best, 
Of w'hich he found but bottomlesse bifaests. 

} But Troilus thou mayst now east and west 
Pipe m an iuie leafe, if that thee lest* 

Thus goth the world, God shild vs fro miscbaunc< 
And every wight that meaneth trouth avaimce^ 

Encieasen gan the wo fio day to night 
Of Troilus, for tarying of Creseide, 

And lessen gan his hope and eke his m^ght. 

For which all doun he m his bedde him leide. 

He ne eat, dronke, ne slept, ne worde seide, 
Imagining aye that she was vnkind. 

For which wel nigh he west out of his mind. 

This dreme, of which I told have eke beforne. 
May never come out of Ins remembraunce, 

He thought aye well h&had his ladYlorne, 

And that loves, of his purveyaunce, 

Him shewed had in sleepe the signifiaunce 
Of her vntrouth, and his disaventure. 

And that the bore was shewed him in figure. 

For which he for Shilie his suster sent. 

That called was Cassaudre eke all about. 

And all his dreame he told her ere he stent. 

And her besought assoilen him the dout 
Of the strong bore, with tuskes stout, 

And finally, within a little stound, 

, Cassandre him gan thus his dreme expound. 

She gan first smile, and said, “ O brother dere. 

If thou a sooth of this desirest to know. 

Thou must a fewe of old stones here, 

1 o purpose how that fortune overthrow 
Hath lordes old, through which within a throw 
Thou shaJt this bore know, and of what kind 
He comen is, as men in bookesfind. 

“ Diane, which that wnroth was and in ire, 

For Greekes nolde done her sacrifice, 

Ne incens vpon her altar set on fire, 

She for that Greekes gon her so dispise, 

Wiake her in a wonder cruell wise, 

Foi with a bore as great as oxe in stall. 

She made v’p fiete her come and vines all- 

** To slea the bore was all the country raised, 
Emong whiche theie came this bore to se 
A maid, one of this woild the best ipiaised, 

And Meleagei, lord of that countre : 

He loved so this fresbe maiden fiee, 

That with his manhood, ere he would stent. 

This bore he slough, and her the hed he sent. 

‘‘ Of whiche, as old bookes tellen vs, 

Tliere rose a conteke and a great envie. 

And of this lord discended Tideus 
By line, or els old bookes he; 

But how this Meleager gau to die 
Ihrough his mother, woU I you not tell, 

For all too long it were for to dwell.’* 
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She told eke how Tideus, ere she stent. 

Unto the strong citie of Thebes 

(To claimen kingdome of the c»tie) went 

For his fellawe dan Polimites, 

Of which the brother dan Ethiocles 

Full wrongfully of Thebes held the strength. 

This told she by piocesse all by length. 

She told eke how Hemonides astart, 

Whan Tideus slough fiftie knightes stout. 

She told eke all the prophesies by herte, 

And how that se\en kinges with hir rout 
Besiegeden the citie all about. 

And of the holy serpent, and the well, 

And of the furies all she gan him tell* 

Associat profugus Tideus prime Polynicem, 

Tidea ligatum dooet insidiasque secundo, 

Tertius Hiermoniden camt, et vatem latitantem, 
Quartus habet reges meuntes pnelia septem, 
Lemniadum fun® qninto narrantur et anguis, 
Archemon bustum sexto ludiqne seguuntur. 

Dat Thebis vatem Graionim septimus umbus, 
Octavo cecidit Tideus^, spes, vita Pelasgum, 
’Hippomedon nono montur cum Parthenopeo, 
Fulmme percussus decimo Capeneus superatm, 
Undecimo penmunt sese per vulneia fiaties, 
Argivum flentem, narrat duodenus et ignenft 

Of Archinones burying, and the plaies, 

And how Amphiorar fill through the giound, 

How Tideus was slame, lord of Argeis, 

And how Hippomedon in a little stound 
Was dremt, and dead Parthenope of wound, 

And also how Campaneus the proud 
With thunder dint was slaine, that cried loud. 

She gan eke tell him how that either brother 

Ethiocles and Polinices also 

At a scarmishe eche of hem slouth other, 

And of Aigiues weeping and her mo, 

And how the toun was brent she told eke tho, 

And tno diScended doun from iestes old 
To Diomede, and thus she spake and told. 

** This ilke bore betokeneth Diomede, 

Tideus son, that doun descended is 

Fro Meleager, that made the bore to blede. 

And thy lady, where so she be iwis, 

This Diomede her herte hath, and she is his: 
Weep if thou wolt, or leave, for out of dout 
This Diomede is in, and thou art out.^' 

“ Thou sayst not sooth,” (quod he) thou sorceresse. 
With all thy false ghost of prophecie, 

Thou wenest been a great devineresse, 

Now seest thou nat this foole of fantasie, 

Painen her on ladies for to he. 

Away,” (quod he) there Joves yeve the soiw. 
That shait be fals peraventure yet to morow. 

As well thou mightest lien on good Alceste, 
That was of creatures (but men he) 

That ever weren, kindest, and the best. 

For whan her husboud was in ieopardie 
To die himselfe, but if she would die, 

She chese for him to die, and gon to Hell, 

And starfe anon, as us the bookes tell/’ 
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\ Cassandre goeth, and he with cruell herte 
^ Foryate his Tto, for anger of his speech, 

. And fro bedde all buddainly he start, 

! As though a hole li m had I made a leech, 

. And day by day he gan require and seech 
* A sooth of this, w th all h s full cure, 
j And thus he driveth forth his aventure. 

Fortune vhicli that pei mutation 
I Of all things hath, as it is her committed, 

, Through purvey aunce and disposition 
J Of high Jove, as reignes shall ben fl’tted 
j Fro folk to folk, or whan they shal ben smutted, 

1 Gan pull aw’ay the featheis brght of I'loy 
; Fro day to day till they ben bare of joy. 

Emoug all this, the fine of the ieoparJ'e 
Of Hector gan approchen wonder bhve, 

The fate would his soule should vnbodie, 

And shapen had a meane it out to drive, 

Ayenst which fate him helpeth not to stri\e, 

But on a day to fighten gan he wend. 

At which alas, he caught his lives end 

For which me thinketh every tnamier wight 
That hauntetli aimes, ought to bewaile 
The death of him that was so noble a knight ; 

For as he drough a king by thauentaile 
Unwaie of this, Achilles through the maile 
And through the bodie gan him for to nve. 

And thus the worthy knight was reft of live. 

For whom, as old bookes tellen us, 

Was made such wo, that tong it may nat tell, 

And namely, the sorow of Troilus, 

That next him was of worthinesse the well, 

And in this wo gan Troilus to dwell, 

That what for sorow, love, and for Unrest, 

Foil oft a day he bad his herte brest. 

But nathelesse, tho he gon him dnpaire. 

And drede aye that his lady was untrue. 

Yet aye on her his herte gan repaire. 

And as these lovers done, he sought aye new 
To get ayen Creseide bright of hew, 

And m his herte he went her excusing, 

That Calcas caused all her tarying. 

And oft time he was in purpose great, 

Himselven like a pilgrime to disguise. 

To scene her, but he may not counterfeat, 

To ben unknowen of folke that weren wise, 

Ne find excuse aright that may sufSse, 

If he among the Grekes knowen were. 

For which he wept full oft many a tere. 

To her he wrote yet oft time all new. 

Full pitously, he left it nat for slouth. 

Beseeching her, sens that he was true. 

That she wol come ayen, and hold her trouth. 

For w'hich Cieseide upon a day for routh, 

1 take it so, touching all this matere. 

Wrote him ayen, and said as ye may here. 

Cupides sonne, ensample of goodlihede, 

0 swerde of knighthood, sours of gentilnesse, 

How might a wight in turment and in drede. 

And bealelesse, you send as yet gladnesse, 

1 hertelesse, I sicke, I in distresse, 

Sens ye with me, nor I with you may deale, 

You neither send I herte may nor heale. 
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Your letters full the paper all iplamted, 
Conceit ed hath mine herte-s pite, 

I have eke seene with tcares all depainted. 

Your letter, and how that ye requ'uen me 
To come ayen, which yet ne may not be, 

But why, least that this lettei foonden were. 

No mention ne make I now for fere. 

** Gre\ous to me (Gkid wote) is your unrest, 
Your haat, and that the Goddes ordinaunoe 
It seemeth nat ye take it for the best. 

Nor other thing nis m your remcmbraunce. 

As thinketh me, but only your pleasaunce. 

But beth not wroth, and that I you 
For that I tary is all for wicked speec.'. 

For I have heard well more than I wend 
Touching us two, how thinges have ist^nd* 
Which I shall with diSMmuiing amend, 

And beth nat wioth, I have eke undei stood. 

How ye ne do but holden me m bond. 

But now no force, I can nat in you gesse. 

But all trouth ai^d ail geutilnesse, 

“ Come I woll, but yet in such disjoint 
I stond as now, that what yere or what day 
That this shall be, that can I nat appoint, 

But in effect I pray you as I may 

Of your good word, and of your friendship aye. 

For truly while that my life may dure, 

As for a friend ye may in me assure. 

Yet pray I you, no evill ye ne take 
That it IS short which that I to you write, 

1 dare nat there I am well letters make, 

Ne never yet ne could I well endite, 

Eke great effect, men write in place lite, 
Thentent is all, and nat the letters space, 

And fareth well, God have you in his grace. 

“ La vostre C.’’ 

This Troilus thought this letter all straunge 
Whan he it saw, and sorowfuUy he sight. 

Him thought it like a kalends of eschaunge. 

But finally he full ne trowen might. 

That she ne would him holden that she bight. 
For with ful evell will list him to leve, 

That lovetb well in such case, though him greve. 

But nathelesse, men saine that at the last. 

For any thing, men shall the soothe see, 

And such a case betide, aad that as fast. 

That Troilus w ell understood tliat she 
Nas nat so kind as that her ought to be, 

And finally, he wote now out of dout. 

That all is lost that he hath ben about. 

Stood on a day in his melancholy 
This Troilus, and in suspectioun 
Of her, for whom he w'end to dye, 

And so befell, that throughout Troie toim; 

As was the guise, iborne was up and down 
A manner cote annouie, as saith the stoiy, 
Befome OeipLebe, insigne of his victory. 

The whiche cote, as telleth Lollius, 

Beiphebe it hath rent fro Diomede 
The same day, and whan this Troilus 
Tt saw, he gau to taken of it liede, 

Avising of the length and of the brede, 

And all the weike, but as he gan behold, 

Full sodainly his heite gan tu cold. 


As he that on the coler found within 
A brooch, that he Cieseide yave at morow 
That she from Troy must nedes twin, 

In lemembraunce of him, and of his sorow, 

And she him laid ayen her faith to borow. 

To keepe it aye : but now full well he wist,- 
Hia lady nas no longer on to tnst. 

He goth him home, and gan full soone send 
For Pandaius, and all this newe chaunce. 

And of this broch, he told him word and end. 
Complaining of her hertes vanaunce. 

His longe love, his trouth, and his pennaUnce, 
And after Death, without words more. 

Full fast he cned, his rest him to restoie. 

Than spake he thus, “ O lady mine Creseide, 
"WTicre is your faith, and where is your behest 
Where .s your love, where is youi trouth” he sei^ 
Of Diomede have ye now all the fest ?' 

Alas, I would have trowed at the least. 

That sens ye nolde in tiouthe to me stond, 

That ye thus nolde have holden me m bond. 

\Vho shall now trowen on any othes mo ? 

Alas I never would have wend ere this, 

That ye, Creseide, could have chaunged so, 

Ne but I agill, and done amis ; 

So cruell wend 1 nat your herte iwis. 

To slea me thus, alas your name of trouth 
Is now fordone, and that is all my routh. 

Was there none other broche yon list lete. 

To feast with your new love,” (quod he) 

“ But thilke broche that I with teres wete 
You yave, as for a remembraunce of me > 

None other cause alas, ne had ye, 

But lor dispite, and eke for that ye ment 
All utterly to shewen your entent. 

“ Through which I see, that dene out of your mi 
Ye have me cast, and I ne can nor may 
For ail this world within mine herte find. 

To unloven you a quarter of a day : 

In cursed time I borne was, welaway. 

That you that done me all this wo endure, 

Yet love I best of any creature. 

** Now God” (quod he) “ me sende yet the grac 
That I may meten with this Diomede, 

And tiuely, if I have might and space, 

Yet shall I make I hope his sides blede: 

Now God” (quod he) “ that oughtest taken hede 
To forthren trouth, and wronges to punice. 

Why nilt thou don a vengeance of this vice. 

O Pandarus, that in dremes for to trist 
Me blamed hast, and wont art oft upbreide, 

Now mayst thou seen thy self, if that thee list, 
How trew is now thy nece, bright Creseide : 

In sundry formes (God it wotey' he seide, 

“ The gods shewen both joy and tene 
In slepe, and by my dreme it is now sene. 

And certainely, withoUten more speech, 

From henceforth, as ferforth as I may, 

Mine owne death in armes woli I seech, 

I retche nat how soone be the day. 

But truely Creseide, sweet Maie, 

Whom I have with all my might iserved, 

That ye thus done, I have it nat deserved.” 
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This Pandarus, that all these thinges herd, 
And wiste well he said a sooth of this, 

He nat a word ayen to him answerd, 

For sone of his fnends sorrow he is, 

And shame for his nece hath done amis. 

And stant astonied of these causes twey. 

As still as stone, o word ne could he sey. 

But at the last, thus he spake and seide. 

My brother dere, I may do thee no more. 
What should I same, I hate iwis Creseide, 
And God it wote, I well hate her evermore : 
And that thou me besonghtest done of yore. 
Having vnto mine honour ne my rest 
Right no regard, I did all that thee lest. 

“ If I did aught that might liken thee, 

It IS me lefe, and of this treason now, 

God wote that it a sorrow is to me. 

And dredelesse, for hertes ease of you, 

Right fame T would amend it, wist I how : 

And fro this world. Almighty God I pray 
Deliver her soone, I can no more say,” 

Great was the sorow and plaint of Troilus, 

But forth her course fortune aye gan hold, 
Creseide loveth the sonne of Tideus, 

And Troilus mote wepe in cares cold, 

Such IS this world, who so it can behold. 

In eche estate is little hertes rest, 

.God leve vs to take it for the best. 

Jn many cruell battaile out of drede, 

Of Troilus, this like noble knight, 

(As men may in these old bookes rede) 

Was seen his knighthood and his great might. 
And dredelesse his ire day and night 
Full cruelly the Grekes aye abought. 

And alway most this Diomede, he sought. 

And oft time (I finde) that they mette 
With bloody strokes, and with wordes great, 
Assaying how hit speares were whette. 

And God it wote, with many a cruell heat 
Gan Troilus vpon his helme to beat. 

But natbelesse, fortune it naught ne would 
Of others bond that either dien should. 

And if I bad itaken for to write 
The armes of this like worthy man, 

Than would I of his battailes endite. 

And for that I to wnten first began 

Of his love, I have said as I can 

His worthy deedes, who so list hem here, 

Rede Dares, he can tell hem all ifere. 

Beseeching every lady bright of hew, 

And every gentill woman, what she be. 

Albeit that Creseide was untrew, 

That for that gilt ye be nat wroth with me. 

Ye may her gilt in other bookes see. 

And gladder I would write, if you 
Penelopes trouth, and good Alceste- 

Ne say I nat this all onely for these men. 

But most for women that betraied be 
Throgh false folk, God yeve hem sorow, amen, 
Th^t vith hir great wit and subtilte 
Betraien you : and this meveth me 
To speake, and in effect you all I pray 
Beth ware pf men, and hearkeneth wHt I 
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? Go, little booke, go, my little tregedie, 

I There God my maker yet ere that I die, 

* So send me might to make some comedie : 

But little booke, make thou none envie. 

But subject ben vnto all poesie. 

And kisse the steps whereas thou seest pace 
Of Uergil, Ovid, Homer, Lucan, and Stace. 

And for there is so great diversite 
In English, and in writing of our tong, 

So pray I to God, that none miswrite thee, 

Ne the misse metre, for defaut of tong : 

And redde where so thou be, or eles song, 

That thou be vnderstond, God I beseech. 

But yet to purpose of my rather speech. 

The wrath (as I began you for to sey) 

Of Troilus, the Greekes boughten dere, 

For thousandes his hoiides maden dey. 

As he that was withouten any pere, 

Save in his time Hector, as I can here. 

But welaway, save onely Goddes will, 

Dispitously him slough the fierce Achilb 

And whan that he was slain m this manere. 

His light ghoste full blisfully is went 
Up to the hollowmesse of the seventh sphere, 

In bis place leting evenebe element, 

And there be saw with full avisement 
The erratike sterres, herkemng arraonie, 

With sowues full of Heavens melodic. 

And doun from thence, fast he gan avise 
This little spot of earth, that with the see 
Enbraced is, apd fully gan despise 
This wretched world, and held all vanite 
To respect of the plaine felicite 
That IS in Heaven above : and at the last. 

There he was slaine, his looking doun he cast 

And in himselfe he lough, nght at the wo 
Of hem that wepten for his death so fast. 

And dampned all our werkes that followeth so 
The bhnde lust, whiche that may nat last. 

And shoulden all our herte on Heaven cast. 

And forth he went, shortely for to tell. 

There as Mercune sorted him to dwell. 

Such fine hath lo this Troilus for love, 

Such fine hath all his great worthinesse. 

Such fine hath his estate royall above. 

Such fine his lust, such fine hath his noblesse^ 

Such fine hath false worldes brotelnesse, 

And thus began his loving of Creseide, 

As I have told, aud in this wise he deide. 

O young fresh folkes, he or she, 

In which that love vp groweth with your age, 
Repaireth home from worldly vanite, 

And of your hertes vp castetb the visage 
To thilke God, that after his image 
You made, and thinketh all nis but a faire. 

This world that passeth sone, a$ floures faire. 

And loveth him the which that right for love 
Upon a crosse our soules for to bey. 

First starfe and rose, and sit in Heven above, 

For he nill falsen no wight dare I sey, 

That wol his herte all wholly on him Itey, 

And sens he best to love is and most mecke, 

What ncedeth faiued loves for to seeks. 
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Lo here of paiucins olde liies 

Lo here what all hir goddes may a^aile, 

Lo here this, wretched worldes appetites, 

Lo here the fine and guerdon for travaile, 

Of Jove, Apollo, of Mars, and such raskaile, 

Lo here the forme of olde clerkes speech 
In poetrie, if ye hir bookes seech. 

O moral! Gower, this booke I dnect 
To thee, and to the philosophicall Stiode, 

To vouchsafe there need is, to correct, 

Of your benignities and zeales good. 

And to the -soothfast Christ that statfc on rood, 
With all mine herte of mercy ever I prav. 

And to the Lord aright, thus I speake and say, 

Tnoii one, two, and three, eteme on live, 

'Oiat raignest aie m thre, two, and one, 
Uncircumscript, and all maist circumsciive. 

Us from visible and invisible fone 
Defend, and to thy mercy e\erichone. 

So make vs, Jesus, to thy mercy digne, 

For love of maide, and mother thine benigne. 

THUS SNOCTlI THE FIFTIi AND LAbi' BOOKE OF TROILU-*. 


THE TESTAMENT OF CRESEIDE. 

A noLY season till a carefull ditc. 

Should corespond, and be equivolent, 

Right so it was whan I began to write 
This tragedy, the weder right fervent, 

%Vhan Aries in middes of the Lent, 

Showres of baile gan fro the north discend, 

That scantly fro the cold I might me defend. 

Yet neverthelesse within mine orature 
I stode, whan Titan bad his beames bright 
Withdrawen doun, and scyled vnder cure. 

And fane Uenus the beaute of the night. 

Upraise, and sette vnto the weste ful right, 

Her golden face, m oppositioun 
Of Phebus, directe discendmg doun. 

Tliroughoutthe gksseher beames brast so faire, 
That I might see on every side me by. 

The northren winde had pnnfied the aire. 

And shedde his misty cloudes fro the skie : 

The froste fiesed, the blastes bitterly 

Pro pole Artike come whisking loud and shrill. 

And caused me remove ayenst my will. 

For I trusted that Uenus, loves qnene. 

To whom somtime I bight obedience. 

My faded b**rte, of love she would make grene, 
And tber vpon with humble reverence, 

I thought to pray her high magnificence. 

But for great colde as than I letted was. 

And in my chambre to the fire can pas. 

Though love be bote, yet in a man of age, 

It kindleth nat so soone as in youtheed. 

Of whom the blood is flowing in a rage. 

And in the old, the corage dull and deed, 

Of which the outward is best remeed. 

To help by phisike where that nature failed, 

I am e?fpert, for both I have assailed. 


T made the fire, and beaked me aboute. 

Than tooke I drinke my spirites to comfortj 
And armed me wel fro the colde theroute ; 

To cutte the winter night and make it shoit 
I toke a queare, and left all other sport, 

Wr.ten bv worthy Chaucer glorious, 

Of faire Creseide, and lusty Troilus, 

And there I found, after that Diomede 
Received had that lady bright of hewe. 

How Troilus nere out of his witte abrede. 

And wepte sore, with visage pale of hewe : 

For which wanhope his teares gan renewe. 
While Esperns rejoysed him againe . 

Thus while in joy he lived, and while in paine. 

Of her behest he had great comforting, 
Trusting to Troy that she wold make retour, 
Which he desired most of al earthly thing, 

For why she was his onely paramour : 

But whan he saw passed both day and hour 
Of her gainecome, m sorow can oppresse 
His wofull herte, m care and hevmesse. 

Of his distresse me needeth nat reherse. 

For worthy Chaucer in that same booke. 

In goodly tenne'*, and in joly verse, 

Compiled hath his cares, who wil looke; 

To breke my sleepe another queare I tooke. 

In which I founde the fatal desteny 
Of faire Creseide, which ended wretchedly. 

Who wote if al that Chaucer wrate, was trew ? 
Nor I wote nat if this nan*acion 
Be authorised, or foiged of the newe. 

Of some poete by his mvencion. 

Made to report the lamentacion. 

And wofull end of this lusty Creseide, 

And what distresse she was in or she deide, 

WTian Diomede had al his appetite 
And mqie fulfilled of this faire lady. 

Upon another sette was all his dehte. 

And send to her a libel repudy. 

And her excluded fro his company : 

Than desolate she walked up and downe. 

As some men saine, in the court as commune. 

0 fair Creseide, the floury and a per se 

Of Troy and Grece, how were thou fortunate. 
To ebaunge in filth all thy feminite. 

And be with fleshly lust so maculate. 

And go among the Grekes early and late. 

So giglotlike, taking thy foul pleasaunce ? 

1 have pite thee should fall such mischaunce. 

Yet neverthelesse, what ever men deme or say 
In scomfull language of thy brutelnesse, 

I shal excuse, as fei forth as I may. 

Thy womanhed, thy wisedome and faimesse : 
The which fortune hath put to such distresse. 
As her pleased, and nothing through the gilt 
Of thee, thiongh wicked langage to be spilf. 

This fiaire lady on this wise destitute 
Of al comfoit and consolatioun. 

Right pTively without felowship or refute, 
Disheuelde, passed out of the toun 
A mile or two vnto a mansioud, 

Bilded full gaie, wher her father Calcas 
Which than among the Grekes dwelling was. 
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Whan her he saw, the cause he tjan enquiie 
Of her commingf: she said sighmg fiill soie, 

“ Fro Diomede had gotten his desire. 

He woxe weiy and would of me no more/' 

Quod Calcas, “ Doughter, weep thou nat therfore, 
Paraventure al cometh for the best. 

Welcome to me thou art full dere a gest’* 

This old Calcas, after the law was tho, 

Was keper of the temple as a preest. 

In which Uenus and her sonne Cupido 
Were honoured, and this chambre was nest. 

To which Creseide, with bale enewed in brest, 

Used to passe, her praiers for to say. 

While at the last vpon a solemne day. 

As custome was, the people ferre and nere 
Before the noone vnto the temple went. 

With sacrifice devout in their manere, 

But still Creseide heuie in her entent, 

Into the church would nat her selfe present. 

For giving of the people any deeming. 

Of her expulse fto Diomede the king. 

But passed into a secrete oratore, 

Where she might wepe her wofull destiiiie. 

Behind her backe she closed fast the dore, 

And on her knees bare fel doune in hie, 

Upon Uenus and Cupide angerly 
She cned out, and saied in this wise, 

“ Alas that ever I made you sacrifice. 

** Ye gave me ones a divine responsaile, 

That I should be the floure of love in Troy, 

Now am 1 made an vnworthy outwaile, 

And al in care translated is my joy : 

Who shal me gide, who shal me now conuoie, 

Sith I fro Diomede, and noble Troilus 
Am dene excluded, as abiect^ odious ? 

0 false Cupide, none is to wite but thou 
And the mother of love, that blind goddace. 

Ye caused me vnderstand alway and trow 
The seeds of love was sowen on my face, 

And aie grew grene through your sople grace; 

But now alas, that seede with frost is slaine. 

And I fro lovers left and all forlaine,” 

Whan was this said, doun in an extasie, 

Rauished in spirite, iu a dreame she fell. 

And by apparaunce herde where she did lie, 
Cupide the king tinging a siluer bell. 

Which men might here fro Heven into Hell : 

At whose sound before Cupide aperes 
The seven planets discendmg fro their speres^ 

Whiche hath power of al thing generable. 

To rule and stere by their great mflueuce, 

Weder and winde, and course variable: 

And first of all Satume gave his sentence, 

■JWHiich gave to Cupide litel reverence. 

But as a boistous chorle in his manere. 

Came crabbedly with austrine loke and chere. 

His face fronnsed, his lere was hke the lede, 

His teeth chatter^, and sheuered with the chin, 
His eien drouped hole sonken. in his heed. 

Out at his nose the mildrop fast gan rin. 

With lippes bio, and chekes leane and thin, 

The iseickeles that fro his beer doun hong 
Was wonder great, and as a speare as long. 


Attour his belte his Iiatr lockcs laic, 

Feltred vnfaire, over fret with firostes hoore, 

His garment and his gate ful gay of gra-e. 

His widdred wede fro him the wind oat woi e, 

A boistous bowe within his honde he bore, 

Under his girdle a fashe of felone fiains, 

Feddred With ise, and heeded with holstar.?. 

Than Jupiter nght faire and amiable, 

God of the sterres in the firmament, 

And nonce to all thing generable. 

Fro his father Satume ferre different. 

With fauily face, and browes bright and brei t. 
Upon his heed a garlond wonders gaie. 

Of flours faire, as it had been m jila.e. 

His voice was clere, as crystal was h;s eien, 

As golden wier so glittering was h;s heare, 

His garment and his gite ftil gaie of grene. 

With golden listes gilte on eveiy geare, 

A burly brande alxiut his middle he beare. 

And in his nght hand he had a giounden ‘‘pcK, 

Of his father, the wrothe fro vs to beie. 

Next after him came Mars, the god of ire. 

Of strife, debate, and all discensioun. 

To chide and fight, as fierse as any fire. 

In harde haraesse hewmonde and haberg‘o',n. 

And on his haunch a rusty fel feuchoun, 

And m his hand he had a rusty swoid. 

Writhing his face, with many angiy word. 

Shaking his brande, before Cupide he come 
With reed visage, and gnsly glowing eien. 

And at h’ls mouth a blubber stode of fome, 

Like to a bore, whettmg his tuskes kene. 

Right tulsure like, but temperaunce in tene, 

An home blewe with many boustons bragge, 
Which al this world with wai hath maije to wagge. 

Than fair Phebus, lanteme and lampe of light. 

Of man and beast, both ftnit and flonshiug. 
Tender norice, and banisher of night. 

And of the world, causing by his moving 
And influence, life in al earthly thing. 

Without comfort of whom of fojee to nought 
Mast go die, that all this worlds hath wrougUt. 

As king royall, he rode vpou a chare. 

The which Phiton somtime gided vnright. 

The brightnesse of his face whan it was bare. 

Non might behold, for persing of his sight: 

This golden carte with firy beames bright, 

Foure yoked stedes full different of hew^ 

Bout bait or bring, through the spheres drewe. 

The first was sord, with mane as reed as rose 
Called Eoye into the Orient, 

The second stede to name, higbt Ethiose, 

Whitely and pale, and somdele ascendent, 

The third Peiose, right hote and eke fervent, 

The fourth was blacke, called Phlegone, 

Which Tolleth Phebus doun into the see. 

Uenus was there present, that goddes gay, 

Her sonnes quarrel to d^end, and make 
Her owne complaint, cladde in a nice aray 
I The one half greene, thotber half sable blake 
I White beer as gold, kembet and sbede abake. 

But in her face seemed great variaunce. 

While parfite truth, and wh^es incoustaunce, 
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Under smiling she was dissimulate, 
iProvocative with blinkes amorous. 

And sodamly chaunged and alterate. 

Angry, as any serpent venomous : 

"Right pungit've with wordes odious. 

Thus variaunt she was vvlio liste take kepe, 

With one eie laugh, and with the other wepei 

Jn tokening that all fleshly paramour, 

"Which Uenus hath m rule and govemaunce. 

Is somtime swete, somtime bitter and sour. 

Right vnstable and ful of vanannee, 

Minged with careful loy and false pleasaimce, 

^"ow hote, now cold, now bhth, now ful of wo, 

Ifow grene as lefe, now widred and ago. 

With boke in hand, than come Mercurious 
Right eloquent and ful of rethorie. 

With pohte termes and delicious, 

With penne and inke to report al rcdie. 

Setting songes, and singing merely, 

His hode was reed heeled attour his croun. 

Like til a poete of the old fasioun. 

Boxes he bare with fine electuares. 

And sugred siropes for digestion. 

Spices belonging to the potiquares. 

With many holsome swete confection : 

Doctor in phisike cledde m a scarlet goun. 

And furred well as such one ought to be. 

Honest and good, and nat a worde couth lie. 

Next after him come lady Sinthia, 

The last of all, and swiftest in her sphere, 

Of colour blake, busked with homes twa. 

And in the night she listeth best tapere, 

Hawe as the leed, of colour nothing clere, 

Tor al the light she boiov^eth at her brother 
Titan, for of her seif she hath none other- 

Hor gite 'was gray and ful of spottes blake. 

And on her brest a choile painted full even. 
Bearing a biishe of themes on his bake. 

Which for his theft might clime no ner the Heven: 
Thus whan they gadred were the goddes seven, 
Mercurius they chosed with one assent. 

To be forespeker in the parliment. 

Who had ben there and liking for to here 
His faconde tonge and termes exquisite, 

Of rethonke the practike he nmght lere. 

In brefe sermon, a preignant sentence write : 
Before Cupide valmg his cappe a lite, 

Sper is the cause of that vocacioun, 

And be anon sbewde his entencioun. 

** Lo,** (quod Cupide) ** who wol blaspheme the name 
Of his owne god, either in word or dede : 

To all goddes he doeth both losse and shame 
And should have bitter paines to his mede : 

I saye this by yondisr wretch Creseide, 

The which through me was somtime flour of love ; 
Me and my mother she stately can reprove. 

Saying, of her great infelicite 
I was the cause, and my mother Uenus 
She called a blinde goddes and might nat se. 

With sclaunder and defame injurious; 

Thi «5 herlmng vneleane and lecherous, 

She would retorte in me and my mother, j 

To whom I shewde my grace above al other. j 


“ And sitbe ye aie al seven delicate, 

Perticipant of divine sapience. 

This great injury don to our hie estate, 

Me think with pain we should make recompense ; 
Was ne\ er to goddes done such violence, 

As wel for you as for my selfe I say, 

Therfore go faelpe to revenge I you pray.” 

Mercurius to Cupide gave answere 

And said, “ Sir king, my counsaile is that ye 

Refeire you to the blest planet here, 

And take to him the lowest of degree, 

The paine of Creseide for to modifie, 

As god Satume with him take $inthia,*’ 

“ I am content,” (quod he) “to take they twa.” 

Thau thus proceded Saturne and the Mone, 

"VVlian they the mater ripely had degest, 

For the dispite to Cupide that she had done, 

And to Uenus open and manifest. 

In all her lyfe with payne to be oprest. 

And turment sore, with sickenesse incurable. 

And to all lovers be abhominable. 

This doleful sentence Saturn toke in hand. 

And passed doun where careful Creseide lay, 

And on her heed he laide a firosty wande, 

Than lawfully on this wise gan he say, 

" Thy great fairenesse, and al thy beauty gay. 
Thy wanton blood, and eke thy golden heere, 

Here I exclude fro thee for evermeere. 

“ I chauDge thy mirthe into melancoly, 

\\Tiich IS the mother of all pensivenesse. 

Thy moyster and thy hete, into colde and dry. 
Thine insolence, thy play, and thy wanlonnesse. 
To great disease, thy pompe and thy nchesse. 

Into mortall nede and great penurie, 

Thou suffre shalt, and as a begger die." 

O cruel Satume, froward and angry, 

Harde is thy dome, and too malicious. 

Of fa ire Creseide why hast thou no mercy. 

Which was so swete, gentiU and amorous ? 

! Withdraw thy sentence Mid be gracious, 

As thou were never, so sheweth through thy dede, 
A wrekeful sentence given on Creseide. 

Than Sinthia, whan Satume past away, 

Out of her seate discended doun blive. 

And reed a bill on Creseide where she lay. 
Containing this sentence diffiinitive: 

“ Fro heale of body here I thee deprive, 

And to thy sicknes&e shal be no recure, 

But in dolour thy dayes to endure. 

“ Thy christal lyen menged with blood I make, 
Thy voice so clere, vnpleasant beer and bacc. 

Thy lusty lere overspred with spotes blake, 

And lumpes hawe appering in thy face. 

Where thou comest eche man shall flie the place. 
Thus shalt thou go begging fro hous to hous 
With cuppe and clapper like a Lazarous.” 

This doolie dreame, this vgly visioun 
Brought till an end, Creseide fro it awoke. 

And all that court and convocation, 

Uanished away: than rose she vp and toke 
A polished glasse, and her shadow couth loke^ 

And whan she saw her visage so deformate. 

If she in herte were wc^ I ne wite God wate. 
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Wepmg full sore, Lo what it is, (quod she) * 
tVith froward langage to move and stere 
Our crabbed goddes, and so is seen on me; 

My blaspheming now have I bought ful dere, 

All yearthly joy and mirthe I set arere, 

Alas this day, alas this \\ofull tide, 

Whan I began with my goddes to chide.” 

Be this was sayd, a child came fro the hall 
To wame Creseide the supper wasredie, 

First knocked at the doore, and eft couth cal, 

‘‘ Madame, your father biddeth you cum m hie ; 
He hath mar\eile so long on grofe ye he, 

And saith your beades bethe to long somdele, 

The goddes wote all your entent foil wele.” 

(Quod she) Faire child, go to my father dere 
And pray him come to speake with me anon,” 
And so he did, and sayd “ Daughter, what chere?” 
“ Alas,” (quod she) ** father, my mirth is gon/* 

“ How so?” (quod he) and she can all expon, 

As I have told, the vengeaunce, and the wrake. 
For her trespas, Oupide on her couth take. 

He looked on her vgly lepers face, 

The which before was white as lely floure, 
Wringing his hands, oft times sayd alace 
That ne had lived to see that wofull houre : 

For be knew well that there was no socour 
To her sicknesse, and that doubled his pain : 

Thus was ther care iuow betwixt hem twain- 

Whan they toglder mourned had ful lang, 

(Quod Creseide) Father, I would nat be kend, 
Therfore in secrete wise ye let me gang 
To yon hospitall at the tonnes end: 

And thider some meate for charite me send. 

To live vpon, for all mirthe in this yearth 
Js fro me gone, snch is my wicked wearth.’’ 

Whan in a mantill, and a bever hat, 

With cuppe and clapper, wonder pnvely, 

He opened a secrete gate and out thereat 
Conveied her, that no man should espie. 

There to a village halfe a mile thereby. 

Delivered her in at the spittell hous. 

And daily sent her part of his almous. 

Sum knew her well, and sum had no knowlege 
Of her, bicanse she was so deformate, 

With biles blake overspred in her visage. 

And her fayre colour faded and alterate : 

Yet they presumed for her hie regrate, 

And stil mourning, she was of noble kin. 

With bitter will there they tooke her in. 

The day passed, and Phebus went to rest. 

The cloudes blake overwheled all the skie, 

God wote if Cieseide were a sorrowfull gest, 

Seing that vncouth fare and herhorie : 

But meate or dnnke, she dressed her to lie 
J[n a darke comer of the hous alone. 

And on this wise weping she made her mone. 


S9r 

THE COMPLAINT OF CFESEWE. 

“ O ViPPF of sorrowe sonken into care, 

0 caitife Creseide now and cvermare, 

Gon IS thy joy and all thy mirth in yearth, 

Of all bhttmesse now art thou blake and bare 
There is no salve may helpe thy sare. 

Fell IS thy fortune, wicked is thy werth, 

Thy blisse is van* shed and thy bale vnherde. 

Under the great God if I graven ware. 

Where men oi Grece ne yet of Troie might herd. 

“ Where is thy chamber wantonly beseen. 

With burly bedde and bankers brouded been. 
Spices and wine to thy colatioun. 

The cuppes all of gold and silver shene. 

Thy swete meates served in plates dene. 

With savery sauce of a good fashioun. 

Thy gay garments with many goodiy goun, 

Thy plesaunt laone pinned with golden pene ? 

All IS arere thy great royall renoun. 

“ Where is thy gardein with thy greces gay 
And freshe floures, which the qiiene Floray 
Had painted pleasauntly m every way, 

Where thou were wont foil menly in May 
To walke, and take the dewe by it was day, 

And heare the Merle and Mavise many one. 

With ladies faire m carrolling to gone. 

And see the royall renkes in their ray ? 

This leper loge take for thy goodly honre, 

And for thy bed, take now a bounche of stro. 

For wailed wine and meates thou had tho. 

Take monied bread, pirate, and sider soure, 

But cnppe and clapper is all now ago. 

" My clere voice and my courtly carrolling. 

Is ranke as roke, foil hidous beer and bace 
Deformed is the figure of my foce. 

To loke on it no people hath liking. 

So sped in sight, 1 say with sore sighing 
Lying emong the leper folke alas. 

“ O ladies faire of Troy and Grece, attend 
My freile fortune, mine infelicite. 

My great mischi^, which no man can amend, 

1 And in your mind a mirrour make of me : 

As I am now paraventure that ye. 

For all your might may come to the same end. 
Or else worse, if any worse may be^ 

Beware therefore approches nere your end. 

“ Nought is your faimesse but a fading floure, 
Nought is your famous laude and hie honour, 
But winde inflate in other raennes cares. 

Your rosing redde to rotting shall retoure, 
Exemple make of me in your memore : 

Which of such thinges wofuU witnes beares, 

A1 welth in yearth, as wind away it weaxes^ 
Beware therfore approches uere your hour.’* 

Thus chiding with her drery disteny, 

Weping, she woke the night fro end to end. 

But ah in vaine her dole, her carefoll cry 
Might not remedy, ne yet her mourning mend : 

A leper lady rose, and to her wend. 

And sayd, “ Why spumes thou again the wall. 
To slea thy selfe, and mende nothing at all ? 
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“ Sith that thy wcping but donbleth thy -wo, 

1 counsaile thee make \crtue of a n^de, 

<3o learne to clappe thy dapper to and fio. 

And Icame after the lawe of lepers lede-*’ 

There was no bote, but forthwith than she yede 
Fro place to place, -while cold and hunger sore 
Compelled her to be a ranke beggore. 

That same time of Tioy the gamisoun, 

Which had the chieftain -worthy Troilus 
Through jeopardy of warre had striken doun, 
E^ightes of Grece m nomber marveilous, 

With great triumph, and laude victorious, 

Again to Troy right royally they rode, 

'fhe way where Creseide with the leper stode. 

Semg that company come, al with o stevm 
They gave a cry, and shoke cupps, God spede, 
Worthy lordes, for Goddes love of hevin, 

To us leper, part of your almose dede •” 

Than to hir cry noble Troilus toke hede, 

Having pite, nere by the place gan pas, 

Wher Creseide sat, nat weting what she was. 

Than vpon him she kest vp both her lyen, 

And with a blinke it come in til his thought. 

That he sometime her face before had sein. 

But she was in soch plite he kuew her nought, 

Yet than her loke into his minde he brought, 

The swete -visage, and amorous blenking. 

Of faire Creseid, sometime his owne derUng. 

No -wonder was, suppose in mind that he 
l^oke her figure so sone, and lo now why, 

The idol of a thing in case may be 
So depe enprmted m the fantasie, 

That it deludeth the wittes outwardly, 

And so apereth in forme and like estate, 

Within the minde, as it was figurate. 

A spark of love than til his hertecouth spring, 

And kindeled his body in a fire, 

With hote feuer, m swette, and trembling 
Him tooke, while he was readie to exspire. 

To beare his shield his brest began to tire, 

Within a while he chaunged many a hewe. 

And nevertheles nat one an other knew. 

For knightly pite and memoriell 
Of faire Creseide, a girdel gan he take, 

A purse of gold and many a gaie lewell. 

And in the skirt of Creseide doun gan shake : 

Than rode away, and nat a word he spake, 

Pensife in herte while he came to the tonne. 

And for great care oft sith almost fell doune. 

The lepre folke to Creseide than couth draw, 

To see the equall distributioun 

Of the almose, but whan the gold they saw, 

Ech one to other priuely gan roun, 

And saied, “ You lord hath more affectioun, 

How ever it be, vnto yon Lazarous 
Than to vs al, we know by his almous.” 

What lord is yon,” (quod she) “ have ye no fele. 
That doeth to vs so great humanite 
“ Yes,” (quod a lejrue man) “ I know him wele 
Sir Troilus it is, a knight gentle and free.’' 

Whan Creseide -indcrstood that it was hee, 

Stifier than stele theie sterte a bitter stound 
Throughout her hei te, and fill doun to the ground. 


Whan she, oiercome with sighing sore and sad. 
With many a carefull ciie and cold atone, 

** Now is my brest with stormy stoundes stad. 
Wrapped in wo, wretchfull will of one,” 

Than fell in swoun fill oft or she -would fone. 

And ever in her swouning cried she thus, 

** O false Creseide, and true knight Troilus. 

“ Thy love, thy laude, and all thy gentlenesse, 

I counted small in my prospentc. 

So effated I was in wantonnesse, 

And clambe vpon the fickell whele so hie. 

All faith and love I promitted to thee. 

Was in thy selfe fekell and furious, 

0 false Creseide, and true knight Troilus. 

“ For love of me thou kept countenaunce, 

Honest and chast m conuersacion, 

Of all women protectour and defence 
Thou were, and helped their opinion : 

My minde and fleshly foule aflection 
Was enclmed to lustes lecherous, 

Fie false Creseide, O true knight Troilus. 

“ Lovers, beware, and take good Irede about 
Whom that ye love, for whan ye suffre pain, 

1 let you wit there is nght few throughout. 
Whom ye may trust to have true love again, 
Pioue whan ye -woll your labour is in vain, 
Therefore I rede ye take them as ye find. 

For they are sad as wedercocke m wind. 

“ Bicause I know the great vnstablenesse, 

Bnttle as glasse, vnto my self I say. 

Trusting m other as great brutelnesse. 

As inconstaunt, and as vntrue of fay: 

Though some be true, I wot nght few ar they; 
Who findeth truth, let him his lady ruse. 

None but my self as now I woll accuse.” 

Whan this was said, with paper she sat doun 
And in this maner made her testament : 

Here I bequetbe my corse and carioun. 

With wormes and with toodes to be rent. 

My enppe, my clapper, and mine ornament. 

And all my gold, these lepre folke shall have. 
Whan I am dedde, to bury me in grave. 

This roiall ring set with this ruhie redde. 
Which Troilus in dowrie to me send. 

To him again I leaue it whan I am dedde. 

To make my careful death -vnto him kend ; 

Thus I conclude shortly and make an end, 

My spint I leave to Diane where she dwels. 

To walke with her in wast wodes and welles. 

“ 5 DiomedCy thou hast both broche and belt, 
Which Troilus gaue me, in tokening 
Of his true love,” and with thas worde she swelt. 
And soone a leaper man toke off the ring, 

Than buried her withonten tarying: 

I To Troilus forthwith the ring he bare, 

And of Creseide the death he gan declare. 

Whan he had heard her great infirmite. 

Her legacie, and lamentacioun, 

And how she ended in such poverte. 

He swelt for wo and fell doune in a swoun, 

For sorow his herte to brast was boun, 

Sighing full sadly sayd, « I can no more. 

She was vntrue, and wo is me therefore.'* 
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Some saith lie made a tombe of maible gray. 
And Tvrpte her name and superscnpcioun, 
And layd it on her graue whereas she lay. 

In golden letters, conteinmg this reasoun : 

li, faire ladies, Creseide of Troie toun, 
Somtime counted the floure of womanhed, 
TJndei this stone, late leper lieth dedds.’’ 


Now worthy women in this balade short, 
Made for your worship and instruction, 

Ot charite I monish and exhort, 

Minge nat your love with false disception : 
Beare in your mind this sore conclusion 
Ot fane Creseide, as I have sayd before, 
Sith she is dedde, I speake of her no more. 


THE 


LEGEND OE GOOD WOMEN. 


?or that some ladies in the court took offence at 
Chaucers large speeches against the untruth of 
women, the queen enjoyned him to compile this 
book in the commendation of sundry maidens 
and wives, ^ho shewed themselves faithful to 
faithless men. 


A THOUSAND times I have heard men tell, 

That there is joy in Heaven, and pain in Hell, 
And I accord it wele that it is so, 

But nathelesse yet wote I wele also, 

That there nis non dwelling in this countre, 
That either hath in Heave n or in Hell ibe, 

Ne may of it none other waies witten. 

But as he heard sayed, or found it written, 
For by assay there may no man it preve. 

But God forbede but men should leve 
Wei more thing than they have seen with iye, 
Men shall nat wenen every thing a lie 
But if himself it seeth, or els it dooth. 

For God wote thing is never the lesse soth. 
Though every wight ne may it not isee. 
Bemarde the monke ne saugh all parde. 

Than mote we to bookes that we find, 
(Through which that old things ben in mind) 
And to the doctrine of the old wise, 

Yeve credence, in every skilful wise, 

That tellen of the old appreued stones. 

Of holmes, of reignes, of victories, 

Of love, of hate, and other sundry things, 

Of which 1 may not make rehearsmgs : 

And if that old bookes were away. 

Home were of all remembrauuce the kay. 

Well ought vs than, honouren and beleve 
These bookes, there we ban none other preve. 

And as for me, though that 1 can but lite. 
On bookes for to rede I me delite. 

And to hem yeve I faith and full credence. 
And in mine herte have hem in reverence 
So hertely, that there is game none, 

That fro my bookes maketh me to gone. 

But it be seldome on the holy daie. 

Save certainly, whan that the month of May 
Is comen, and that I heare the foules sing, 
And that the floures ginnen for to spring, 
Farwell my booke, and my deuocion, 

Now have I than eke this condicion, 


That of all the floures in the mede, 

Than love I most these fionres white and rede, 
Soch that men callen daisies in our toun. 

To hem I have so great affectioun, 

As I sayd erst, whan comen is the Maie, 

That m my bedde there daweth me no daie. 
That I nam vp and walking in the mede, 

To seen this floure ayenst the Sunne sprede. 
Whan it vp riseth early by the morrow, 

That bhsfull sight softeneth all my sorow. 

So glad am I, whan that I have presence 
Of it, to done it all reverence. 

As she that is of all floures the floure. 

Fulfilled of all vertue and honoure. 

And every ilike faire, and fresh of hew’e, 

And ever I love it, and ever ihke newe, 

And ever shall, till that mine herte die, 

All sweare I not, of this I woll not lie. 

Tliere loved no wight hotter m his life, 

And whan that it is eve I renne blithe. 

As sone as ever the Sunne ginneth west, 

To seen this floure, how it woU go to rest, 

For feare of night, so hateth she derkenesse. 
Her chere is plainly spred m the brighmesse 
! Of the Sunne, for there it woll vnclose : 

Alas that I ne had English rime, or prose 
Suffisaunt, this floure to piaise aright. 

But helpeth ye, that ban conning and might. 
Ye lovers, that can make of sentement. 

In this case ought ye be diligent. 

To forthren me somewhat m my lahonr. 
Whether ye been with the lefe or with the flom 
For well I wote, that ye han here befome 
Of making ropen, and had alway the come. 
And I come after, glening here and there. 

And am foil glad, if I may find an eare. 

Of any goodly worde that ye han left, 

And though it happen me to rehearsen eft. 
That ye han in your freshe songes sayd, 
Forbeareth me, and beth not cmll apayd, 

Sith that ye se, I doe it in the honour 
Of love, and eke of service of the flour. 

Whom that I serve, as I have wit or might, 
She IS the clerenesse and the very light, 

That in this derke world me wint and ledeth 
The herte within my sorowfoll brest you drede 
And loveth so sore, that ye ben verily 
The maistres of my wit, and nothing I, 
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My word, my workes, is knit so iu your bonde 
That as an harpe obeieth to the honde. 

And make it soune after his fingering, 

Eight so mowe ye out of mine herte bring, 
Soch voice, right as you list, to laugh or pain ; 
Be ye my guide, and lady soueiain : 

As to mine yearthly God, to you I call. 

Both m this werke, and my sorowes all. 

But wherefore that I spake to yeve credence 
To old stories, and done hem reverence. 

And that men musten more thing bileve 
That men may seen at iye or els preve. 

That shall 1 sein, whan that 1 see my time, 

1 may nat all atones speake in rime ; 

My busie ghost, that thursteth alway new. 

To seen this flour so yong, so fresh of hew. 
Constrained me, with so gredy desire. 

That in my herte I fele yet the fire. 

That made me nse ere it were day. 

And this was now the first morow of Maie, 
With dreadfull herte, and glad deuocion 
For to been at the resurrectiou 
Of this floure, whan that it should vnclose 
Again the Sunne, that rose as redde as rose. 
That in the brest was of the beast that day. 
That Angenores doughter ladde away : 

And doune on knees anon right I me sette, 
And as I conld, this fresh floure I grette, 
Kneeling alway, till it vnclosed was. 

Upon the small, soft, swete gras, 

That was with flonres swete embrouded all. 

Of such swetenesse, and soch odour over all, 
That for to speake of gomme, herhe, or tree, 
Comparison may not imaked be. 

For it surmounteth plainly all odouies. 

And of nche beaute of floures : 

Forgotten had the yeartb his poore estate 
Of Winter, that him naked made and mate. 
And with his sword of cold so sore greved j 
Now hath the attempre sunne al that releved 
That naked was, and clad it new again ; 

The small foules of the season fain, 

That of the panter and the net been scaped, 
Upon the fouler, that hem made awhaped 
luL Winter, and destroied had her brood. 

In his displte hem thought it did hem good 
To sing of him, and in her song dispise 
The foule chorle, that for his couetise, 

Had him betraied, with his sophistrie. 

This was her song, ** The fouler we d^e, 

And all his craft and some soogen cler^ 
Laies of love, that joy it was to here. 

In worshipping and praysing of hir make. 

And for the new blisfull Somers sake. 

Upon the braunches full of blosmes scrft. 

In hir dilit^ they toumed hem ful oft. 

And songen, ** Blissed be sainct Ualentine, 

For on his day I chese you to be mine, 
Withouten repenting mine herte swete,’’ 

And therewithal! hir bekes gonnen mete, 
Yelding honour, and humble obeisaunce 
To love, and didden hir other observaunce 
That longeth vnto love, and vnto nature, 
Constrewe that as you list, I do no cure: 

And tho that had done vn^ndnesse. 

As doeth the tidife, for new fanglenesse, 
38esought mercy of hir trespasing. 

And humbly song hir repenting. 

And sworen on the blosmes to be true. 

So that hir makes would vpon hem rue, 


And at the last niaden hir accrde, 

Ail found they Daunger for the time a lord, 

Yet Pite, through his strong gentill might, 
Foryave, and made Mercy passen right 
Thiough Innocence, and ruled Curtesie : 

But I ne cleape it nat innocence folie, 

Ne false pite^ for vertue is the meane, 

As elicke sayth, m soch maner I meane. 

And thus these foule, voide of all malice, 
Acordeden to love, and laften vice 
Of hate, and song all of one acorde, 

“ Welcome Sommer, our governour and loide.’’ 
And Zephirus, and Flora gentelly, 

Yave to the floures soft and tenderly, 

Hir swofce breth, and made hem for to sprede. 

As god and goddesse of the flourie Mede, 

In which me thoughte I might day by daie, 
Dwellen alway, the joly mouth of Maie, 
Withouten slepe, withouten meat or drmke : 
Adowne full softly I gan to sinke. 

And leaning on my elbow and my side. 

The long day I shope me for to abide, 

For nothing els, and I shall nat lie. 

But for to looke vpon the dalsie. 

That well by reason men it call may 
The daisie, or els the iye of the day. 

The emprise, and floure of floures all, 

I pray to God that faire mote she fall, 

And all that loven floures, for her sake : 

But nathelesse, ne wene nat that I make 
In praising of the floure againe the lefe, 

No more ^an of the come againe the shefe : 

For as to me nis lever none ne lother, 

I nam withholden yet with never nother, 

Ne I not who serveth lefe, ne who the floure. 
Well brouken they hir service or labouje, 

For this thing is all of another tonne. 

Of old stone, er soch thing was begonne. 

Whan that the Sunne out the south gan west. 
And that this floure gan close, and gan to rest, 
For derknes of the mght, the which she dred. 
Home to mine house full swiftly I me sped 
To gone to rest, and earely for to nse. 

To seene this floure to sprede, as I dense, 

And in a little herber that I have. 

That benched was on turves fresh igrave, 

I bad men shoulde me my couche make. 

For deintie pf the newe Sommers sake, 

I bad hem strawen floures on my bedde ; 

Whan I was laid, and had mine lyen heddc, 

I fell a slepe, and slept an houre or two, 

Me met how I lay in the medow tho. 

To seen this floure, that I love so and drede, 

And firom a ferre came walking m the Mede 
The god of love, and m his hand a queene, 

And she was clad in royall habite grene, 

A fret of golde she had next her heere, 

And vpon that a white croune she beare. 

With flourouns small, and I shall not he. 

For all the world right as a daisie 
Icrouned is, with white leaves lite. 

So were the florouns of her croune white. 

For of o perie fine orientall. 

Her white croune was imaked all. 

For which the white croune above the grene 
Made her like a daisie for to seme, 

Considred eke her fret of gold above : 

Iclothed was this mighty god of love 
In silke embroided, full of grene greves, 

In which a fret of redde rose leves, 
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The freshest sens the world was first begon ; 

His gilt heere was crooned with a son, 

In stede of gold, for hevinesse and weight, 
Therwith me thought his face shone so bright 
That well vnnethes might I him behold. 

And in his hand, me thought I saw him hold 
Two fine dartes, as the gledes rede. 

And angelike his winges saw I sprede : 

And all be that men sain, that blind is he, 
Algate me thought that he might se. 

For feternely on me he gau behold, 

So that his loking doeth mine herte cold, 

And by the hand he held this noble queene, 
Crouned with white, and clothed al in greene. 
So womanly, so benigne, and so uieke. 

That m thkS worlde though that men wold seke, 
Halfe her beaute should they not finde 
In creature that formed is by kinde. 

And therfore may I sam as thmketb me, 

This song in praising of this lady fre. 

Hide, Absolon, thy gilte tresses cl ere, 

Hester, lay thou thy mekenesse all adoun. 

Hide, Jonathas, all thy frendly manere, 
Penelopee, and Marcia Catoun, 

Make of your wifehode no compansoun, 

Hide your beauties, Isoude and Helein, 

My lady cometh, that all this may distaln. 

Thy faire body let it not appere, 

Lavine, and thou Liicrece of Rome toun, . 

And Polixene, that boughten love so dere. 

And Cleopatras, with all thy passioun. 

Hide your trouthe of love, and your renoun, 
And thou Ttsbe, that hast of love such pain, 

My lady commeth, that all this may distain. 

Hero, Dido, Laodomia, al ifere, 

And Phillis, hanging for Demophoun^ 

And Canace, espied by thy chere;, 

Hipsiphile betrayed with Jasoun, 

Maketh of your trouth neither boste ne soun, 
Nor Hipermistre, oi Anadne, ye twain. 

My lady cometh^ that all this may distsuu. 

This balade may full well isongen be, 

As I have sayd erst, by my lady fre, 

For certainly, all these mowe not suffice, _ 

To apperen with my lady in no wise, 

For as the Sunne woll the fire distain. 

So passeth all my lady soverain, 

That IS so good, so faire, so debonaire, 

I pray to God that ever fall her faire. 

For nad comforte ben of her presence, 

I had ben dead, withouten any defence. 

For diede of Loves wordes, and his chere. 

As whan time is, hereafter ye shall here. 

Behind this god of love vpon the grene, 

I saw coming of ladies ninetene, 

In roiall habit, a full easie pace, 

And after hem came of women such a trace. 
That sens that God Adam had made of yeith, 
The third part of mankinde, or the ferth, 

Ne wende I nat by possibilite. 

Had ever in this wide world ibe^ 

And true of love, these women were echon : 

Now whether was that a wonder thing oi non, 
That right anon, as that they gonne espie 
This floui:e, which that I clepe the dai&ie, 


Full sodainly they stinten all at ones, 

And kneled doune, as it were for the nones. 

And songen with o voice, " Heale and honour 
To trouth of womanhede, and to this flour. 

That beareth our alderpnse in figuring, 

Her white croune beareth the witnessing,” 

And with that word, a compas enviroun. 

They sitten hem ful softely adoun; 

First sat the god of love, and sith his queue, 

With the white croune, clad all in grene. 

And sitnen al the remnaunt by And by. 

As they were of estate, full curtesly, 

Ne nat a worde was spoken in the place. 

The mountenance of a furlong way of space. 

I kneling by this floure, m good entent 
Abode to knowen what this people ment. 

As silli as any stone, till at the last 
This god of love, on me his iyen cast. 

And said, “ Who kneleth there and I answerde 
Unto his asking, whan that 1 it herde. 

And sayd, “ Sir it am I,” and come him nere. 

And salved him ; (quod he) Wbatdoest thou here. 
So nigh mine owne floure, so boldly ? 

It were better worthy truely, 

A worme to mghen nere my floure than thou.” 

“ And why sir,” (quod I) “ and it like you ? 

‘‘ For thou” (quod he) “ art therto nothing able, 

It is my rehke, digne and delitable. 

And thou my fo, and all my folke werriest, 

And of mine old servaunts thou missaiest. 

And bindresthem, with thy translation, 

And lettest folke from hir devocion, 

To serve me, and boldest it folie 
To serve Love, thou mayst it nat denie. 

For in plain tmrt, withouten nede of glose, 

Thou hast translated the Romaunt of the Ros^ 
That is an heresie ayenst my law, 

And makest wise folke fro me withdraw ; 

And of Creseide, thou bast said as the list, 

That maketh men to women lesse tnst, 

That ben as trewe as ever was any stele: 

Of thine answere avise thee right wele. 

For though thou renied hast my lay. 

As other wretches have done many a day. 

By seint Venus, that my mother is, 

If that thou live, thou shalt repenten this. 

So cruelly, that it shall well be sene.” 

Tho spake this lady, clothed all in greene 
And saied, “ God, nght of your curtesie. 

Ye mote herken if he can repUe 
Ayenst all this that ye have to him meved ; 

A God ne shulde nat be thus agreved, 

But of his deite he shal be stable. 

And there gracious and merciable: 

And if ye nere a God that knowen all. 

Than might it be as 1 you tellen shall. 

This man to you may falsely ben accused. 

That as by light him ought ben excused. 

For in your court is many a losengeour. 

And many a quemte totoler accusour, 

That tabouren m your eares many a souq. 

Right after hir imaginationn. 

To have your daliaunce, and for envie, 

These ben the causes, and 1 shall nat lie> 

Bnvie is lavender of the court alway. 

For she ne parteth neither night ne ^y, 

Out of the house of Cesar, thus saith 
Who so that goeth algate she wol nat wanL 

** And eke peraunter fi>r this man is nice^ 

He might done iti gessing no malice^ 
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But for he vseth thinges for to make, 

Him recketh nought of what mater he take. 

Or him was boden make thilke twey, 

Of some persone, and durst it natwitbsey: 

Or him repenteth vtterly of this. 

He ne hath nat done so grevously amis. 

To translaten that old clerkes writen, 

As though that he of malice would enditen, 

Dispite of Love, and had himselfe it wrought: 

This shold a rightvhse 16rd have in his thought, 
And nat be hke tifaunts of Lombardie, 

That ban no rewaid but at tyrannic, 

For he that king or lorde is naturell, 

Him ought nat be tiraunt ne cruell, 

As is a fermour, to done the harme he can, 

He must thinke it is his liege man, 

And is his tresour, and his gold in cofer, 

This is the sentence of the philosopher: 

A king to kepe his lieges in justice, 

Withouten doute that is his office, 

All woll he kepe his lordes in hir degree, 

As it is right and skil, that they bee 
Enhaunsed and honoured, and naost dere, 

For they ben halfe goddes in this world here, 

Yet mote he done both right to poore and ncbe, 
All be that hir estate be nat both iliche. 

And have of poore fblke compassion, 

For lo, the gentill kinde of the lion. 

For whan a flie offendeth him or biteth. 

He with his taile away the flie smiteth, 

Al easily, for of his gentne 

Him deineth nat to wreke him on a flie, 

As doeth a curre, or els another beest j 
In noble corage ought ben areest. 

And waien every thing by equite, 

And ever have regard vnto his owne degre : 

For, sir, it is no maistrie for a lord 
To dampue a man, without auswere of word, 

And for a lorde, that is full foule to vse 5 
And it so be, he may him nat excuse, 

But asketh mercy with a dreadfull herte. 

And profereth him, right in his bare sherte 
To ben right at your owne judgement, 

Than ought a God by short avisement, 

Considei bis owne honour, and his trespace, 

For sith no cause of death lieth in this case. 

You ought to hen the lightlier merciable, 

Letteth your ire, and bethe somewhat tretable : 
The man hath served you of his conninges, 

And forthred well your in his makinges, 

All be it that he can nat well endite. 

Yet hath he made leude folke d elite 
To serve you, in preising of your name, 

He made the boke, that hight, the House of Fame, 
And eke the Dearh of Blaunche the Duchcsse, 
And the Parliament of Foules, as I gesse. 

And al the Love of Palamon and Arcite 
Of Thebes, though the stone is knowen hte, 

And many an himpne, for your holy daies. 

That highten Balades, Rondels, Viielaies: 

And for to speake of other holinesse, 

He hath in prose translated Boece, 

, And made the Life also of Saint Ceeile : 

He made also, gone is a great while, 

Otigenes vpon the Maudelame: 

Him ought now to have the lesse paine. 

He hath made many a ley, and many a thing, 

' ** Now as ye be a God, and eke a king, 

I your Alceste, whilom quene of Trace, 

I aske you this man right of your grace, 


That ye him never hurt m al his live, 

And he shal swearen to you, and that bhve. 

He shal never more agilten in this wise, 

But shal maken, as ye woll devise, 

Of women trewe in loving al hir life, 

' Where so ye woll, of maiden or of wife. 

And forthren you as much as he misseide, 

Or m the Rose, or eles in Creseide.” 

The god of love answerde her thug anon, 

Madame, (quod he) “ it is so long agon. 

That I you knew, so chantable and trewe. 

That never yet, sens the world was newe, 

To me ne found I better none than ye. 

If that I woll save my degree: 

I may nor woll nat weme your request, 

Al heth in you, doth with him as you lest. 

“ I al foryeve withouten lenger space, 

For who so yeveth a yefte or doth a grace, 

Do it betime, his thanke shall be the more. 

And demeth ye what ye shal do therfoie. 

“ Go thanke now my lady here,*’ (quod he.) 

I rose, and doun I set me on my knee. 

And said thus * “ Madame, the God above 
For yelde you that the god of love 
Have maked me his wrath to foryeve, 

And grace so long for to live, 

That I may know sothely what ye be. 

That have me holpen, and put in this degre : 

But tiewly I wende, as in this caas 
Nought have a gilte, ne done to love trespas. 

For why ^ a trewe man withouten drede 
Hath nat to parten with a theves dede. 

“ Ne a trewe lover ought me nat to blame, 
Though that I speke a false lover some shame: 
They ought rather with me for to hold. 

For that I of Creseide wrote or told. 

Or of the rose, what so mine author ment, 

. Algate God wotte it was mine entent 
To forthren trouth in love, and it cherice, 

And to ben ware fro falseuesse and fro vice. 

By which ensample, this was my mening.’’ 

And she answerde, “ Let be thine arguing. 

For love ne wol not counterpleted be, 

In right ne wrong, and leme that of me : 

Thou hast thy grace, and hold the right thereto: 
Now woll 1 same what penance thou shalt do 
For thy trespace, vnderstand it here : 

Thou shalt while that thou livest yere by yere. 

The most partie of thy time spende. 

In making of a glorious legende, 

Of good women, maidenes, and wives. 

That weien trewe in loving all hir lives. 

And tell of false men that hem bctraien, 

That al hir life ne do nat but assaien 
How many women they may done a shame. 

For in your world that is now hold a game : 

And though thee like nat a lovei be, 

Speke wel of love, this penance yeve I thce^ 

And to the god of love I shal so pray, 

That he shal charge his servaunts by any way,. 

To forthren thee, and wel thy labour quite. 

Go now thy waie, this penaunce is but lite ; 

And whan this boke is made, yeve it the quene 
Oil my behalfe, at Eltham, or at Shene.*’ 

The god of love gan smile, and than he said : 

“ Wost thou,” (quod he) ** where this he wife or maid^ 
Or queene, or countesse, or of what degiee, 

That hath so httell penaunce yeven thee, 

That hast deser\’ed soie for to smait, 

But pile venneth sone in gentle heite : 
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*fhat maist thou sene, she hitheth what she is.” 
And I answerde, ‘‘ Naie, sir, so have I blis, 

No more, but that I see well she is good.** 

‘‘ That IS a trewe tale by mine hood,” 

(Quod Love) ** and thou kuowest wel parde. 

If it be so that thou avi&e the : 

Hast thou nat m a booke in thy cheste, 

The great goodnesse of the quene Alceste, 

That turned was into a daiesie. 

She that for her husband chese to die. 

And eke to gone to Hell, rather than he, 

And Hercules rescued her parde. 

And brought her out of Hel againe to blis 
And I answerde agame, and said “ Yes, 

Now know I her, and ib this good Alceste, 

The daiesie, and mine owne hertes reste ^ 

Now fcle I well the goodnesse of this wife. 

That both after her death, and in her life, 

Her great bounte douHeth her renoun, 

Wei hath she quit me mine affectioun. 

That I have to her floure the daiesie. 

No wonder is though Jove her stellifie. 

As telleth Agaton, for her gieat goodnesse. 

Her white corowne beareth of it witne^se : 

"For all so many vertnes had she, 

As smal florounes in her coiowne be, 

In remembraunce of her, and in honour, 

Cibilla made the daiesie and the floure, 

I crowned al with white, as men may se. 

And Mars yave to her a corowne reed parde, 

In stede of rubies set among the white:” 
Therewith this quene woxe reed for shame alite, 
Whan she was praysed so in her piesence. 

Than said Love, “ A full great negligence 
Was it to thee, that like time thou made, 

(Hide Absolon thy tresses) in balade, 

That thou forget in thy songe to sette, 

Sith that thou art so greatly in her dette. 

And west well that kalender is 3he 
To any woman, that woll lover be : 

Por she taught all the craft of trewe loving, 

And namely of wifehode the living, 

And all the bondes that she ought keepe; 

I'hy litel Witte was thilke time a sleepe: 

But now I charge thee vpoii thy life, 

That m thy legende make of this wife. 

Whan thou hast other smale imade before: 

And fare now well, I charge thee no more. 

But er I go, thus much I will the tell, 

Ne shal no trewe lover come in Hell. 

** These other ladies sitting here a rowe, 

Ben in my balade, if thou const hem know. 

And m thy bofces^ al thou shalt hem find. 

Have hem now in thy legende al in mind, 

I meane of hem that ben in thy knowing, 

For here ben twenty thousand mo sitting 
Than thou knowest, good womeu all, 

And trewe of love, for ought that may befall : 
Make the metres of hem as the leat, 

I mote gone home, the Sunne draweth west, 

To Paradis, with artl this companie, 

And serve alway the fresh daiesie. 

At Cleopatras I wolt that thou begin. 

And so forth, and my love so shalt thou win, 
Por let see now what man that lover be, 

Wed done so strong a paine for love as she. 

1 wote well that thou maist nat all it iime. 
That suche lovers did in hir time : 

It were too long to reden and to here, 

Sufdseth me thou make in this maueie, 


That thou reherce of al her life the great. 
After these old authours listen for to treat. 
For vho so shall so many a story tell, 

Sey shortely or he shall to long dwell 
And with that \\orde my bookes gan I take, 
And right thus on my legende gan I make. 

I THL* ENDETH the mOLOOCB. 


HERE BEGINNETH 

ms LEGESDE OF CLEOPATRAE 

QUEENE OF EGYPT, 

Aftek the death of Ptholome the king, 

That all Egypt had in his governing. 

Reigned his queene Cleopatras, 

Till on a time bifel there such a caas, 

That out of Rome was sent a seoatour, 

For to conqueren realmes and honour. 

Unto the toune of Rome, as was vsaunce. 

To have the world at her oheisaunce. 

And soth to say, Antoni us was his name. 

So fil it, as fortune him ought a shame. 

Whan he was fallen in prosperite. 

Rebel vnto the toune of Rome is he. 

And over al this*, the siister of Cesara 
He left her falselj*-, er that she was ware, 
j And would algates ban another wife. 

For which he toke with Rome and Cesar strife. 

Nathelesse, forsoth this like senatour. 

Was a full worthy gentill werrionr, 

And of his deth it was fill great damage. 

But Love bad brought this man in such a rage 
And him so narow bounden m his laas, 

■ And all for the love of Cleopatras, 

That al the world he set at no value. 

Him thought there was nothing to him so due, 
As Cleopatras, for to love and serve. 

Him thought that in armes for to sterve 
In the defence of her, and of her right 
This noble quene, eke loved so this knight, 
Through his desert, and for his chevalne. 

As certainly, but if that bokes lie. 

He was of person, and of gentilnesse. 

And of discretion, and of hardinesse. 

Worthy to any wight that liven may. 

And she was faire, as is the rose in Made : 

And, for to rnaken shorte is the best. 

She woxe his wife, and had him as her lest 
The wedding and the feast to devise. 

To me that have itake such emprise. 

And so many a stone for to make. 

It were to longe, lest that 1 should slake 
Of thing that beareth more effect and charge. 
For men may overlade a ship or barge, 

And forthy, to effect than woll I skippe, 

And al the remnaunt I woU let it slippe* 
Octavian, that wood was of this dede, 

Shope him an hooste ou Antony to lede> 

Al vtterly for his distraction. 

With stoate Romaines, cruell as lion; 

To ship they went, and thus I let hem ^ile. 

Antonins was ware, and woll nat faile 
To meten with these Romaines, if he may, 
Toke eke his rede, and both vpon a day 
His wife and he, and all his host forth went 
To ship anone, no longer they ne stent. 
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And in the see it happed hem to mete j 
Up goeth the trampe, and for to shoute and 
shete. 

And painen hem to set on with the Sunne, 

With grisly sown out goeth the great gunne. 

And hertely they hurtlen in all at ones. 

And fro the top doune cometh the great stones. 

In goeth the grapenel so full of crokes, 

Among the ropes ran the shering hokes, 

In wth thepolaxe preaseth he and he. 

Behind the maste begmneth he to flee, 

And out agame, and drivetb him over horde, 

He sticketh him vpon his speares orde. 

He rent the saile with hookes like a sith, 

He bnngeth the cup, and biddeth hem be blith, 

He poureth peesen rpon the hatches slider. 

With pottes full of lime, they gone togider, ^ 

And thus the longe day in fight they spend, 

Till at the last, as every thing hath end, 

Antony is shent, and put him to the flight, 

And all his folke to go, that best go might, 

Fleeth eke the quene, with all her purple 
saile, 

For strokes which that went as thicke as haile, 

No wonder was, she might it nat endme: 

And whan that Antony saw that avenlure, 

“ Alas” (quod be) ** the day that I was borne. 
My worship in this day thus have I lome,'* 

And for dispaire out of his wit he start. 

And rofe himselfe anon throughout the herte. 

Ere that he ferther went out of the place ; 

His wife, that could of Cesar have no grace, 

To Egipt is fled, for drede and for distresse. 

But herkeneth ye that speken of kindnesse. 

Ye men that falsely swearen many an otb. 

That ye woll die, if that your love be wroth, 

Here may ye scene of women such a trouth. 

This woful Cleopatra had made such routh. 

That there nis tonge none that may it tell. 

But on the morow she woll no longer dwell. 

But made her subtill workmen m^e a shrine 
Of all the rubies and the stones fine 
In all Egipt that she coulde espie. 

And put full the shnne of spicene. 

And let the corse enbaume, and forth she fette 
This dead corse, and in the shnne it shette. 

And next the shrine a pit than doth she grave. 
And all the serpentes that she might have. 

She put hem in that grave, and thus she seid : 

** Now love, to whom my sorowfull herte obeid. 

So ferforthly, that fro that blisfull hour 
Tliat I you swore to ben all freely your, 

I meane you, Antonius my knight. 

That never waking in the day or night. 

Ye nere out of mine hertes remembraunce. 

For wele or wo, for carol e, or for daunce, 

And in my selfe this covenaunt made I tho. 

That right such as ye felten wele or wo, 

As ferforth as it in my power lay, 

Unreprovable vnto my wifehood aye. 

The same would I felen, life or death. 

And thilke covenaunt while me lasteth breath 
I woll fulflil, and that shall well be scene, 

Was never vnto her love a truer queene;” 

And with that word, naked with full good herte. 
Among the serpents in the pit she start. 

And there she chese to have her burying, 

Anone the neders gonne her for to sting, 

And she her death receiueth with good chere. 

For love of Antony that was her so dere. 


And this is stonall, sooth it is no fable s 
Now ere I find a man thus true and stable, 
And woll for love his death so fieely take, 
I pray God let our hedes never ake. 


THE 

LEGEND OF TlSBE OF BABILON. 

At Bahiloine whylome fill it thus, 

The whiche toun the queen Simiramus 
Let dicbenal about, and walles make 
Full hie, of harde tiles well ibake : 

There were dwelling m this noble toun, 

Two lordes, which that weie of gieat lenoun. 
And woneden so nigh vpon a grene, 

That ther nas but a stone wal hem between, 

As oft in great tounes is the wonne : 

And sothe to same, that one man had a sonne. 
Of all that lond one of the lustiest. 

That other bad a doughter, the fairest 
That estward in the world was tho dwelling 5 
The name of evenche, gau to other spring. 

By women that were neighbours aboute. 

For m that countre yet withouten doute, 

Maidenes ben ikept for ielousie 

Ful straite, lest they didden some folie. 

This yonge man was cleped Piramus, 

Thisbe bight the maide, (Naso saith thus) 

And thus by report was hir name ishove, 

That as they woxe in age, so woxe hir love : 

And certaine, as by reason of hir age, 

Ther might have ben betwixt hem manage, 

But that hir fathers nolde it nat assent, 

And bothe in love ilike sore they brent. 

That none of all hir friendes might it lette, 

But pnvely sometime yet they mette 
By sleight, and spaken some of hir desire. 

As wne the glede and hotter is the fire. 

Forbid a love, and it is ten times so wode. 

This wal, which that bitwixt hem both stode. 
Was cloven atwo, right fro the top adoun, 

Of old time, of his foundatioun, 

But yet this clift was so narrow and lite 
It was nat scene, dere inough a mite, 

But what IS that, that love cannot espie ? 

Ye lovers two, if that I shall not he. 

Ye founden first this little narrow clifc. 

And with a sound, as soft a*: any shrift, 

They let hir wordes through the clifte pace. 
And tolden, while that they stoden in the place, 
All hir complaint of love, and all hir wo, 

At every time whan they durst so. 

On that one side of the wall stood he, 

And on that other side stood Tisbe, 

The sweet sonne of other to receive, 

And thus hir wardems would they disceive, 

And every daie this wall they would threte. 

And wish to God that* it were doun ibete. 

Thus wold they sain, Alas, thou wicked waJ^ 
Through thiue enuie thou vs lettest all, 

Why nilt thou cleave, or fallen all atwo. 

Or at the least, but thou wouldest so, 

Yet wouldest thou but ones let vs mete. 

Or ones that we might kissen swete, 

Than were we cured of our cares cold, 

But nathdesse, yet be we to thee hold. 
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In as much as thou suffie&t for to "one. 

Our words through thy lime and thy stone. 
Yet ought we with thee ben well apaid,'* 

And whan these idle wordes weien sa.d, 

The cold wall they woulden kisse of stone, 

And take hir leave, and torth they wulden gone. 
And this was gladly m the eventide, 

Or wonder erly, least men it espide. 

And long time they wrought m this manere. 

Till on a day, whan Phebus gan to clere, 

Aurora with the stremes of her hete, 

Had dned vp the dew of heibes wete. 

Unto this clift, as it was wont to be, 

Come Piramus, and after come Tisbe, 

And plighten trouthe fullv in hir faie, 

That like same night to steale awaie, 

And to beguile hir wardeins eveiychone. 

And forth out of the citie for to gone, 

And for the fieldes ben so brode and w ide, 

For to mete m o place at o tide, 

They set markes, hir meetings should be 
Theie king Ninus was graiien, vnder a tree, 

Foi old pamems, that idolles hened, 

Useden tho in fields to ben buried, 

And fast by his grave was a well. 

And shortely of this tale for to tell. 

This couenaunt vras affirmed wonder fast, 

And long hem thought that the Sunne la\t, 

That it nere gone vnder the sfc e adoun. 

This Tisbe hath so great affectioun. 

And so great liking Piramus to see. 

That whan she saw her time might be, 

At night she stale away full prively, 

With her face iwimpled subtelly, 

For all her fnends (for to save her trouth) 

She hath forsake alas, and that is routb, 

That ever woman wo aide be so trew. 

To trusten man, but she the bet him knew: 

And to the tree she goeth a full good pace, 

For love made her so haidy in this case. 

And by the well adoun she gan her dresse, 

Alas, than commeth a wild lionesse 
Out of the wood, withouten more arrest. 

With bloody mouth, strangling of a beast, 

To drinken of the well there as she sat, 

And whan that Tisbe had espied that. 

She rist her vp, with a full drery herte, 

And in a caue, with dreadfull foot she start. 

For by the Moone she saw it well withall. 

And as she ran, her wimple let she fall. 

And toke none hede, so sore she was a whaped, 
And eke so glad that she was escaped. 

And that she sat, and lurketh wonder still : 
Whan that this lionesse hath dronke her fill. 
About the well gan she for to wind, 

And right anon the wimple gan she find. 

And with her bloody mouth it all to rent, 

Whan this was done, no lenger she ne stent. 

But to the wood her way than hath she nome. 

And at the last this Piramus is come. 

But all too long (alas) at home was hee, 

The Moone shone, men might well isee. 

And in his way, as that he come full fiist, 

His eyen to the giound adoun he cast, 

And in the sonde, as he beheld adoun, 

He saw the steppes brode of a lioun, 

And m his herte he suddamly agrose, 

And pale he wext, therwith his herte arose, 

And nere he came, and found the wimple tome, 
Alas” (quod he) “ the day that I was borne, 
VOL. 1. 


This 0 night woll both vs lovers 6lee, 

How should I abken mercy of Tsbee, 

Whan I am he that have you slaine, alas. 

My bidding hath you slaine in this caas, 

, Alas to bidde a v. Oman gone fay night 

■ In place thcreas perill fallen might, 

And I so blow, alas I ne had be 

Here in this place, a furlong way e*e yv, 

, Now what lion that is m this furrost, 

' My body mote he rente, or what beast 
, That wild is, guawea mote he mine herte,’’ 

' And with that word he to the Wtmpie start, 
i And hibt it oft, and wept ou it full sore, 

' And said, “ Wiinple, alas, there nis no more, 

I But thou shalt f eele as well the blood of me, 
i As thou hast felt the bleeding of Tisbe:” 

{ And with that word he smote him to the herte, 
The blood out of the wound as broad start. 

As water, whan the conduit broken is. 

Now Tisbe, wh»ch that w,st nat tlnS, 

But sitting in her drede, she thought thus, 

“ If It so fall out that my Piramus 
Be comen hither, and may me nat ifind. 

He may me holden false, and eke vnkmd,” 

And out she commeth, and after him gan espien, 
Both with her herte, and with her eien, 

And thought, I woll him tellen of my drede, 

■ Both of the lionesse and of my dede.” 

And at the last her love than hath she found, 
Beating with his heeles on the ground. 

All bloody, and therewithal! abacke she start, 

' And like the wawes, quappe gan her herte, 

And pale as boxe she woxe, and in a throw 
Avised her, and gan him well to know. 

That it was Piramus her herte dere. 

Who could write which e a deadly chere 
Hath Tisbe now, and how her haire she rent. 

And how she gan her selfe to turment. 

And how she lieth and swouneth on the ground, 
And how she wept of teares fall his wound. 

How medleth she his blood with her complaint. 
How with her blood her selven gan she paint. 

How clippeth she the red corse, alas, 

How doth this wofull Tisbe in this caas, 

How kisseth she his frosty mouth so cold: 

“ WTio hath don this ^ and who hath ben so bold 
To sleen my lefe ^ o speake Piramus, 

I am thy Tisbe, that thee calleth thus,” 

And therwithall she lifteth vp his head. 

This wofull man that was nat fully dead, 

Whan that be heid the name of Tisbe crien. 

On her he cast his heavy deadly eyen. 

And doun againe, and yeeldeth vp the ghost. 

Tisbe rist vp, without noise or host. 

And saw her wimple and his empty sheath, 

And eke his swerd, that him hath done to death. 
Than spake she thus, ** Thy woful hand” (qnod she 

Is strong ynough in such a werke to me. 

For love shall yeve me strength and bardinesse. 
To make my wound large ynough I gesse, 

I woll thee foUowen dead, and I woll be 
Felaw, and cause eke of tby death,” (quod she) 

“ And though that nothing save the death only. 
Might thee fro me depart trewly. 

Thou shalt no more departe now fro me 
Than fro the death, for I woll go with thee. 

“ And now ye wretched jelous fathers our^ 

We that weren whylome children your, 

We praien you, withouten more enuie. 

That m o grave we moten lie, 

X 
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Sens love hatn brought vs to this pitous end, 
And right wise God, to every lover send, 

That loveth trewly, more prosperite 
Than ever had Piramus and Tisbe, 

And let no gentill woman her assare. 

To putten her in such an aventure, 

But God forbid but that a woman can 
Ben as tnie and loving as a man. 

And for my part I shall anon it kithe 
And with that word, his swerde she tooke swlthe, 
That warme was of her loves blood, and hote, 
And to the herte she her selven smote. 

And thus are Tisbe and Piramus ago, 

Of true men I find but few mo 
In all my bookes, save this Piramus, 

And therefoie have I spoken of him thus ; 

For it is deintie to vs men to find 
A man that can in love be true and kind. 

Here may ye seene, what lover so he be, 

A woman dare, and can as well as he. 


THE LEGEND OF DIDO, 

QUEEWE OF CARTAGE. 

Glory and honour, 'Virgile Mantuan, 

Be to thy name, and 1 shall as I can 
Follow thy lanteme, as thou goest beforne. 

How Eneas to Dido was forswome. 

In thme Eneide, and Naso woll I take 
The tenour and the great effects make. 

Whan Troy brought was to destruction 
By Grekes sleight, and namely by Sinon, 
Fsdning the horse offred vnto IVTinerue, 

Thrugh which that many a Troian must sterve, 
And Hector bad after his death apered. 

And fire so wood, it might nat ben stered. 

In all the noble toure of Ilion, 

That of the citie was the cheefe dungeon. 

And all the country was so low ybrought. 

And Pnamus the king fordone and nought, 

And Eneas was charged by Venus 
To fiien away, he tooke Ascanius 
That was his son, in his right hand and fled. 
And on his backe he bare and with him led 
His old father, cleped Anchises, 

And by the way his wife Creusa he lees, 

And mokell sorrow had he in bis mind, 

Ere that he coulde his fellawship find : 

But at the last, whan he had hem found, 

He made him redy in a certaiue stound, 

And to the sea full fast he gan him hie, 

And sailetb forth with all his companie 
Towards Itaile, as would destinee: 

But of his aventures m the see, 

Nis nat to purpose for to speke of here, 

For it accordeth nat to my matere* 

But as I said, of him and of Dido 
Shall be my tale, till that I have do. 

So long he sailed in the salt see, 

Till in Libie vnneth amued he. 

So was he with the tempest all to shake, 

And whan that he the haven had itake, 

He had a knight was called Achatees, 

And him of aU his fellowship he chees. 

To gone With him, the country for tespie, 

He tooke with him no more companie, 


But foith they gon, and left his ships ride, 

His feere and he, withouten any guide. 

So long he walketh in this wildernesse, 

Till at the last he met an hunteresse, 

A bow in bond, and an owes had she. 

Her clothes cutted were vnto the knee, 

But she was yet the fairest creature 
That ever was iformed by natnie, 

And Eneas and Achates she gret, 

And thus she to hem spake, whan she hem met. 

“ Saw ye” (quod she) ‘‘ as ye han walked wide 
Any of my sustren walke you beside. 

With any wild bore or other beast. 

That they have hunted into this fonest, 

Itucked vp with arrowes in her caas ?” 

“ Nay sothly lady” (quod this Eneas) 

But by thy beautie, as it thinketh me, 

Thou mightest never y earthly woman be, 

But Phebus suster art thou, as 1 gesse. 

And if so be that thou be a goddesse, 

Have mercy on our labour and our wo.'* 

“ I nam no goddesse soothly” (quod she tho) 
For maidens walken m this country here. 

With arrows and with bow, in this manere : 

This is the realme of Libie there ye been. 

Of which that Dido lady is and queen,” 

And shortly told all the occasion 
Why Dido came into that region, 

Of which as now me listeth nat to rime. 

It nedeth nat, it nere but losse of time, 

For this is all and some, it was Venus 
His owne mother, that spake with him thus, 

And to Cartage she bade he should him digbt. 

And vanished anon out of his sight. 

I could follow word for word Vergile, 

But it would lasten all to long while. 

This noble queen, that cleped was Dido, 

That whylom was the wife of Sicheo, 

That fairei was than the bright Sunne, 

This noble toun of Carthage hath begunne, 

In which she reigneth in so great honour. 

That she was hold of all queues flour, 

Of gentillesse, of freedome, and of beaute, 

That well was him that might her ones se. 

Of kings and loides so desired. 

That all the world her beautie had ifired, 

She stood so well in every wights grace. 

Whan Eneas was come vnto the place. 

Unto the maister temple of all the toun. 

There Dido was m her deuotioun. 

Full prively his way than hath he nome ; 

Whan he was in the large temple come, 

I cannot saine, if that it be possible. 

But Venus had him maked invisible, 

Thus sayth the booke, withouten any lees. 

And whan this Eneas and Achates 
Hadden m this temple ben over all. 

Than found they depainted on a wall, 

How Troy and all the land destroyed wa^ 

Alas that I was borne” (quod Eneas) 

" Through the world our shame is kid so wide, 

' Now it is painted vpon every side : 

We that weren in prosperite, 

Ben now disclaundred, and m such degre, 

No lenger for to liven I ne kepe,” 

And with that word he brast out for to wepe, 

So tenderly that routh it was to seene. 

This fresh lady, of the citie queen, 

Stood in the temple, in her estate roialJ, 

So richely, 'and eke sofeire withall. 
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So yong, so lustie, with her ej^en glade, 

That if that God that Hea\en and yearth made, 
Would have a love, for beauty and goodnesse, 
And womanhede, trouth, and semelinesse. 
Whom should he loven but this lady swete ? 
There nis no woman to him halfe so mete : 
Foitune, that hath the world in govemauncs, 
Hath sodamly brought in so new a chaunce, 
That never was there yet so frened a caas. 

For all the companv of Eneas, 

Which that we wend have lorne m the see. 
Arrived is nought ferre fro that citec, 

For which the greatest of his lords, some 
By aventure ben to the citie come 
Unto that same temple for to seke 
The queene, and of hir socour her beseke, 

Such renomc w as ther sprung of her goodnes. 

And whan they had tolde all hir distresse. 

And all hir tempest and all hir hard caas, 

Unto the queene appeared Eneas 
And openly beknew that it was he. 

Who had joy than, but his meine. 

That hadden found hir lord, hir govemour 

The queue saw they did him such honour. 
And had heard of Eneas, ere tho, 

And m her herte had routb and wo. 

That ever such a noule man as he 
Shall ben dishei ited in such degre, 

And saw the man, that be was like a knight. 

And suffisaunt of person and of might, 

And like to ben a very gentilman, 

And well his woids he beset can, 

And had a noble visage for the nones, 

And formed well of brawue and of bones, 

And after Venus had such fairenesse, 

That no man might be halfe so faire I gesse, 
And well a lord him semed for to be, 

And for he was a strannger, somewhat she 
Liked him the bet, as God doe bote. 

To some folke often new thing is sote, 

Anon her herte bath pitee of hiS wo. 

And with pitie, love came also, 

And thus for pitie and for gentilnesse, 

Refreshed must he ben of his distiesse. 

She said, certes, that she sorry was. 

That he bath had such penll and such caas. 
And m her friendly speech, in this manere 
She to. him spake, and sayd as ye may here. 

Be ye nat Venus sonne and Anchises, 

In good faith, all the worship and encrees 
That I may goodly done you, ye shall have, 
Your ships and your meine shall I save,” 

And many a gentle word she spake him to. 

And commaunded her messengers to go 
The same day withouten any faile 
His ships for to seeke and hem vitaile, 

Full many a beast she to the ships sent, 

And with the wine she gan hem to present, 

And to her roiall paleis she her sped. 

And Eneas she alway with her led- 
What nedeth yon the feastes to discrive. 

He never better at ease was in live, 

Full was the feast of deinties and nebesse. 

Of instruments, of song, and of gladnesse, 

And many an amorous looking and devise. 

This Eneas is come to Paradise 
Out of the swolowe of Hell and thus in joy 
Remembreth him of his estate in Troy, 

To dauncing chambers full of paraments, 

Of rich beds, and of pavements, 


This Eneas is ieddu after the meat. 

And with the queene whan that he had scat. 

And spices parted, and the wine agon. 

Unto his chamber was he Jad anon 
To take hiS ea^e, and for to lave his rest 
Witn all his folke, to done what so him lest, 

Tncr nas comber well ibndled none, 

Ne stedefor the justing well to gone, 

Ne laige palfrey, easie for the nones^ 

Ne lew ell fret full of neb stones 
Ne sackes full of gold, of large wight, 

Ne ruble none tnat sbineth by n’ght, 

Ne gentill haaten fankon herconere, 

Ne hound for hart, wild bore, or dere, 

Ne enp of gold, with florems new ibette. 

That m tne lond of Libie may ben gette, 

Tliat Dido ne hath Eneas it isent. 

And all is payed, what that he hath spent 
Thus can this honorable queue her gests call, 

As she that can m freedome passen all. 

Eneas «othly eke, without lees. 

Hath «-ent to his shippe by Achates 
After his sonne, and after nch things. 

Both scepter, clothes, broches, and eke rings, 
Some for to wcare, and some to present 
To her, that all these noble things him sent, 

And bad his sonne how that he should make 
The presenting, and to the queue it take* 

Repaired is this Achates againe. 

And Eneas full blisfuU is and faine, 

To beene his yong sonne Ascanius, 

For to him it was reported thus, 

That Cupido, that is the god of lore. 

At prayer of his mother high above. 

Had the likenesse of the child itake. 

This noble queene enamoured for to make 
On Eneas : but of that scripture 
Be as be may, I make of it no cure, 

But soth is this, the queen hath made such chere 
Unto this child, that wonder was to here, 

And of the present that his father sent, 

She thanked him oft in good entent. 

Thus is this queen in pleasaunce and joy, 

With all these new lustie folke of Troy, 

And of the deeds hath she more enquired 
Of Eneas, and all the story lered 
Ot Troy, and all the long day they tway 
Entendeden for to speake and for to play, 

Of which there gan to breden such a fire, 

That silly Dido hath now such desire 
With Eneas her new guest to deale. 

That she lost her hew and eke her heale. 

Now to theffect, now to the fruit of all. 

Why I have told this story, and tellep shall. 

Thus I begin, it fell vpon a night. 

Whan that the Mope vpreised had her light. 

This noble queene vnto her rest went. 

She sighed sore, and gon her selfe tourment. 

She walketh, walowetb, and made many brayd, 

As done these lovers, as 1 have heard sayd, 

And at the last, mto her suster Anne 
She made her mone, and right thus spake she than* 
Now dere suster mine, what may it be 
That me agasteth in my dreme” (quod she) 

« This like new Troian is so m my thought. 

For that me thinketh he is so weil iwrought. 

And eke so likely to ben a man. 

And therwith so mikell good he cai^ 

That all my love and life lieth in his cur^ 

Have ye nat heard him tell his aventure ? 
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“ Now certes Anne, if that ye rede me, 

I well fame to him iwedded be. 

This IS the effect, what should I more seme. 

In him lieth all, to do me live or deinc.’^ 

Her suster Anne, as she that coud her good. 
Said as her thought, and somdele it withstood, 
But hereof was so Jong a semionmg, 

It were to long to make reheaising: 

But finally, it may not be withstood e, 

Love woll love, for no wight woU it wonde. 

The dawning vp rist out of the see, 

This amorous quene chaigeth her meine, 

The nettes dresse, and speres brode and kene. 

In hunting woll this lustie fresh quene. 

So pricketh her this new jolly wo. 

To horse is all her lustie folke igo, 

Unto the com t the houndes ben ibromrht, 

And vp on courser swift as any thought. 

Her yong knights heven all about, 

And of her women eke an huge rout, 

Upon a thicke palfray, papei white, 

With saddle redde, embrouded w ith delite, 

Of gold the barres, vp enbossed high. 

Sate Dido, all m gold and peirey wrigh. 

And she is faire as is the bright morrow, 

That healeth sicke folkes of nights sorrow : 

Upon a courser, startling as the fire. 

Men might toume him with a little wirei 

But Eneas, like Phebus to devise. 

So was he fresh arrayed in his wise, 

The fomie bridle, with the bitte of gold, 
Governeth he right as himselfe hath wonld, 

And forth this noble queene, this lady ride 
On hunting, with this Troian by her side. 

The herd of hartesfounden is anon, 

With “ Hey go bet, pricke thou, let gon let gon. 
Why mil the lion comen or the beare, 

That I might him ones meten with this spear,’' 
Thus same this yong folke, and vp they kill 
The wild hartes, and have hem at hir will. 

Emong all this, to lomblen gan the Heven, 
The thunder roiod with a giisly steven, 

Doun come the ram, with haile and sleet so fast, 
With Heavens fire, that made so sore agast 
This noble queene, and also her meine. 

That eche of hena was glad away to file. 

And shortly, fro the tempest her to save, 

She fled her selfe into a little cave. 

And with her went this Eneas also, 

1 not with hem if there went any mo. 

The authour maketh of it no mention : 

And here began the deepe afiection 
Betwixt hem two, this was the first morrow 
Of her gladnesse, and ginning of her sorrow, 

Por there hath Eneas ikneled so, 

And told her all his hurt and all his wo, 

And sworne so deepe to her to be true. 

For wele or wo, and ehaunge for no new. 

And as a false lover so well can plame, 

That silly Dido rewed on his paine, 

And toke him for husbond, and became his wife 
For evermore, while that hem last life, 

And after this whan that the tempest stent 
With mirth out as they came, home they went. 
The wicked fame vp rose, and that anon, 

How Eneas hath with the queene igon 
Into the cave, and demed as hem list : 

And whan the ting (that Yarbas bight) it wist, 
As he that had her loved ever his life, 

And woed her to have her to his wife, 


Such sorrow as he hath maked, and such chere. 

It is a routh and pitie for to here. 

But as in love, alday it happeth so, 

That one shall laughen at anothers wo, 

Now laughed Eneas, and is in joy, 

And more nchesse than ever was m Troy. 

O silly woman, full of innocence. 

Full of pitie, of truth, and continence, 

What maked you to men to trusten so ^ 

Have ye such louth vpon hir famed wo. 

And have such old ensamples you befome ? 

See ye nat all how they ben forswome, 

Where see ye one, that he ne hath laft his lefe. 

Or ben vnkind, oi done her some mischefe. 

Or pilled her or hosted of his dede, 

Ye may as well it scene, as ye may lede. 

Take hedc now of this great gcntilman, 

ThiS Tioian, that so well hei please can, 

That faineth him so true and obeising, 

So gentill, and sopnvie of his domg, 

And can so well done all hiS obeysaunce 
To her, at feasts and at daunce, 

And whan she goeth to temple, and home aga*ti, 
And fasten till he hath his lady sein, 

And bearen m his devises for her sake. 

Not I nat what, and songs w'ould he make, 

Justen, and done of armes many things, 

Send her letters, tokens, brooches, and nngs. 

Now herkneth how he shal his lady serve : 

There as he was in peril I for to steivc 
For hunger and for mischefe in the see. 

And desolate, and fled fro his countree. 

And all his folke with tempest all to driven, 

She hath her body and eke her realme yeven 
Into his bond, there she might have been 
Of other land than of Cartage a queen, 

And lived m joy inough, wdiat would ye more. 

This Eneas, that hath thus deepe iswore. 

Is weaiie of his craft wnthin a throw, 

The hote earnest is all overblow, 

And pnvely he doeth his ships dight, 

And shapeth him to steale aw'ay by night. 

This Dido hath suspection of this. 

And thought well that it was al amis, 

For in bis bed he lieth a night and siketb, 

She asketh him anon, what him mishketh, 

“ My dere herte which that I love most.” 

“ Certes” (quod he) “ this night my fathers ghost 
Hath in my slepe me so sore tourmented, 

And eke Meicury his message hath presented. 
That needes to the conquest of Itaile 
My destiii.e is soone for to saile, 

For wb'ch me thinketh, brosten is mine herte:” 
Therwitb his false teares out they start, 

And taketh her within his armes two. 

“ Is that m earnest” (quod she) “ woll ye so, 
Have ye nat swome, to wife me to take, 

Alas, what woman woll ye of me make ? 

I am a gentlewoman, and a queen, 

Ye woll not fro your wife thus foule fleen, 

That I was home alas, what shall I do ?” 

To tellen m short, this noble queen Dido 
She seeketh ballowes, and doth sacrifise, 

She kneeleth, crieth, that routh is to devise, 
Coniureth him, and profereth him to be 
His thrall, his servaunt, in the best degre, 

She falleth him to foot, and sowneth there, 
Dischenile with her bright gilt heere, ' 

And sayth, Have mercy, let me with you lide, 
These lordes, whick that wonnen me beside. 
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Woll me destroyen only for your sake : 

And ye vroU me dot? to nife take, 

As ye have swome, than wr,U I yeve you leve 
To slaen me with your svrerd now son^ at eve, 

For thau yet shall I dien as your u ife, 

I am with child, and yevemy child his life, 
Mercv’’ lord, have pitie in your thought ” 

But all this th ng availeth her right nought, 

And as a traitour forthe gaa to sade 
Toward the large countrey of Itade, 

And thus hath he laft Dido in \vo and pine. 

And wedded there a ladie hight Lavine, 

A cloth he laft, and eke his sword standing, 

Whan he fro D'do stale in her sleeping. 

Bight at her beds head, so gan be hie, 

Whan that he stale away to his nauie. 

Which cloth, whan sillie Dido gan awake. 

She hath it kist full oft for his sake. 

And said, “ O sweet cloth, while Jupiter it lest, 
Take my soule, vnbind me of this vnrest, 

I have fulfilled of fortune all the course,” 

And thus alas, wrtbouten his socourse, 

Twentie time iswouned hath she than, 

And whan that she veto her suster Anne 
Complained had, of which I may not write, 

So gieat louth I have it for to endite, 

And bad hei nonce and her sustren gone 
To fetchen fiie, and other things anone, 

And sayd that she would saciifie, 

And whan she might her time w ell aspie. 

Upon the fire of saenfite she start, 

And with his sword she rote her to the herte: 

But as mine authour saith, yet this she seidc, 

Or she was hurt, beforae or she deide. 

She wrote a letter anon, and thus began. 

“ Right so” (quod she) ** as the white swan 
Ayenst his death beginneth for to sing. 

Right so to you I make my complaining. 

Not that I trow to gotten you agame. 

For well I wrote it is all in vaine. 

Sens that the gods ben contrarious to me, 

But sin my name is lost through you” (quod she) 
“ I may well lese a word on you or letter, 

Albeit I shall be never the better. 

For thilke wind that blew your ship away. 

The same wind hath blow away your fay,” 

But who so woll all this letter have in mind, 

Rede Ovide, and m him he shall it find. 
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Thou root of false lovers, duke Jason, 

Thou sleer, devourer, and confusion 
Of gentlewomen, gentle creatures. 

Thou madest thy reclaiming and thy lures 
To ladies of thy scathliche apparaunce. 

And of thy words farsed with pleasaunce. 

And of thy famed trouth, and thy manere, 

With thine obeisaunce and humble chere. 

And with thine counterfeited paine and wo, 

There other falsen one, thou falsed two, 

O oft swore thou that thou wouldest die 
For love, whan thou ne feltest maladie^ 

Save foule delite, which thou callest love, 

If that I live, thy name shall be shove 
In English, that thy deceit shall be know, 

Have at thee Jason^ now thine honor is blow, 


.SOI* 

But certc , it is both routli and vo* 

Tnnt with fal^e lovers werketb so, 

F^r fiipy chail ha.'se well hettei io^'c and cheu* 
Dian I;*' l^at hai’i bought love full dere. 

Or had in ann > many a blood>e boxe, 

For ever as tcr.c>r a canon eateth the foxe, 

Tliough '.e be fals, and hath the fon^e b'^traied. 

As shall t.'‘e ^nod man that therefore paied. 
Although he ha^'e to the capon cki.l and right. 

The false foxe woll have b s part at n g’lt. 

On Jason this ea«amp!e *s well jqeeae. 

By Hips'ph'Ie and iledca the quesne. 

In Tucssabe, as Ovide tel’eth vs. 

There wa!> a kn ght, that bight Pereas, 

That had a brothei, w Is cli tiiat h glit Esoii, 

And whan for age he m»cht vancthcb gon, 

He yaie to Peleus the governing 

Of al lirs reign, and made hrm Icrd and king, 

Of wrhich Eson, this Jason getten was. 

That in h.s time m all that land there nas 
Nat such a famous knight of gentillessc, 

Of freedome, of strengtli, and of lustmesse. 

After biS fathers death he bare him so. 

That there nas none that list ben his fo, 

But did him all honour and companie. 

Of which this Peleus hath great envie, 

Imagining, that Jason might be 
Enbautised so, and put in such degre. 

With love of lordes of bis regioun. 

That from his reigne be may be put adoiin, 

And in h s wit a night compassed he 
How Jason might best destroyed be, 

Withouten slaunder of bis compasment : 

Aud at the last he tooke avisement, 

That to send him into some ferre countre, 

Theie as this Jason may destroyed be. 

This was his wit, all made lie to Jason 
Great chere of looke, and of affection, 

For drede least his lords it espide. 

So fell It, as fame ronneth wide. 

There was such tiding over all, and such loo^, 

That in an isic, that called w'as Colcos, 

Beyond Troy eastward in the see. 

That there was a ram, that men might see-. 

That had a flees of gold, that shone so br gbt, 

That no where was there such another sight, 

But it was kept alway with a dragonn. 

And many other marvailes vp and doun. 

And with two buls maked all of bras, 

That spitten fire, and much thing there was. 

But this was eke the tale nathelees. 

That who so would winnen thilke flees. 

He must both, or he it winnen might. 

With the buls and the dragon fight. 

And king Otes lord was of that isle. 

This Peleus bethought vpoii this while. 

That be his nephew Jason would exhort. 

To sailen to that lond, him to disport, 

And sayd, “ Nephew, if it might bee, 

That such worship might fall thee. 

That thou this famous treasure might win. 

And bring it my region w'ithin. 

It were to me great pleasaunce and honour, 

Than were I hold to quite thy labour, 

And all thy costes I woll my selfe make. 

And chose what folke thou Volt with thee take. 

Let see now, darste thou taken this voyage.” 

Jason was yong, and histie of corage. 

And vndertooke to done this like emprise, 

Anon Argus his sl?ips gam devise. 



CHAUCER^S POEMS. 


310 

With Jason went the strong Hercules, 

And many another, that he with him ches, 

But who so asketh, who is with him gon, 

Let him rede Argonanticon, 

Por he woU tell a tale long ynough. 

Philot'tetes anon the sailc vp drough. 

Whan the wind was good, and gan him hie 
Out of his countrey, called Thessahe, 

So long they say led in the salt see. 

Till m the isle of Lemnon amved bee, 

All be this nat rehearsed of Guido, 

Yet saieth Ovide in his Epistles so, 

And of this isle lady was and queue, 

The faire yong Hipsiphile the shene, 

That whylom Thoas doughter was the king. 

Hipsiphile was gone in her playing. 

And rommg on the clevis by the see. 

Under a banke anone espied she 
Where lay the ship, that Jason gan amve: 

Of her goodnesse adoune she sendeth blive. 

To weten, if that any straunge wight 
With tempest thlder were iblow anight. 

To done him succour, as was her vsaunce, 

To furtheren every wight, and done pleasaunce 
Of very bountie, and of courtesie. 

This messenger adoune him gan to hie. 

And found Jason and Hercules also. 

That in a cogge to bnd were igo. 

Hem to refreshen, and to take the aire. 

The mormng attempre was and faire, 

And in hir way this messenger hem mette, 

Full cunningly these loides two he grette, 

And did his message, asking hem anon 
If that they were broken, or ought wo begon, 

Or had need of lodesmen or vitaile, 

For succour they should nothing fhile, 

For it was vtterly the queenes will. 

Jason answerde meekely and still: 

My lady*' (quod he) ** thanke I hertely 
Of her goodnesse, vs aeedeth truly 
nothing as now, but that we weary he, 

And come for to play out of the see, 

Till that the wind be better in our way.” 

This lady rometh by the cliffe to play 
With her meine, endlong the strand, 

And findeth this Jason and this other stond 
In speaking of this thing, as I you told. 

7^ Hercules and Jason gan behold 
How that the queen it was, and faire her gretc, 
Anone right as they with this lady mete, 

And she tooke heed, and knew by hir manerc, 
By hir array, by wordes, and by chere. 

That it were gentill men of great degree. 

And to the castle with her leadeth she 
These strange fplk, and doth hem great honour, 
And asketh hem of travaile and of labour 
That they have suSred in the salt see. 

So that within a day two or three 

She knew by' the folke that in his ships be. 

That it was Jason full of renomee, 

And Hercules, that had the great loos. 

That soughten the aventures of Colcos, 

And did hem honour more than before. 

And with hem dealed ever longer the more, 

For they ben worthy folke witbouten lees, 

And namely'most she spake with Hercules, 

To him her herte bare, he should be 
Sadde, wise, and true, of words avisee, 
Witbouten any other affection 
Of love, or any other imagination* 


This Hercules hath this Jason praised, 

That to the Sunne he hath it vp raised. 

That halfe so true a man there nas of love 
Under the cope of Heaven, that is above, 

*4nd he was wise, hardie, secret, and riche. 

Of these iii points, there nas none him liche. 

Of freed ome passed he, and lustie head, 

All tho that liven, or ben dead. 

Thereto so great a gentill man was he. 

And of Thessalie likely king to be. 

There nas no lacke, but that he was agast 
To love, and for to speake shamefast. 

Him had lever himselfe to murder and die. 

Than that men should a lover him espie, 

As would God that 1 had lyeve 
My blood and flesh, so that I might live 
With the bones, that he had aught where a wife 
For his estate, for such a lustie life 
She shoulden lede with this lustie knight. 

And all th'S was compassed on the night 
Betwixt him Jason, and this Hercules, 

Of these two here was a shreud lees, 

To come to house vpon an innocent, 

For to bedote this queene was bir entent : 

And Jason is as coy as is a maid, 

He looketh pitously, but naught he sayd 
But freely yave he to her counsajlers 
Yefts great, and to her officers, 

As would God that I leaser had and time. 

By processe, all his wrong for to rime; 

But m this house, if any false lover be, 

Right as himselfe now doth, right so did he. 
With faining, and with every subtill dede. 

Ye get no more of me, but ye woll rede 
Thonginall, that telleth all the caas, 

The sooth is this, that Jason wedded was 
Unto this queene, and tooke of hor substaunce 
What so him list, vnto his purveyaunce, 

And vpon her begate children two, 

And drough his saile, and saw her never mo : 

A letter sent she him certaine. 

Which weie too long to wnten and to saine. 

And him repioveth of his great vntrouth. 

And praieth him on her to have some routh, 

And on his children two, she sayd him this. 
That they be like of all thing iwis 
To Jason, save they couth nat beguile. 

And prayd God, or it were long while. 

That she that had his herte ireft her fro, 

Must finden him vntrue also : 

And that she must both her children spill, 

And all tbo that suffreth him his will : 

And true to Jason was she all her life. 

And ever kept her chast, as for his wife, 

Ne never had she joy at her harte, 

But died for his love of sorrowes smart. 

To Colcos come is this duke Jason, 

That IS of love devourer and dragon. 

As mature appeteth forme alway, 

And from forme to forme it passen may. 

Or as a well that were bottomles. 

Right so can Jason have no pees, 

For to desiren through his appetite, 

To done with gentlewomen his delite, 

This IS his lust, and his felicite, 

Jason is ramed forth to the citic. 

That whylom e cleped was Jasonicos, 

That was the master toune of all Colcos, 

And hath itold the cause of his comming 
Unto Otes, of that countrey king, 
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Praying him that he must done his assay 
To get the fleece of gold* if that he may. 

Of which the king assenteth to his boone, 

And doth him honour, as it is doone, 

So ferforth, that his doughter and his heire, 
Medea, which that was so wise and faire, 

That fairer saw there never man with eie, 

He made her done to Jason companie 
At meat, and sitte by him m the halL 
Now was Jason a seemely man withall, 

And like a loi d, and bad a great renoun, 

And of his looke as royall as a houn, 

And godly of his speech, and fam-llere, 

And coud of love all the craft and art plenere 
Withouten booke, with evenche observaunce, 
And as fortune her ought a foule mischaunce, 
She woxe enamoured vpon this man. 

Jason,’’ (quod she) “ for ought I see or can, 
As of this thing, the which ye ben about^ 

Ye and your selfe ye put in much doiit, 

For who so woll this aventure atcheve. 

He may nat wele asterten as I leve, 

Withouten death, but I his helpe be, 

But nathelesse, it is my will,” (quod she) 

To forthren you, so that ye shall nat die. 

But tumen sound home to your ThessaliC.” 

“ My right lady,” (quod this Jason) “ tho. 
That ye have of my death or my wo 
Any regard, and done me this honour, 

I wot well, that my might, ne my labour, 

May nat deserve it my lives day, 

God thanke you, there I ne can ne may. 

Your man am I, and lowely you beseech 
To ben my helpe, withouten more speech. 

But certes for my death shall I not spare.*^ 

Tho gan this Medea to him declare 
The penll of this case, fro point to point 
Of his batayle, and in what desioint 
He mote stonde, of which no creature 
Save only she, ne might his life assure ; 

And shortly, right to the point for to go. 

They ben accorded folly betwixt hem two. 

That Jason shall her wedde, as true knight, 

And terme yset to come soone at night 
Unto her chambre, and make there his othe 
Upon the goddes, that he for lefe or lothe 
Ne shulde hei never falsen night ne day, 

To ben her husband whyle he live may. 

As she that from his deth hhn saved here. 

And her \pon at night they mete yfere, 

And doth his othe, and gothe with her to bedde, 
And on the morow vpward he him spedde, 

For she hath taught him how he shall nat faile 
The flees to winne, and stinten his bataile. 

And saved him his life, and his honour. 

And gate him a name, as a conquerour. 

Right through the sleight of her enchantment. 
Now bath Jason the flese, and home is went 
With Medea, and treasours fell great wonne, 

But vnwist of her father she is gonne 
To Thessalie, with duke Jason her lefe. 

That afterward hath broght her to mischeife. 

For as a traytour he is ftnm her go, 

And with her left yong children two, 

And falsely hath betraied her, alas, 

And ever in love a chefe traytour he was. 

And wedded yet the thirde wife anon. 

That was the doughter of king Creon, 

This is the meede of loving and guerdon, 

That Medea received ©f duke Jason 
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j Right foi her trouth, and for her kindnesse, 

That loved him better than her selfe I gesse. 

And left her father, and her heritage. 

And of Jason this is the vassalage. 

That in his dayes iias never none yfound 
So false a lover, going on the ground. 

And therfore in her letter thus she said. 

First whan sne of his falsenesse him vpbraid : 

“ Why liked thee my yellow haire to see. 

More than the bounds of mine honestie ? 

Why liked me thy youth and thy fairenesse. 

And of ti.y tong the infinite graciousnesse ^ 

O haddest tnou m thy conquest dead ybe, 

Fnl mikel vntrouth had there diede with thee.*' 
Well can 0\ ide her letter m verse endite. 

Which were as now too long for to write. 


THE 

LEGEyn OF LVCRECE OF ROME. 

Now mote 1 same thexiling of kings 
Of Rome, for hir horrible doings 
Of the last king Tarqumius, 

As saith Ovid, and Titus Liuivs, 

But for that cause tell I nat this stone, 

But for to praysen, and drawen in memorie 
The very wife, the very Lucresse, 

That for her wifehood, and her stedfastnesse, 
Nat only that the painems her commend. 

But that cleped is in our legend 

The great Austyn, that hath compassionn 

Of this Lucrece that starfe m Rome toun, 

And in what wise I woll but shortly treat. 

And of this thing I touch but the great 

When Ardea besieged was about 
With Romanes, that full stem© were and stout. 
Full long lay the siege, and little wroughten, 

So that they were b^fe idle, as hem thoughten, 
And m his play Tarquinius the yong, 

Gan for to yape, for he was light of tong. 

And said, that “ it was an idle life, 

No man did there no more than his wife. 

And let vs speke of wives that is best, 

Praise every man his owne as him lest, 

And with our speech let vs ease our herte.” 

A knight (that hight Collatin) vp stert. 

And sayd thus, ‘‘ Nay, sir, it is no nede 
To trowen on the word, but on the dede : 

I have a wife,” (quod he) “ that as I trow 
Is holden good of all that ever her know-. 

Go we to Rome to night, and we shull see.” 
Tarquinius answerde, << That liketh mee.** 

To Rome they be comen, and fast hem dight 
To Colatms house, and downe they light, 
Tarquinius, and eke this Colatme, 

The husbond knew the efters well and fine, 

And full pnvely into the house they gone. 

Nor at the gate porter was there none. 

And at the chamber dore they abide : 

This noble wife sate by her beds side 
Uischeueled, for no mallice she ne thought. 

And soft wooll sayth liuie, that she wrought^ 
To kepe her from slouth and idlenessc, 

And bad hei servaunts done hir businesse, 

And asketb hem, “ What tidings heren ye > 

' How sayth men of the acge, bow shall it be ? 
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God would the wals were fallen adoim. 

Mine husbond is too long out of this toun. 

Far which drede doth me sore to smert. 

Bight as a sword it stmgeth to mine herte, 

Whan I thinke on this or of that place, 

God save my lord, I pray him for his grace:” 

And therwithall so tenderly she gan weepe, 

And of her werke she tooke no more keepe, 

But tneekely she let her eyen fall. 

And thilke semblant sate her well withall, 

And eke her teares'full of heavinesse, 

Embelessed her wifely chastnesse. 

Her countenannce is to her herte digne, 

For they acordeden in deed and signe. 

And with that word her hnsbond Collatin, 

Or she of him was ware, came startling in. 

And said, Drede thee nat, for 1 am here,” 

And she anone vp rose, with blisfull chere, 

And kissed him, as of wives is the wonne. 

Tarquinius, this proud kings sonne 
Conceived hath her beautie and her chcie, 

Her yellow haire, her bountie, and her manere. 

Her hew, her words, that she hath complained, 

And by no craft her beautie was nat fained. 

And caught to this lady such desire, 

That in his herte he brent as any fire. 

So woodly, that bis wit was all forgotten. 

For well thought he she should nat be gotten, 

And aye the more he was in dispaire. 

The more coveiteth, and thought her faire, 

Hs blind lust was all his coveiting. 

On morrow, whan the bird began to sing, 

Vri* j the siege he cnmmeth full prively. 

And by himselfe he walketh soberly, 

The image ot her recording alway new, 

Thus lay her hair, and thus fresh was her hew, 
Thus sate, thus span, this was her chere, 

Thus fair she was, and this was her manere : 

All this conceit his herte hath new itake, 

And as the see, with tempest all to shake. 

That after whan the stoime is all ago, 

Yet woll the water qnappe a day or two, 

Eaght so, though that her forme were absent, 

The pleasannce of her forme was present, 

But nathelesse, nat pleasannce, but delite. 

Or an vnnghtfull talent with dispite, 

For maugre her, she shall my lemman be : 

Hap helpeth hardy man alway,” (quod he) 

What end that I make, it shall be so,” 

And girt him with his sword, and gau to go. 

And he forthright, till to Borne he come. 

And all alone his way that he hath nome, 

Unto the house of Colatin full right, 

Doun was the Sunne, and day hath lost his light, 
And in he come, vnto a privie halke. 

And in the night full theefely gan he stalke. 

Whan every wight was to his rest brought, 

Ne no wight had of treason such a thought. 
Whether by window, or by other gin. 

With swerd ydraw, shortly he commeth in 
There as she lay, t^is noble wife Lucresse, 

And as she woke, h^ bedde she felt presse: 

“ What beastisthat,”(quod she) “that way eth thus? 

“ I am the kings sonne Tarquinius,” 

(Quod he) “ but and thou crie, or any noise make, 
Pr if thou any creature awake, 

By thUke God, that formed man of live, 

This swerd through thine herte shall I rive,” 

And therwithall vnto her throte he stert. 

And set the s^erd all shaipe on her herte : 
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No word she spake, she hath no might therto, 
What shall she same, her wit is all ago, 

R'ght as whan a wolfe findeth a lamb alone, 

To whom shall she complame or make mone : 
What, shall she fight with an hardy kmght. 

Well wote men a woman hath no might : 

What, shall she crie, or how shall she asteit. 

That hath her by the throte, with swerd ac herte ? 
She asketh grace, and said all that she can* 

“No wolt thou nat,” (quod this cruell man) 

“ As wisely Jupiter my soule save, 

I shall in thy stable slea thy knave, 

And lay him m thy bed, and loud crie, 

That I thee find m such avoutne, 

And thus thou shalt be dead, and also lese 
Thy name, for thou shalt nat chese,” 

This Romans wives loveden so her name 
At tbilke time, and dreden so the shame. 

That what for fere of slander, and drede of death 
She lost both at ones wit and breath. 

And in a swough she lay, and woxe so dead. 

Men mighten smite off her arme or head, 

She feleth nothing, neither foule ne faire. 

Tarquinius, that art a kings heire. 

And shopldest as by linage and by right 
Done as a lord, and a very knight, 

Why hast thou done dispite to chivalrie > 

Why hast thou done thy lady villanie ? 

Alas, of thee Ibis was a villanous dede, 

But now to the purpose, in the story I rede. 
Whan he was gon, and this miscbannce is fell, 
This lady sent after her friendes all. 

Father, mother, and hnsbond, all ifere. 

And discheveled with her haire clere, 

In habite such as women vsed tho 
Unto the burying of fair frends go, 

She sate in hall, with a sorowfull sight, 

Her friends asken what her aylen might, 

And who was dead, and she sate aye weeping, 

A word for shame ne may she forth out bring, 

Ne vpon hem she durst nat behold, 

But at the last of Tarqumy she hem told 
This rufhll case, and all this thing horrible, 

The wo to tell were impossible 

That she and all her firiends make at ones. 

All bad folkes bertes ben of stones, 

It might have maked hem vpon her rew, 

Her herte was so wifely and so trew. 

She said, that ’for her gilt ne for her blame 
Her husbond should nat have the foule name, 
That would she nat suffren by no way : 

And they answerde all vnto her fay, 

That they foryave it her, for it was ngbt. 

It was no gilt, it lay nat m her might, 

And saiden her ensamples many one, 

But all for naught, for thus she said anone : 

“ Be as be may,” (quod she) “ of forgiving, 

I will nat have no forgift for nothing,” 

But prively she cought forth a knife, 

And therwithall she raft her sel’fe her life. 

And as she fell adowne she cast her looke. 

And of her clothes yet heed she tooke. 

For in her falling yet she had a care, 

Least that her feet or such things lay bare. 

So well she loved cleannesse, and eke trouth, 

Of her had all the towne of Rome routh, 

And Brutus hath by her chast blood swore, 

That Tarquin should ybamshed be therfore. 

And all Kis krnne, and let the people call. 

And openly the tale he told hem all, 
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And openly let carry her on a here 

Through all the town, that men may see and here 

The horrible deed of her oppressioun, 

Ne never was there king in Rome toun 
Sens thilke day, and she was holden there 
A saint, and ever her day yhallowed dcro, 

As in hir law : and thus endeth Lucresse 
The noble wife, Titus beareth witnesse • 

I tell it, for she was of love so trew, 

Ne in her will she channged for no new. 

And in her stable herte, sadde and kind. 

That in these women men may all day find 
There as they cast hir herte, there it dwelleth, 

For well I wote, that Christ himselfe telleth, 

That in Israel, as wide as is the lond. 

That so great faith in all the lond he ne fond, 

As m a woman, and this is no lie, 

And as for men, looke ye such tyrannic 
They doen all day, assay hem who so list, 

The truest is full brothell for to trist. 


THE 

LEGEND OF ARIADNE OF ATHENS. 

Judge infemall Minos, of Crete king, 

Now commeth thy lot, thou commest on the ring, 
Nat for thy sake only written is this stone, 

Rut for to clepe ayen vnto memone. 

Of Theseus the great vntrouth of love, 

For which the gods of Heaven above 

Ben wroth, and wrath have take for thy sinne. 

Be red fo^ shame, now I thy life b^inne. 

Minos, that was the mighty king of Crete, 
That had an hundred cities strong and grete. 

To schoole hath sent his sonne Androgeus 
To Athens, of the which it happed thus. 

That he was slaine, learning phylosophie, 

Right in that citie, nat but for envie. 

The great Minos, of the which I speke, 

His stinnes death is come for to wreke, 

Alcathoe he besieged hard and long, 

Bat nathelesse, the walles be so strong, 

And Nisus, that was king of that cite. 

So chivalrous, that little dredetb he. 

Of Minos or his hoast tooke he no cure. 

Till on a day befell an aventnre. 

That Nisus doughter stood vpon the wall, 

And of the siege saw the manner all : 

So happed it, that at scarmishmg, 

She cast her herte vpon Minos the king. 

For his beautie, and his chevalrie. 

So sore, that she wende for to die. 

And shortly of this processe for to pace. 

She made Minos winnen thilke place, 

So that the citie was all at his will. 

To saven whom him list, or eles spill, 

But wickedly he quit her kindnesse. 

And let her drench in sorrow and distresses 
Nere that the gods had of her pite. 

But that tale were too long as now for me, 
Athenes wan this king Minos also, 

As Alcathoe, and other townes mo. 

And this the effect, that Minos bath so driven 
Hem of Athenes, that they mote him yev^ 

Fro yere to yere her owne children dere 
For to be slaine^ as ye shall after here. 


This Minos hath a monster, a wicked best, 
That was so cruelJ, that without areest. 

Whan that a man was brought into his presence. 
He would him eat, there helpeth no defence: 

And every third yeare withouten dont. 

They casten lotte, as it came about. 

On rich and poore, he must his sonne take, 

And of his childe be must present make 
To Minos, to save him or to spill, 

Or let his beast devour him at his will. 

And this hath Minos done right in dispite, 

To wreke his sonne was set all his delite. 

And make hem of Athenes his thrall 
Fro yere to yere, while he liven shall. 

And home he saileth whan this toun is wen, 

This wicked custome is so long yron. 

Till of Athenes king Egens 

Mote senden his owne sonne Theseus, 

Sens that the lotte is fallen him vpon 
To ben devoured, for grace is there non. 

And forth is ladde this wofull yong knight 
Unto the country of king Minos full of might. 
And in a pnson fettred fast is he, 

Till the time he should yfreten bk 

Well maist thou wepe, O wofuU Theseus, 

That art a kings sonne, and damned thus, 

I Me thioketh this, that thou art dope yhold 
To whom that saved thee fro cares cold. 

And now if any woman helpe thee. 

Well oughtest thou her ser vaunt for to bee. 

And ben her true lover yere by yere, 

But now to come ayen to my matere. 

The tome, there this Theseus is throw, 

Down m the bottome derk, and wonder low. 

Was joyning to the wall of a foreine. 

Longing vnto the doughtren twmne 
Of Mmos that in hir chambers grete 
Dwelten above the maister strete 
Of the towne, in joy and in sollas : 

Not I nat how it happed percaas. 

As Theseus complained him by night. 

The kings doughter, that Ariadne bight. 

And eke her suster Phedra, herden all 
His complaint, as they stood on the wall, 

And looked vpon the bright Moone, 

Hem list nat to go to bed so soone : 

And of his wo they had compassion, 

A kings sonne to be in such prison. 

And ben devoured, thought hem great pite : 
Than Ariadne spake to her suffer free. 

And said : “ Phedra lefe suster dere. 

This wofull lords sonne may ye nat herei. 

How pitously he complaineth his kin, 

And eke his poore estate that he is in ? 

And guiltlesse, certes now it is routh, 

And if ye woll assent, by my trouth, 

He shall ben holpen, how so that we do.*’ 
Phedra answerde^ ** Iwis me is as wo 
For him, as ever I was for any man, 

And to his helpe the best rede I can. 

Is, that we done the gailer privdy 
To come and speke with vs hastely. 

And done this wofull man with him to oqme. 
For if he may this monster overcome^ 

Than were he quit, there is none oth^ boot, 

Let vs well taste him at his herte root, 

That if so be that he a weepon have. 

Where that he his life dare kiepe or save, 
Tighten with this fiend, aad him defend. 

For in the prison, hem as ha shall disced 
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Ye vote well, that the beast is in a place 
That is not derke, and hath roume and eke space 
To welde an axe, or swerde, stafFe, or knife. 

So that me thinketh he should save his life. 

If that he be a man, he shall do so : 

And we shall make him balles eke also 
Of wexe and towe, that whan he gapeth fast, 

Into the beestes throte he shall hem cast. 

To sleke his hunger, and encomber his teeth, 

And nght anon whan that Theseus seeth 
The beest acheked, he shall on him leepe 
To sleen him, or they comen more to keepe ; 

This weapon shal the gailer, or that tide, 

Full prively within the prison hide : 

And for the house is crencled to and fro. 

And hath so queint waies for to go, 

For It IS shapen as the mase is wrought, 

Thereto have I a remedy in my thought, 

That by a clewe of twine, as he hath gon. 

The same way he may retume anon, 

Folowing alway the threde, as he hath come. 

And whan this beest is overcome. 

Than may he flien away out of this stede, 

And eke the gailer may he with him lede, 

And him avaunce at home in his conntre, 

Sens that so great a lords sonne is he.” 

This is my rede, if that ye dare it take. 

What shold I lenger sermon of it make. 

The gailer cometh, and with him Theseus, 

Whan these things ben accorded thus. 

Downe sate Theseus vpon his knee, 

“ The right lady of my life,” (quod he) 

1 sorowfuU man, ydamned to the deth : 

Fro you, whiles that me lasteth breth, 

I wol nat twinne, after this aventure, 

But in your service, thus I woll endure, 

That as a wretch vnknow, J woll you serve 
For evermore, till that nune herte sterve, 

Forsake I woll at home mine heritage. 

And as I said, hen of your court a page. 

If that ye vouchsafe that m this place, 

Ye graunt me to have soche a grace. 

That I may have nat but my meate and drinke. 
And for my sustinaunce yet woll I swinke, 

Right as you list, that Minos ne no wight, 
that he saw me never with ^yen sight, 

Ne no man else shall me espie. 

So slily, and so well 1 shal me grie, 

And me so wel diifignre, and so low. 

That in this world there shall no man me know. 
To have my life, and to have presence 
Of you, that done to me this excellence, 

And to my father shall I sende here. 

This worthy man, that is your gaylere, 

And him so guerdon, that he shall well be 
One of the greatest men of my countre, 

And if I durst saine, my lady bnght, 

I am a kings smine and eke a knight 
As wold God, if that it might be, 

Ye weren in my countrey all tiire, 

And I with you, to beare you companie. 

Than shuld ye sene if that I thereof He, 

And if that 1 prefer you in lowe manere, 

To ben your page, and serven you right here, 

But I you serve as lowly in that place, 

I pray to Mars to yeve me scch grace. 

That shames death on me there mote fall, 

And death and poverte to my frends all. 

And that my sprite by night mote go. 

After my death, and wallu to and fro. 


That I mote of traitour have a name, 

For which my sprit mote go, to do me shame. 
And if I clayme’ ever other degree. 

But ye vouchsafe to yeve it mee, 

As I have said, of shames death I dey, 

And mercy, lady, 1 can naught else sey.** 

A semely knight was this Theseus to see. 

And yonge, but of twenty yere and three. 

But who so had ysenc his countenance. 

He wold have wept, for routh of his penance : 

For which this Anadne in this manere, 

Answerde to his profre and to bis chere. 

“ A kings sonne, and eke a knight,” (quod she) 
‘‘ To ben my servaunt in so lowe degree, 

God shilde it, for the shame of women all. 

And lene me never soch a case befall. 

And sende you grace, and sleight of herte also 
You to defend, and knightly to sleen your foe. 
And lene hereafter I may you find 
To me, and to my suster here so kind. 

That I ne repent nat to yeve you life. 

Yet were it better I were your wife, 

Sith ye ben as gentill home as I, 

And have a realme nat but fast by. 

Than that I sufired your gentillesse to sterve, 

Or that I let you as a page serve, 

It is no profite, as vnto your kmrede. 

But what is that, that man woll nat do for dred, 
And to my suster sith that it is so. 

That she mote gone with me, if that I go. 

Or els sufire death as wel as I, 

That ye vnto your sonue as trewly, , 

Done her be wedded, at your home coming, 

This is the finall end of all this thing, 

Ye swere it here, vpon all that may be swome 
Ye lady mine,” (quod he) “ or els to tome 
Mote I be with the Mmotaure or to morrow. 

And haveth here of mine herte blood to borow, 

If that ye woll, if I had knife or speare, 

I would it letten out, and thereon sweare. 

For than at erste, I wot ye would me leve, 

By Mars, that is ehiefe of my beleve, 

So that I might liven, and nat faile 
To morow for to taken my bataile, 

I nolde never fro this place flie, 

Till that ye should the very profe se, 

For now, if that the soth I shall you say, 

! I have loved you full many a day. 

Though ye ne wist nat, m my countre. 

And aldermost desired you to see, 

Of any earthly living creature. 

Upon my truth I sweare and you assure, 

; This seven yere I have your sei vaunt be, 

I Now have I you, and also have ye me, 

I My dere herte, of Athenes duchesse.” 

This lady smileth at his stedfiistnesse, 

And at his hertely wordes, and at his chere. 

And to her suster said m this manere : 

“ And sothly suster mine,” (quod she) 

“ Now be we duchesses both I and ye, ' 

And sikerde to the regals of Athenes, 

And both hereafter likely to be queenes. 

And saved fro his death a kings sonne. 

As ever of gentill women is the wonne, 

To save a gentil man, enforth hir might, 

Tn honest cause, and namely in his right. 

Me thmketh no wight ought vs herof blame, 

Ne bearen vs tberrfore an yvel name,” 

And shortly of this mater for to ipake, 

This Theseus of her hath leave ytake. 
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And every iM>int was performed m dede, 

As ye have in this covenaunt herde me rede, 

His wepen, his clewe, his thing that I have said. 
Was by the gailer in the house ylaid, 

There as the Miuotaare hath his dwelling. 

Right fast by the dore, at his entring, 

And Theseus is lad vnto his dethe, 

And forth vnto this Mmotaure he gethe, 

And by the teaching of this Adriane, 

He overcame this beest, and was his bane. 

And out he cometh by the clewe againe 
Ful pnvely, whan he this beest hath slaine. 

And the gailer gotten hath a barge, 

And of his wives treasure gan it charge, 

And toke his wife, and eke her suster free. 

And by the gailer, and with hem al three 
Is stole away out of the lond by night. 

And to the coiintre of Ennpie him dight. 

There as he had a frende of his knowing, 

There feesten they, there daunsen they and sing. 
And in his armes hath this Adriane, 

That of the beest hath kept him fro his bane. 

And get him there a noble barge anone. 

And of his countrey folke a ful great wone. 

And taketh his leave, and homeward saileth hce, 
And in an yle, amidde the wilde see, 

Theie as there dwelt creature none, 

Save wild beestes, and that full many one. 

He made his shippe a londe for to sette, 

And in that yle halfe a day he lette. 

And said, that on the londe he must him rest 
His manners have done nght as him lest. 

And for to tell shortly in this caas, 

Whan Anadne his wife a slepe was, i 

For that her suster fayrer was than she, 

He taketh her in his honde, and forth goeth he 
To ship, and as a traitour stale away. 

While that this Anadne a slepe lay, 

And to his conntrey warde he sailed blive, 

A twenty divel way, the winde him drive. 

And found his father drenched in the see. 

Me liste no more to speke of him parde, 

These false lovers, poison be hir bane. 

But I wol turne agame to Adriane, 

That IS with slepe for werinesse ytake, 

Ful sorowfully her herte may awake. 

Alas, for thee mine herte hath pite, 

Right in the dawnmg awaketh she. 

And gropeth in the bed, and fond right nought : 

“ Alas,” (quod she) “ that ever I was wrought, 

I am betrayed,” and her heere to rent, 

And to the stronde barefote fast she went, 

And cned : “ Theseus mine herte swete^ 

Where be ye, that I may nat with you mete ? 

And might thus with beestes ben yslaine.” 

The halow rockes answerde her againe, 

No man she saw, and yet shone the Moone, 

And hie vpon a rocke she wait soone. 

And sawe his barge saylmg in the see,^ 

Cold woxe her herte, and right thus saud she ; 

“ Meker then ye find I the beestes wilde.” 
Hath he nat sinne, that he her thus begilde? 

She cned, “ O tume againe for routhe aud sinne, 
Ihy barge hath nat all bis meine in,” 

Her kerchefe on a pole sticked she, 

Ascaunce be should it well yse. 

And him remembre that she was behind. 

And tume againe, and on the stronde her find. 

But all for naught, his way he is gone. 

And downe she fel a swowne on a stone. 
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And up she nste, aud kissed in all her care 
The steppes of bis feete, there be hath fare, 

And to her bed right thus she speketh tho : 

* ‘ Thou bed,” (quod she) ‘‘ that bast received two, 
Thou shalt answere of two, and not of one. 

Where is the greater parte, away gone ’ 

Alas, wber shal I wretched wight b come ? 
For though so be that bote none here come. 

Home to my coontrey dare I nat for drede^ 

I can my selfe in this case nat rede.*' 

What should I tell more her complaining, 

It IS so long, It were an heavy thing ? 

In her epistle, Naso telleth all, 

But shortly to the end tell I shall. 

The goddes have her holpen for pite. 

And m the signe of Taurus men may see, 

The stones of her crowne shine clere, 

I will no more speake of this matere, 

But thus this false lover can begile 
His trew love, the divel quite him hts wile. 


TBB 

LEGEXD OF PHILOMENE, 

Thou yever of the formes, that hast wrought 
The fayre world, and bare it in thy thought 
Eternally, er thou thy werke began. 

Why madest tbou vnto the slaunder of man, 

Or all be that it was not thy doing, 

As for that end to make soch a thnag, 

Why suffiredest thou that Tereos was bom. 

That IS m love so false and so forswore;, 

That fro this world vp to the first Heven, 
Corrumpeth, whan that folke his name neven ? 
And as to me, so grisly was his dede. 

That whan that 1 this foule storie rede, 

Miue iyen wexen foule, and sore also. 

Yet lasteth the venime of so longe ago, 

That enfecteth him that wolde behold 
The storie of Tereus, of which I told. 

Of Trace was he lord, and kin to Marte 
The cruel god that stante with blody darte, 

And wedded had he with blisfull chere 
King Pandionis faire doughter dere, 

That bight Progne, floure of her coontre. 

Though Juno list not at the feast be, 

Ne Himeneus, that god of wedding is. 

But at the feast ready b«Q iwis. 

The furies three, with all hir mOTtall bronde. 

The oule all night above the balkes wonde. 

That prophete is of wo, and of mischaunce. 

This revdl, full of song, and full of daunce. 

Last a fourtemght, or little lasse, 

But shortly of this storie for to passe, 

(For I am weary of him for to tell) 

Five yere his wife and he togither dwell. 

Till on a day she gan so sore long 
To seene her suster, that she saw not loug. 

That for desire she nist what to say. 

But to her husbond gan she for to pray 
For Gods love, that she mote ones gone 
Her suster for to seene, and comeayen ainoDi^ 
Or else but she mote to her wend, 

She praied him that be wetdd her send : 
And this was day by day rfl her prayere, 

With al humblesse of wifohood, word and chere. 
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This Tereus let make his ships yare. 

And into Grece himselfe is forth ifare, 

Unto his father in law gan he pray. 

To vouchsafe, that for a moneth or tway, 

That Philomene his wives suster might 
On Progne his wife but ones have a sight, 

“ And she shall come to you again anon 
My selfe with her, I will both come and gon, 

And as my hertes life I will her kepe.** 

This old Pandion, this king gan wepe 
For tendernesse of herte, for to leve 
Hib doughter gon, and for to yeve her leve, 

Of all this world he loved nothing so, 

But at the last, leave hath she to go, 

For Philomene with salt teaies eke 
Gan of her father grace to beseke, 

To scene her suster, that her longeth so, 

And him enbraceth, with her aimes two. 

And there also yong and faire was she. 

That whan that Tereus saw her beaute. 

And of array, that there was none her liche, 

And yet of beautie was she to so riche. 

He cast his fierie herte vpon her so, 

That he woll have her, how so that it go. 

And with his wiles kneled, and so praied. 

Till at the last Pandion thus saied. 

** Now sonne,” (quod he) “ that art to me so 
dere, 

I thee betake my yong dougbter dere, 

That beareth the key of all mine hertes life. 

And grete well my doughter, and thy wife, 

And yeve her leave sometime for to pley. 

That she may seen me ones or I deie.” 

And sothly he bath made him riche feast, 

And to bis folke, the most and eke the least. 

That with him came : and yave him yefts great, 
And him conveieth through the master streat 
Of Athenes, and to the sea him brought, 

And toumeth home, no malice he ne thought. 
The ores pulleth foith the vessel 1 fast. 

And into Trace arnveth at the last, 

And vp in to a forest he hei led, 

And to a cave prively he him sped. 

And in this darke cave, if her lest 
Or list nought, he had her for to rest, 

Of which her herte agrose, and saied thus : 

** Where is my suster, brother Tereus 
And theremthall she wept tenderly. 

And quoke for feare, pale and pitiously, 

Bight as the lambe, that of the wolfe is bitten, 

Or as the culver, that of the egle is smitten, 

And is out of his clawes forth escaped. 

Yet it is aferde, and a waped, 

Lest it be hent eftsones : so sate she. 

But vtterly it may none other be, 

By force hath this traitour done a deede, 

That he hath reft her of her maidenhede, 

Maugre her head, by strength and by his might, 
Lo here a deede of men, and that aright. 

She crieth ** Suster/' with full loude steven, 

And “ Father dere, hdpe me God in Heven/' 

All helpeth and yet this false thefe. 

Hath done this lady yet a more mischefe, 

For feare lest she should his shame cne. 

And done him openly a viilanie. 

And with his sweard her tong of kerfe he, 

And in a castell made her for to be. 

Full prively in prison evermore, 

And kept her to her vsage and to his store, 


S5o that she ne might never more astaite. 

O sely Philomene, wo is in thine herte. 

Huge been thy sorowes, and wonder smart, 

God wreke thee, and sende thee thy bone, 

Now IS time I make an end sone, 

This Teieus is to his wife icome, 

And in his armes hath his wife inome. 

And pitiously he wept, and shoke his hedde. 
And swore her, that he found her suster dedde, 
For which this selie Progne hath soch wo. 

That nigh her sorowfuU herte brake a two. 

And thus in teares let I Progne dwell. 

And of her suster forth I woll you tell. 

This wofull lady ileamed had in youth. 

So that she worken and enbrauden couth. 

And weaven in stole the rade vore. 

As it of women hath be woved yore. 

And sothly for to saine, she hath her fill 
Of meate and drinke, of clothing at her will. 
And couthe eke rede well inough and endite, 
But with a penne she could not wiite. 

But letters can she weave to and fro. 

So that by the yere was all ago. 

She had woven in a flames large, 

How she was brought fio Athens m a barge. 

And in a cave how that she was brought, 

And all the thing that Tereus wrought. 

She wave it wel, and wrote the stone above. 
How she was served for her susters love. 

And to a man a nng she yave anon, 

And praied him by signes for to gon 
Unto the queene, and bearen her that clothe, 
And by signe swore many an othe. 

She should him yeve what she getten might. 

ITiis man anon vnto the quene him dight, 

And toke it her, and all the maner told, 

And whan that Progne hath this thing behold, 
No woide she spake, for sorow and eke for lage. 
But faiued her to gon on pilgi image 
To Baccus temple, and in a little stound 
Her dombe suster sitting hath she found 
Weeping in the castell her selfe alone, 

Alas the wo, constraint, and the mone 
That Progne vpon her dombe suster maketb, 

In armes everich of hem other taketh, 

And thus I let hem in fair sorow dwell. 

The remnaunt is no charge to tell, 

For this is all and some, thus was she served 

That never agilt, ne deserved 

Unto this cruell man, that she of wist. 

Ye may beware of men if that you list. 

For all be that he woll not for shame 
Doen ds Tereus, to lese his name, 

Ne serve you as a murtherer or a knave, 

Full little while shull ye trew him have, 

That wo 1 1 sain, al were he now my brother. 

But it so be that he may have another. 


THE 

LEGENDS OF PHILLIS. 

Bv prove, as well as by aucthorJte, 

That wicked fruicte commeth of a wicked treCji 
That may ye find, if that it liketh you, 

But for this end, I speake this as now, 
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To tell you of false Bemophon, 

In love a falser heard I never non, 

But it were his father Theseus, 

God for his grace fro soch one kepe vs, 

Thus these women praien, that it here, 

Now to the effect toume I of my matere. 

Destroied is of Troie the citee, 

This Demophon came say ling in the see 
Toward Athenes, to his paleis large, 

With him came many a ship, and many a barge 
Full of folke, of which full many one 
Is wounded sore, and sicke, and wo begone, 

And they have at the seige long ilaine. 

Behind him camea winde, and eke a raine, 

That shofe so sore, his saile might not stonde. 

Him were lever than all the world a londe, 

So hunted him the tempest to and fro, 

So darke it was, he could no where go, 

And with a wave brusten was Ins stere, 
fiis ship was rent so lowe, in snch manere. 

That carpenter could it not amende, 

The see by night as any torche brende, 

For wood, and posseth him vp and doun. 

Till Neptune hath of him compassioun, 

And Thetis, Chorus, Triton, and they all. 

And maden him vp a londe to fall, 

Wherof that Phillis lady was and queene, 

Lycuigus doughter, fairer vnto scene 
Than is the floure again the bright Sonne, 

Unneth is Demophon to londe iwonne, 

Weake and eke werie, and his folke forpined 
Of wennesse, and also enfamined. 

And to the death he was almost idriven, 

His wise folke consaile have him yeven, 

To seken helpe and succour of the queene. 

And loken what his grace might bene, 

And maken in that lande some chevesaunce, 

And kepen him fro wo, and fro mischaunce. 

For sicke he was, and almost at the death, 

Unneth might he Speake, or draw breath, 

And lieth in Bhodopeia him for to rest. 

Whan he may walk, him thought it was best 
Unto the countrey to seeken for succour. 

Men knew him wele, and did him honour. 

For at Athenes duke and lord was he, 

As Theseus his father hath ibe, 

That in his time was great of renoun. 

No man so great in all his regioun, 

And like his father of face and of stature. 

And false of love, it came him of nature, I 

As doth the foxe Renarde, the foxes sonne, | 

Of kind be could his old fkther wonne ! 

Without lore, as can a drake swimme 
Whan it is caught, and carried to the brimme : 

This honorable queen Phillis doth him chere, 

Her liketh well his sporte and his manere. 

But I am agroted here befome, 

To write of hem that in love been forsworne, 

And eke to haste me in my legende, 

Which to performe, God me ^ce sende, 

Therfore I passe shortly in this wise, 

Ye have well heard of Theseus the gise, 

In the betraiyng of faire Adnane, 

That of her pite kept him fro bis bane, 

At short wordes, right so Demophon, 

The same way, and the same pathe hath gon 
That did his false father Theseus, 

For vnto Phillis hath he swome thus, 

To wedden her, and her histrouth plight, 

And piked of her all the good he might, 
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Whan he was hole and sound, and had his rest, 

And doth with Phillis what so that him lest. 

As well I could, if that me list so, 

Tellen all his doing to and fro. 

He sayd to his countrey mote him saile, 

For there he would her wedding apparaile, 

As fill to her honour, and his also. 

And openly he tooke his leave tho, 

And to her swore he would not sojoume. 

Bat in a month again he would retourae. 

And in that londe let make his onlinaunce, 

As very lorde, and tooke the obcisaunce. 

Well and humbly, and his sbippes dight. 

And home he geeth the next way he might. 

For vnto Phillis yet came he nought. 

And that hath she so harde and sore ibought, 

Alas, as the storle doth us record, 

She was her owne death with a corde. 

Whan that she saw that Demophon her trai^d. 

But first wrote she to him, and fast him praied * 

He would come, and deliver her of pam. 

As I rehearse shall a worde or twain. 

Me liste not vouchsafe on him to swinke, 

Dispenden on him a penne full of yoke. 

For false in love was he, right as his sire. 

The Dcvill set hir soules both on a fire. 

But of the letter of Phillis woll I write, 

A worde or twain, although it be but hte. 

Thme hostessed* (quod she) ** O Demophoa, 
Thy Phillis, which that is so wo begon. 

Of Rhodopeie, \Tpon you mote complain. 

Over the terme set betwixt vs twain. 

That ye ne holden forward, as ye sayd : 

Your ancre, which ye in our haven layd. 

Eight vs, that ye would cornea out of doubt. 

Or that the Moone ones went about. 

But times fower, the Moone hath hid her face 
Sens thilke day ye went fro this place. 

And fower times light the world again, 

But for all that, yet'Shall I sothly sain, 

Yet hath the streme of Scython not brought 
From Athenes the ship, yet came it nought. 

And if that ye the terme reken would, 

As I or other true lovers doe should, 

I plain not (God wot) before my day.*’ 

But al her letter wrriten I ne may, 

By order, for it were to me a charge, 

Her letter was right long, and therto large, 

But here and there, in nme I have it layd 
There as me thought that she bath wel sayd. 

She sayd, “ The sailes commeth not again, 

Ne to the word there nis no fey certain. 

But I wot why ye come not” (quod she) 

“ For I was of my love to you so fre, 

And of the goddes that ye have swore, 

That hir vengeaunce fall on you therfore. 

Ye be not suffisaunt to beare the pain. 

To moche trusted I, well may I sain, 

Upon your linage, and your faire tong. 

And on your teares falsely out wrong, 

How coud ye wepe so by craft (quod' she) 

“ May there soche teares fained be ? 

“ Now certes if ye would have m memory. 

It ought be to you but little glory. 

To have a selie maide thus betrsqnsd, * 

To God” (quod she) ‘‘ pray I, and oft have prayed> 
That it be now the greatest price of all, 

And most honour that ever you shall befall 
And whan thine old aunceters painted bee, 

In which men may hir worthinesse see, 
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Than pray 1 God> thou painted be aldo, 

That folke may reden, forth by as they go. 

Lo this is he, that with his flattery 
Betraied hath, and done her villany, 

That was his true love, in thought and drede. 

“ But sothly of o point yet may they rede. 
That ye been like your father, as in this, 

For he begiled Ariadne iwis, 

With such an arte, and such subtelte, 

As thou thy selves hast begiled me : 

As m that poinct, although it be not feire. 
Thou fobwest certain, and art his heire. 

But sens thus sinfully ye me begile, 

My body mote ye sene, within a while 
Right in the haven of Athenes fleeting, 
Withonten sepulture and bunyng, 

Though ye been harder than is any stone.*' 
And whan this letter was forth sent anone. 
And knew howBrotell and how fals he was. 
She for dispaire fordid her selfe, alas. 

Such sorow hath she, for she beset her so. 
Beware ye women of your subtill fo, 

Sens yet this day men may ensampic se. 

And trusteth now in love no man but me. 
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In Greccn whilom were brethren two 
Of which that one was called Danao, 

Ibat many a son hath of his body wonue. 

As such false lovers ofte conne. 

Emong his sonnes all there was one, 

That aldermost he loxed of everychone, 

And whan this child was borne, this Daoao 
Shope him a name, and called him Lino, 
That other brother called w as Egiste, 

That was of love as false as ever him liste. 
And many a daughter gate he in his life, 

Of which he gate upon his right wife, 

A doughter dere, and did her for to call, 
Hypermestra, yongest of hem all. 

The which child of her nativite. 

To all good tbewes borne was she. 

As Uked to the goddes or she was borne. 

That of the shefe she should be the come. 
The werdes that we clepen destine. 

Hath shapen her, that she must needes be 
Pitous, sad, wise, true as stele, 

And to this woman it accordeth wele. 

For though that Uenus yave her great beaute. 
With Jupiter compowned so was she, 

That conscience, trouth, and drede of shame, 
And of her wifehode for to kepe her name, 
This thought her was felicite as here. 

And reed Mars,- was that time of the yere 
So feble, that his malice is him raft, 
Repressed hath Uenns his criiell cralPt, 

And what with Uenus, and other oppression 
Of houses. Mars his venime is a don, 

That HjTpermestre dare not handle a knife, 

In malice, though she should lese her life, 

But nathelesse, as Heaven gan tho tume. 

Two bad aspectes hath she of Satnrne, 

That made her to die in prison, 

And I shall after make mencion, 


Of Danao and Egistes also, 

And though so be that they were brethren twr.^ 

For thilke tyme nas spared no linage, 

It liked hem to makeu manage 
Betwixt Hypermestre. and him Lino, 

And casten soch a day it shall be so, 

And full accorded was it vtterly, 

The aray is wrought, the time is fast by. 

And thus lino hath of his fathers brother. 

The doughter wedded, and ech of hem hath othei, 
The torches brennen, and the lamps bnght 
The sacriflce been full ready dight, 

Thensence out of the fire reketh soote, 

The floure, the leefe, is rent vp by the roote. 

To makeu garlandcs and crouues hie. 

Full is the place of sound of minstralcie. 

Of songes amourous of mariage. 

As thilke tyme was the plain vsage, 

And this was in the paleis of Egiste, 

That m his hous was lord, right as him liste, 

And thus that day they driven to an end, 

The frendes taken leve, and home they weud. 

The night is come, the bride shall go to bed, 

Egiste to his chamber fast him sped, 

And prively let his doughter call. 

Whan that the house voided was of hem all, 

He looked on bis doughter with glad chere, 

And to her spake, as ye shall after here. 

** My nght doughter, tresour of mine herte, 
Sens first that day, that shapen was my shert. 

Or by the fatall suster had. my dome, 

So me mine herte never thing ne come, 

As thou Hapermestre, doughter dere, 

Take bede what thy fetber sayth thee here, 

And werke after thy wiser ever mo, 

For alderfirst doughter I love thee so. 

That all the world to me ms halfe so lefe, 

Ne nolde rede thee to thy mischefe, 

For all the good vnder the cold Mone, 

And what I meane, it shall be said nght sone, 

With protestaciOD, as sain these wise. 

That but thou doe, as I shall thee devise, 

Thou shalt ba ded, by him that all bath wrought, 
At shoit wordes tbou ne scapest nought 
Out of my paleis, or that thou be deed. 

But thou consent, and werke after my reed. 

Take this to the fearful! conclusioun,'* 

This Hypermestre cast her lyen doun, 

And quoke as doth the leefe of asbe grene, 

Deed wext her hew, and like ashen to sene. 

And sayd : “ Lord and father all your will, 

After my might, God wote I will fulfill. 

So it be to me no confusion.’* 

“ I niir* (qnod he) " have none excepcion,’* 

And out he caught a knife, as rasour kene, 

“ Hide this’* {quod he) that it be not bene. 

And whan thine husbond is to bed go, 

While that he slepeth cut his throte atwo. 

For in my dreme it is warned me. 

How that my nevewe shall my bane be. 

But which I not, wherfore I woU be siker. 

If thou say nay, we two shall have a biker. 

As I have sayd, by him that I have sworn.*' 

This Hipermestre hath nigh her wit forlorn. 

And for to passen harmelesse out of that place, 

She graunted him, there was none other grace ; 

And withall a costrell taketh he tho 
And sayd, Hereof a draught or two, 

Yeve him drinke, whan be goetb to rest, 

And be shal slope aa long as ever thee lest, 
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The narcotikes and apies been so strong. 

And go thy way, lest that him tbinke to long.’’ 
Out cometh the bnde, and with full sobre chere, 
As IS of maidens oft the manere. 

To chamber brought with revel and with song. 
And shortly, leste this tale be to long, 

This Lino and she beth brought to bed, 

And every wight out at the doore him sped, 

The night is wasted, and he fell aslepe. 

Full tenderly beginneth she to weepe. 

She rist her vp, and dredfully she quaketh. 

As doth the brauncb, that Zephiros shaketh. 

And husht were all in Aragone that citee, 

As cold as any frost now wexeth shee, 

For pite by the herte strained her so, 

And drede of death doth her so moche wo. 

That thrise douue she fill, in soche a were. 

She nste her vp, and stakereth here and there. 
And on her hands fast looketh she, 

Alas, shall mine hands bloudie be, 

I am maide, and as by my nature. 

And by my semblaunt, and by my vesture. 
Mine hands been not sfaapen fbr a knife, 

As for to reve no man fro his life. 

What devill have I with the knife to do ^ 

And shall I have my throte corve a two ? 

Than shall 1 blede alas, and be shende. 

And nedes this thing mote have an ende, 

Or he or I mote nedes lese our life, 

Now certes” (quod she) “ sens I am his wife. 
And hath my faith, yet is bette for me 
For to be dedde, in wifely honeste, 

Than be a traitour living in my shame. 

Be as be may, for earnest or for game. 

He shall awake, and rise and go his way 
Out at this gutter er that it be day:” 

And wept full tenderly vpon his face, 

And in her armes gan him to embrace. 

And him she joggetb, and awaketh soft. 

And at the window lepe he fro the loft, 

Whan she hath wam^ him, and done him bote: 
This Lino swift was and light of foote. 

And from her ran a full good paas. 

This selie woman is so weake, alas 
And helplesse, so that er she ferre went, 

Her cruell father did her for to hent, 

Alas Lino, why art thou so vnfcind. 

Why ne hast thou remembred in thy mind. 

And taken her, and led her forth with thee. 

For whan she saw that gone away was hee. 

And that she iprght not so fast go, 

Ne folowen him, she sate dctane right tho, 

Untill she was caught, and fettted in prison 
This tale is sayd fbr this conclusion. 

HIRE 2NDETH THE LEGENPB OP GOOD WOMEN. 
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Mother of norture, best beloved of all. 

And freshe floure, to whom good thrift God sende, 
Your child if it luste you me so to call. 

All be I vnable my selfe so to pretende. 

To your discrecum I recommende 

Mine herte and a1, with every circumstance. 

All wholly to be TOder your govemaunce. 


Most desire I, and have and ever shal. 

Thing, which might your hertes ease amend : 
Have me excused, my power is but small, 
Nathelesse of right ye ought to commend 
My good will, which faine would entend 
To do you service, for all my suffisaunce 
Is holly to be vnder your govemaunce, 

Meulx vn, in herte, which never shall apall, 

Aie freshe and new, and right glad to dispend 
My time in your service, what^so befall, 
Beeching your excellence to defend 
My simplenesse, if ignoraunce offend 
In any wise, sith that mine a^unce. 

Is holly to been vnder your govemaunce- 

Daisie of light, very ground of comfort. 

The Sunnes doughter (ye hight) as I r^e, 

For whan he westretb, fanrell yx>ur disport. 

By your nature anone right fbr pure drede, 

Of the rude night, that with his bonstons w^e 
Of darkenesse, shadoweth our emispere, 

Than closen ye, my lives ladie dcre. 

Banning the day, to his kind resort. 

And Phebus your father, with his streames rede, 
Adometh the morrow, consuming the sort 
Of mistie cloudes, that wouldeu overlede 
True humble hertes, with hir mistie hede, 

Nere comfort a daies^ whan iyen clere. 

Disclose and sprede my lives ladie dere, 

le vouldray : but great God disposeth 
And maketh casuyl by bis providence, 

Soch thing, as mans frele wit purposeth, 

All for the best, if that your conscience 
Not gnitche it, but in humble padence 
It receive : fbr God saith withcHit fable> 

A faithful harte ever is acc^ytable. 

Cantels who so vseth gladly, gloseth. 

To eschewe soch it is right high prudence. 

What ye sayd ones, mine herte opposeth. 

That my writing yapes in yonr absence, 

Pleased you moch better than my presently: 
Yet can I more, ye be not excusable, 

A faithfull heste ever is acceptable, 

Quaketh my penne, my spirit supposeth, 

Ihat in my writing ye find woU some ofi^ce^ 
Min herte welkneth thus sone, anon it risetb, 
Now hotte, now colde, and eft in feraence: 
That misse is, is caused of negligence, 

And not of malice, therefore betli merciable^ 

A faithfull herte ever is acceptable, 

LENCOYE. 

Forth complaint, forth lacking eloquence. 

Forth little letter of enditmg lam^ 

I have besought my ladies sapience. 

Of thy behalfe, to accept in game, 

Thine inabilitie, doe thou the same: 

Abide have more yet : ie sterve JouesiK^ 

Now forth I close thee m holy Denns name. 
Thee shall vnclose my hertes g o vemetessfe. 
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CHAUCER’S . POEMS. 


TH* BOOK COMMONLY ENTITLED, 

CHAUCER’S BEE AM. 


By the person of a mourning knight sitting under 
an oak, is meant John of Gaimt, duke of Lan- 
caster, greatly lamenting the death of one whom 
he entirely loved, supposed to be Blanch the 
dutchess. 


I HAVE great woonder by this light. 

How I hue, for day ne night 
I may not sleepe welnigh nought, 

I haue so many an idle thought. 

Purely for default of sleepe* 

That by my trouth I take no keepe 
Of nothing, how it commeth or gothe. 
To me ms nothing lefe nor lothe. 

All IS yliche good to me, 

Joy or sorrow, where so it be : 

For 1 haue feeling m nothing. 

But as it were a mased thing, 

All day in point to fall adouii. 

For sorrowfull ima^naicoun 
Is alway wholly in my mind. 

And well ye wote, against kind 
It were to linen in this wise, 

For nature would not snffisc, 

To none earthly creature. 

Not long time to endure 
Without sleepe, and be m sorrow : 

And I ne may ne night ne morrow 
Sleepe, and this melancohe 
And drede I haue for to die, 

Defaut of sleepe and heauinessc 
Hath slaiue my spirit of quickenesse. 
That I haue lost all lustyhead, 

Such fantasies ben in mine head. 

So 1 not what is best to do : 

But men might aske me why so^ 

1 may not sleepe, and what me is. 

But nathel^se, who aske this, 

Leseth his asking truely, 

My seluen cannot tell why 
The sooth, hut truly as 1 gesse, 

I hold it he a sickenesse 

That I haue suffred this eight yere. 

And yet my boot is neuer the nere : 

For there is phisicien but one, 

That may me heale, but that i$ done : 
Passe we ouer vntill eft. 

That will not be, mote needs be left. 
Our first matter is good to keepe. 

So whan I saw I might not sleepe. 
Now of late this other night 
Upon my bed I sate vpright. 

And bade one reach me a bcKike, 

A romannce, and he it,me tooke 
To rede^ and drive the night away : 

For me thought it better play, 

Than either at chesse or tables. 

And in this booke were written fables, 
That clerkes had in old time. 

And other poets put in nme, 

To rede, and for to be in min^ 

While men loued the law of kind. 


1 This booke ne spake but of such things, 

Of queenes hues, and of kings, 

. And many other things smale. 

Among all thib I found a tale. 

That me thought a wonder thing. 

This was the tale : There was a king 
That hight Seys, and had a wife, 

The best that might beare life. 

And this qiieene hight Alcione. 

So It befell, thereafter soone 
This king woll wenden ouer see : 

To tellen shortly, whan that he 
Was in the see, thus in this wise. 

Such a tempest gan to rise. 

That brake her mast, and made it fall. 

And cleft her ship, and dreint hem all. 

That neuer was found, as it tels, 

Bord, ne man, ne nothing els, 

Right thus this king Seys lost his life. 

Now for to speake of Alcione his wife: 

This lady that was left at home. 

Hath wonder that the king ne come 
Home, for it was a long terme : 

Anon her herte began to yeme. 

And for that her thought euermo 
It was not wele, her thought so, 

She longed so after the king, 

That certes it were a pitous thing 
To tell her heartely sorrowfull life. 

That she had, this noble wife, . 

For him, alas I she loued alderbest, 

Anon she sent both east and west 
To seek© him, but they found him nought. 

“ Alas’* (quod she) “ that I was wrought, 
Whether my lord my love be dead, 

Certes I nill neuer eat bread, 

I make a vow to my God here. 

But T mowe of my lord here.” 

Such sorrow this lady to her tooke, 

That truly I that made this booke. 

Had such pitie and such routh 
To rede her sorrow, that by iny trouth 
1 farde the worse all the morrow 
After, to thmken on her sorrow. 

So whan this lady coud here no word. 
That no man might find her lord. 

Full oft she swowned, and said Alas,” 

For sorrow full nigh wood she was, 

Ne she coud^no rSie but one. 

But downe on knees she sate anone, 

And wept, that pitie were to here. 

“ A mercy sweet lady dere** 

. (Quod she) to Juno her goddesse^ 

“ Helpe me out of this distress©. 

And yeve me grace my lord to see 
Soone, or wete where so he bee. 

Or how he fareth, or in what wise. 

And I shall make you sacrifice. 

And holly yours become I shall, 

With good will, body, herte, and all ; 

And but thou wolt this, lady swete. 

Send me grace to slepe and mete 
- In my sleepe some certain sweuen. 

Where through that I may know euen 
Whether my lord be quicke or dead.** 

With that word she hing downe the head. 
And fell in a swowne, as as stone 
Hei women caught her up anone. 

And brought her in bed all naked, , 

And she forweped and fbrwaked. 
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Was weary, and thus the dead sleepe 
Fell on her, or she tooke keepe. 

Through Juno, that had heani her boone, 

That made her to sleepe soone, 

For as she praide, right so was done 
Indeed, for Juno right anone 
Called thus her messengere 
To do her erraund, and he come nere. 

Whan he was come, she had him thus. 

“ Go bet” (quod Juno) *‘to Morpheus, 

“ Thou knowest him well the god of sleepe. 

Now vnderstand well, and take keepc, 

Say thus on my halfe, that hee, 

Go fast into the great see, 

And bid him that on all thing 
He take up Seis body the king. 

That lieth full pale, and nothing rody, 

Bid him creepe into the body. 

And do It gone to Alcione 
The queene, there she heth alone, 

And shew her shortly, it is no nay. 

How it was dreint this other day, 

And do the body qieake ngbt so, 

Bight as it was wonted to do. 

The whiles that it was aliue. 

Go now fest, and hye thee bliue,’^ 

This messenger tooke leue and went 
Upon his way, and neuer he stent 
'^ill he came to the darke valley, 

That stant betweene rockes twey, 

There neuer yet grew come ne gias, 

Ne tree, ne naught that aught was. 

Beast ne man, ne naught 
Sane that there were a few wels 
Came renning fro the cHfTes adowne, 

That made a deadly sleeping sowne. 

And rennen downe right by a caue, 

That was under a rocke ygraue. 

Amid the valley wonder deepc. 

There these goddes lay asleepe, 

Morpheus and Eclympasteire, 

That was the god of sleepes heire, 

That slept, and did none other werke. 

This caue was also as derke 
As Hell pitte, oner all about. 

They had good leyser for to rout, 

To vye who might sleepe best, 

Some hmg hir chin vpon hir brest. 

And slept vpright hir head yhed. 

And some lay naked m hir bed. 

And slept whiles their daies last. 

This messenger come renning fast, 

And cried Ho, ho, awake anoi^” 

It was for nought, there heard himnone^ 

Awake” (quod he) “ who lieth ther^*’ 

And blew his home right in hir ear, 

And cried “ Awaketh wonder hye." 

This god of sleepe, with his one eye 
Cast vp, and asked “ Who clepeth there," 

“ It am 1” (quod this messengere) 

Juno bade thou shouldest gone, 

And told him what he should done. 

As I have told you here before. 

It is no need rehearse it more, 

And went his way whan be had salde : 

Anone this god of slepe abraide 
Out of his sleepe, and gan to go, 

And did as be had bidde him do, 

Tooke vp the dead body soone, 

And bare it forth to Alcione 
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His wife the queene, there as she lay. 

Right even a quarter before day. 

And stood right at her beds fete, 

And called her right as she hete 
By name and said: My sweet wife 
Awake, let be your sorrowfdll life. 

For in your sorrow there lyeth no rede. 

For certes sweet love I am but dede. 

Ye shall me never on live ysee. 

But good sweet herte looke that yee 
Bury my body, for such a tide 
Ye mowe it find the see beside, 

And farewell sweet, my worlds blisse, 

I pray God your smtow lisse. 

Too little while our blisse lasteth.” 

With that her eyen vp casteth. 

And saw naught: Alas” (quod she) for sorrow. 
And died within the third morrow. 

But what she said more in that swowe, 

I may not tell it you as now. 

It were too long for to dwell. 

My first mattere I will yon tell. 

Wherefore I haue told you this thing. 

Of Alcione, and Sris the kii^. 

For thus much dare I say wele, 

I had be dolven every dele, 

And dead, right thrwigh defeut of sleepe. 

If 1 ne had red, and t^e kepe 
Of this tale next before. 

And I will tell you wherefore, 

For I ne might for bote ne bade 
Sleepe, or 1 had redde this tale 
Of this dreint Seis the king. 

And of the gods of sleeping. 

Whan 1 ^d red this tale wele. 

And overlooked it everydde^ 

Me thought wonder if it were so, 

For I had never heard speake or tho 
Of no gods, that coud make 
Men to sleepe, ne for to wake. 

For I ne knew never God but one. 

And in my game 1 said anone. 

And yet me list right enill to pley. 

Rather than that I should dey 
Through defaut of sleeping thus, 

I would giue thilke Morpheus, 

Or that goddesse dame Juno, 

Or some wight els, I ne rought who. 

To make me slepe, and haue some rest 
I will giue him the alther best . 

Yeft, that ever he abode his Hue, 

And here onward, right now as blive. 

If he woU make me deepe alite, 

Of downe of pure doues white, 

I woll yeve him a featherbed, 

Raied with gold, and right well cled. 

In jBne blacke sattin doutremere. 

And many a pillow, and euery here, 

Of cloth of raines to slepe on soft. 

Him there not need to turne oft, 

And I woll yeve him all that fals 
To his chamber and to his hals, 

I woll do paint with pure gold. 

And tapite hem foil manyfold. 

Of one sute this shall he hau^ 

If I wist where were his oaue. 

If he can make me sleepe sooae^ 

As did the goddesse, queoB© AJhaone^ 

And thus this like god Mof|i4leas 
May win of memo foes thus 
Y 
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Than ever he wan: and to Juno, 

That IS his goddesse, I shall so do, 

I trowe that she shall hold her paid. 

I had vnneth that word ysaid, 

Right thus as I have told you, 

That suddainly I nist how, 

Such a lust anone me tooke 
To sleepe, that right vpon my booke 
I fell a sleepe, and therewith even 
Me mette so inly such a sweven, 

So wonderfull, that never yet 
I trowe no man had the wit 
To conne well my sweven rede. 

No, not Joseph without drede^ 

Of Eg3^t, he tiiat rad so. 

The kmges meting Pharao, 

No more than coud the least of vs. 

Ne nat scarcely Macrobeus, 

He that wrote all the avision 
That he met of king Scipion, 

The noble man the Affrioan^ 

Such meruailes fortuned than, 

I trowe arede my dreames euen, 

IiO thus it was, this was my sweVen. 

Me thought thus, that it was May, 

And in the dawning there I lay, 

Me met thus in my bed all naked. 

And looked forth for I was waked. 

With smale foules a great hepe. 

That had afraied me ont of my slepe. 
Through noise and sweetnesse of hir song. 
And as me met, they sat among 
Upon my chamber roofe without 
Upon the tyles over all about. 

And eueriche song m Ins wise 
The most solemne semise 
By note, that ever man I trow 
Ilad heard, for some of hem song low. 
Some high, and all of one accord. 

To tell shortly at o word. 

Was never heard so sweet Steven, 

But it had be a thing of Heven, 

So merry a sowne, so sweet entunes, 

That certes for the towne of Tewnes 
I nolde, but I had hoard hem sing, 

Tor all my chamber gau to nng, 

Through singing of hir ermony, 

For instrument nor melody 

Was no where beard, yet halfe so swete, 

Nor of accord halfe so mete. 

For there was none of hem that iained 
To sing, for ech of hem him pained 
To find out many crafty notes, 

They ne spared nat hir throtes. 

And sooth to saine, my chamber was 
Full well depainted, and with glas 
Were all the windowes well yglased 
Fall clere, and nat an hole ycrased. 

That to behold it was great joy. 

For holly all the story of Troy 
Was in the glaising ywrought thus, 

Of Hector, and of king Priamus,. 

Of Achilles, and of king Laomedon, 

And eke of Medea and Jason, 

Of Pans, Heleine, and of lavine, 

And all the wals with colours fine 
Were paint, both text and glose^ 

And ail the Bomaunt of the Bo^ 

My windowes weren shit echone, 

And through the glasse the Sunne shone 


Upon my bed with bright beme^. 

With many glad glidy stremes, 

And eke the welkin was so faire, 

Blew, bnght, clere was the aire, 

And full attempre, for sooth it was. 

For ney ther too cold ne hote it nas, 

Ne in all the welkin was no cloud. 

And as I lay thus wonder loud 
Me thought I heard a hunt blow 
Tassay his great home, and for to know 
Whether it was clere, or horse of sowne. 

And t heard going both vp and downe 
Men, horse, hounds, and other thing. 

And all men speake of hunting. 

How they would slee the hart with strengtb>r 
, And how the hart had vpon length 
So much euhosed, I not now what. 

Anon right whan I heard that. 

How that they would on hunting gone, 

1 was nght glad, and vp anone 
Tooke my hoise, and forth I went 
Ont of my chamber, I neuer stent 
Till I come to the field without. 

There ouertooke I a great rout 
Of hunters and eke forresters, 

And many reiaies and limers. 

And highed hem to the forrest fast. 

And I with hem, so at the last 
1 asked one lad, a lymere. 

Say, fellow, who shall hunt here^’ 

(Qnod 1) and he answered ayen, 

Sir, the emperonr Octonyen** 

(Quod he) and is here fast by.” 

** A gods halfe, in good time” (quod I) 
Go we fast, and gan to nde, 

Whan we come to the forrest side, 

Buery man did right soone, 

, As to hunting fell to done. 

The maister hunt, anone fote hoto 
With his home blew three mote 
At the vncoupling of his houndis, 

Within a while the hart found is 
Iballowed, and rechased fast 
Long time, and so at the last 
This hart rouzed and stale away 
Fro all the bounds a preuie way. 

The honnds had ouershot him ally 
And were vpon a default y fall, 

Therewith the hunt wonder fast 
Blew a forloyn at the lasf, 

I was go walked fro my tree, 

And as I went, there came by me 
A whelpe, that fawned me as I stood. 

That had yfollowed, and coud no good. 

It came and crept to me as low. 

Bight as it had me yknow. 

Held downe his head, and joyned his eares, 
And laid all smooth downe his heares. 

I would haue caught it anone, 

It fled, and was fro me gone, 

As 1 him followed, and it forth 'went 
Bowne by a floury geene it went 
Full thicke of grasse, full soft and sweet, 
With flonres fele faire vnder feet. 

And little vsed, it seemed thus. 

For both Flora, and Zepherus, 

They two, that make flonres grow. 

Had made hir dwelling there 1 trow, 

For it was on to behold, 

As though the earth enuy wold 
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To be gayer than the heuen, 

To have mo floures such seuen. 

As in the welkin sterres be. 

It had forget the pouerte 
That winter, through his cold morrowes- 
Had made it suffer, and his sorrowes 
Ali was foryeten, and that was scene, 
For all the wood was woxen greene, 
Sweetnesse of dewe had made it waxe. 

It is no need eke foi to axe 
Where there were many greene greues, 
Or thicke of trees, so full of leues. 

And euery tree stood by himselue 
Fro other, well teime foot or twelue, 

So great trees, so huge of strength, 

Of fortie or fiftie fadome length, 

Cleane without bowe or sticke, 

With crops brode, and eke as thicke, 
They weie not an inch asunder. 

That it was shadde over all vnder, 

And many an halt and many an hind 
Was both before me and behind, 

Of fawnes, sowers, buckes, does, 

Was full the wood, and many roes, 

And many squirrels, that sete 
Full high vpon the trees and ete. 

And in hir manner made feasts : 

Shortly, it was so full of beasts, 

That though Argus the noble countour 
Sate to lecken m his countour, 

And lecken with his figures ten, 

For by tho figures newe all ken, 

If they he craftie, recken and numbei, 
And tell of euery thing the number, 

Yet should he fade to recken even 
The wonders me met m my sweven : 

But forth I routed right wonder fast 
iDowne the wood, so at the last 
I was ware of a man in blacke. 

That sate, and had ytnmed his bac^e 
To an oke, an huge tree : 

“ Lord,” thought I, “who may that bee. 
What eyleth him to sitten here,” 

Anon right I went nere, 

Than found I sitte, even vpright, 

A wonder welfanng knight. 

By the manner mer thought so, 

Of good mokell, and right yong thereto, 
Of the age of foure and twentie yere, 
Upon his beard but little heere. 

And he was clothed all in blacke. 

I stalked even vnto his backe, 

And there I stood as still as ought. 

The sooth to say, he saw me nought. 

For why he hing bis head adowne, 

And with a deadly sorrowfull soWnO, 

He made of rime ten verses or twelue. 
Of a complaint to himselue, 

The most pitie, the most routh 
That ever I heard, for by ray trouth 
It was great wonder that nature 
Might suffer any creature 
To have such sorrow, and he not deJ: 
Full pitous pale, and nothing red, 

He said a lay, a manner song, 

Without note, without song. 

And was this, for full well I can 
Rehearse it, right thus it began. 

I have of sorrow so great wone. 
That joy get I neuer none, 


Xow that I see my" lady bright. 

Which I baue lov^ with all nay might, 

Is fro me dead, and is agooe. 

And thus in sorrow left me alone, 

Alas, I>eath, what eyleth thee, 

That thou noldest ha\ e taken me. 

Whan that thou tooke my lady swete. 

Of all goodnesse she had none mete. 

That was so faire, so fresh, so free. 

So good, that men may well see,” 

Whan he had made thus his complaint. 
His sorrowfull herte gan fast faint, 

And his spirits wexen dead, 

The blood was fled for pure dread 
Down to his herte, to makeu him warme, 
For well it feeled the herte had harme. 

To wete eke why it was adrad 
By kind and for to make it glad, 

For it IS member principal! 

Of the body, and that made all 
His hew chaunge, and wexe greene 
And pale, for there no blood is scene 
In no manner limme of his. 

Anon therewith, whan I saw this, 

He faide thus euill there he sete, 

I went and stood right at his fete. 

And grette him, but he spake nought, 

But argued with his owne thought. 

And in his wit disputed fast, 

Why, and how his life might last. 

Him thought his sorrowes were so smart. 
And lay so cold vpon his herte. 

So through his sorrow and holy thought, 
Made him that he heatd me nought^ 

For he had welnigh lost his mind. 

Though Pan, that men clepeth god of kipd. 
Were for his sorrowes never so wroth. 

But at the last, to faine right sooth. 

He was ware of me, bow I stood 
Before him and did off my hood, 

And bad ygret him, as I best coud 
Debonairly, and nothing loud. 

He said, I pray thee be not wroth, 

I heard thee not, to saine the sooth, 

Ne I saw the not, sir, truly.” 

Ah, good sir, no force” (quod 1} 
“lam right sorry, if I baue ought 
Distroubled you out of your thought, 
Foryeve me, if I baue misse take.” 

“ Yes, thamends is light to make” 

(Quod he) “ for there lithe none thereto. 
There is nothin? missaide, nor do.” 

Lo how goodly spake this knight. 

As it had be another wight, 

And made it ne 3 rther tough ne queint, 

And 1 saw that, and gan me acqueint 
With him, and found him so tretable. 

Eight wonder skilfull and reasonable. 

As me thought, for all his bale. 

Anon right I gan find a tale 

To him, to looke where 1 might ought 

Haue more knowledging of his though 

“ Sir” (quod I) “ this game is done, 

I holdc that this hart be gone. 

These hunts can him no where see.” 

“ I do no force thereof” (qw)d bej 
“ My thought is thereon neuer addl^** 

“ By our lord” (quod I) ** J trow you wele,. 
Right so me thinketh by your chere, 

But, sir, o thing woll ye here. 
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Me tbinketli in great sorrow I yon see, 

But certes, sir, if that ye 
Would aught discure me your wo, 

1 would, as wise God heipe me so. 

Amend it, if I can or may. 

Ye mowe prove it by assay, 

For by my trouth, to make you hole, 

I woU do all my power whole, 

And telle th me of your sorrowes smart, 
Paraunterit may ease your herte. 

That semeth full sicke vnder your side.” 

With that he looked on me aside. 

As who saith nay, that mil not be. 

Graunt mercy good friend” (quod he) 
“ I thanke thee, that thou wouldest so, 
But it may neuer the rather be do. 

No man may my sonow glade. 

That maketh my hew to fall and fade, 
And hath my vnderstanding loriie. 

That me is wo that I was home, 

May nought make my sorrowes slide. 

Not all the remedies of Ovide, 

Ne Orpheus god of melodie, 

Ne Dedal us, with his playes slie, 

Ne heale me may no phisicien, 

Nought Ipocras, ne Galien, 

Me is wo that I line houres twelue. 

But wo so woll assay hemselue. 

Whether his herte can bane pite 
Of any sorrow let him see 
1 wretch that death hath made all naked 
Of all the blisse that ever was maked, 
Iwroth, werste of all wights, 

That hate my dayes, and my mghts. 

My life, my lustes, be me loth. 

For all fare and I be wroth, 

The pure death is so full my fo. 

That I would die, it will not so, 

For whan I follow it, it will flie, 

I would have him, it nill not me. 

This is pain without reed, 

Alway dying, and be not deed. 

That Tesiphus that lieth in Hell, 

May not of more sorrow tell. 

And who so wist all, by my trouth, 

My sorrow, but he had routh 
And pitie of my sorrows smart. 

That man hath a fiendly herte: 

"For whoso seeth me first on morrow, 

May saine he hath met with sorrow, 

For I am sorrow, and sorrow is I, 

Alas, and 1 will tell thee why. 

My sorrow is toumed to plaining, 

And all my laughter to weeping. 

My glad thoughts to heauinesse. 

In traoaile is mine idlenesse, 

•And eke my rest, my wele is wo. 

My good is barme, and euermo 
In wrath is toumed my playing, 

And my delite into sorrowing. 

Mine heale is toumed into sickuesse. 

In drede is all my sikemesse. 

To derke b tum^ all my light^ 

My witte b foly, my day b night. 

My lone is hate, my slepe wakying, 

My mirth and meales b fiistyng. 

My countenaunce is nicete. 

And all abawed, where so I be. 

My peace pieding, and in werre 
Alas, how might I fare werre. 


} My boldncsse is turned to shame, 

1 For false Fortune hath played a game 
( At the chesse with me, alas the while, 
j The trayteresse false and full of gyle, 

‘ ITiat al behoteth, and nothing halte. 

She gothe vpnght, and yet she halte, 

That baggeth foule, and loketh fayre, 

; The dispitous delionaire, 

That scometh many a creature, 

An ydole of false portraiture 
Is she, for she woU sone wryen. 

She is the monstres heed ywryen. 

As filth, ouer ystrowed with floures, 

Her most worship and her floures 
To lyen, for that is her nature. 

Without faith, lawe, or mesure 
She false is, and euer laughing 
With one eye, and that other weping. 

That IS brought vp, she set al downe ; 

I liken her to the scorpiowne. 

That is a false flattering beest. 

For with his head he maketh feest. 

But all amid his fiatenug. 

With his taile he will sting 
And enuenim, and so will she: 

She is the enuioos Charite, 

"That IS aye fsdse, and semeth wele, 

So tumeth she her false whole 
About, for it is nothing stable, 

Now by the fire, now at table. 

Full many one hath she thus yblcnt. 

She is play of enchauntment. 

That seemeth one, and is not so 
The false thefe, what hath she do, 

Trowest thou, by our Lord, I will thee say. 
At the chesse with me she gan to play. 
With her false draughtes full diuers 
She stale on me, and toke my fers, 

And whan I sawe my fers away, 

Alas I couth no lenger play, 

But said, farewell sweet y wis, 

And farewell all that euer there is : 
Therewith Fortune said, checke here, 

And mate in the mid point of the checkere. 
With a panne errant, alas, 

Full craftier to play she was 
Than Atbalus, that made the game 
First of the chesse, so was bis name: 

But God wolde I had ones or twise, 

Iconde, and know the jeoperdise. 

That coude the Greke Pythagores, 

[ shulde haue plaide the bet at ches, 

And kept my fers the bet thereby, 

And though whereto, for trewly 
I holde that wishe not worthe a stre. 

It bad be neuer the bet ftr me. 

For Fortune can so many a wyle, 

There be but few can her begile, 

And eke she is the lasse to blame. 

My selfe I wolde haue do the same, 

B^re God, had I been as she. 

She ought the more excused be. 

For this I say yet naore thereto. 

Had I be God, and might haue do, 

My will, whan she my fers caught, 

I wold haue drawe the same draught : 

For also wise, God giue me reste, 

I dare well swere, she toke the best. 

But through that draught 1 haue lorne 
My blisse, alas that 1 was home, 
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For euermore I trowe trewly. 

For all my will, my lust wholly 
Is turned, but ye, what to done, 

By our Lorde it is to die sone : 

For nothing I leaue it nought, 

But live and die, right in this thought 
For there nys planet in firmament, 

Ne in ayre ne in erth none element. 

That they ne yeue me a yeffc echone. 

Of wep.ng whan I am alone: 

For whan that I aduise me wele, 

And bethinke me euerydele. 

How that there lieth in rekening, 

In my sorrow for nothing. 

And how there liueth no gladnesse 
May glad me of my distresse. 

And how I haue lost suifisaunce 
And thereto I haue no pleasaunce : 

Than may I say, I haue right nought. 

And whan al this falleth in my thought, 
Alas, than am I ouercome, 

For that is done, is not come 
I haue more sorrow thaji Tantale.” 

And I herde him tell this tale 
Thus pitously, as I you tell 
Unnetii might I longer dwell : 

It did nune herte so much wo. 

“ A good sir” (quod I) say nat so, 

Haue some pitie on your nature. 

That fourmed you to creature, 

Remembreth you of Socrates, 

For he counted not three strees 
Of nought that Fortuue coude do. 

** No” (quod he) ** 1 can not so,” 

** Why good sir, yes parde” (quod I) 

“ Ne say not so for truely, 

Though ye had lost the feerses twelue 
And ye for sorrow murdred your selue. 

Ye should be dampned in this cans. 

By as good right as Medea was, 

That slough her children for Jason, 

And Phillis also for Demophon 
Hing her selfe, so welaway 
For he had broke his tearme day 
To come to her : another rage 
Had Dido, the qiiene eke of Cartage, 

That slough her selfe, for Eneas 
Was false, which a foole she was: 

And Ecquo died, for Narcissus 
Nolde nat loue her, and right thus 
Hath many another folly done, 

And for Dalida died Sampsone, 

That slough himselfe with a pfiiere. 

But there is no man aliue here 
Would for her feeres i^ake this wo.*’ 

Why so” (quod ne) “ it is not so, 

Thou wotest full little what thou menest, 

I haue lost morethau thou wenest;** 

How may that be” (quod I) 

“ Good sir, tell me all holly. 

In what wise, how, why and wherefore. 

That ye haue thus your blisse lore?” 

** Blithely” (quod he) ** come sit doun, 

1 tell thee vpon a couditioun. 

That thou shalt holly with ‘all thy wit 
Doe thine entent to hearken it.” 

« Yes sir:” — Swere thy trouth thereto, 

Gladly do than hold here to,” 

“ I shall right blithely, so God me saue. 
Holly with all the wit 1 haue, 


Here you as well as I can 
A goddes halfe” (quod he) and began. 

" Sir” (quod he) “ sith first I couth 
Haue any manner wit fro youth. 

Or kindly vnderstandmg. 

To comprehend in any thing 
What leue was, in mine-owne wit, 

; Dredele&se I haue euer yet 
I Be tributarie, and yeue rent 
To Loue holly, with good entent. 

And through pleasaunce become his thrall, 
With good will, body, herte, and all. 

All this I put in bis seruage, 

As to my lord, and did homage, 

I And full deuoutly I praide him tho, 

He should beset mine herte so. 

That it pleasaonce to him were. 

And worship to my lady dere- 

And this was long, and many a yen: 
(Ere that mine herte was set o where) 
That I did thus, and nist why, 

I trowe it came me kindely, 

’ Paraunter I was thereto most able, 

{ As a white wall, or a table, 

For it is ready to catch and take 
All that men will therein make. 

Whether so men will portrey or paint. 

Be the werkes neuer so queint 

“ And thilke time I fared nght so, 

I was able to haue learned tho, * 

And to haue conde as well or better 
Paraunter either art or letter. 

But for loue came first in my thought. 
Therefore I forgate it naught, 

I chees loue to my first craft. 

Therefore it is with me laft, 

For why, I tooke it of so yong age. 

That mallice had my courage 
Not that time turned to nothing, 

Through too mokell knowledpng. 

For that time youth my maistresse 
Gonemed me in idlenesse. 

For it was in my first youth. 

And tho fiill little good I couth. 

For all my werkes were flitting 
That time, and all my thought varying. 

All were to me yliche good, 

That knew I tho, but thus it stood. 

It happed that I came on a dey 
Into a place, there that I sey 
Truly file fairest companie 
Of ladies, that euer man with eie 
Had seene togither in o place. 

Shall I clepe it hap, either grace. 

That brought me there, not but Fortune, 
That is to hen full commune. 

The fidse tratieresse peruerse, 

God would I could cl^ her werse. 

For now she worcbeth me full wo. 

And I woU tell soone why so. 

Amongs these la^es thus echone. 
Sooth to saine, I saw one 
That was like none of the rout, 

For I dare swere, without dout. 

That as the summers Sonne bright 
Is fairer, clerer, and hath moreli^ 

Than any other plannet in Heu^ 

The Mooue, or the sterres seoBp, 

For all the world so had sii^ 

Sunnounten hem all of bea^ 
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Of rnaner, and of comlinesse. 

Of stature, and of well set gladnesse. 

Of goodly heed, and so wel besey. 

Shortly what shall I more sey. 

By God and by his holowes twelue. 

It was my swete, light all her selue, 

She had so stedfast countenaunce. 

So noble porte, and maintenaunce: 

And lioue, that well harde my bone, 

Had espied me thus sone. 

That she full soone in tny thought, 

As belpc me God so was I cought 
So soda-nly, that I ne tokc 
No maner couosaile, but at her loke, 

And at mine herte, for why her eyen 
So gladly I trowe mine herte seyne. 

That purely rho, mine owne thought. 

Said, It were better seme her for nought. 
Than with another to be wele. 

And it was soth, for euery dele, 

I will anone ngbt tell thee why. 

I sawe her daunce so comely, 

Carol and sing so swetely, 

Laugh, and play so womanly. 

And looke so debonairly. 

So goodly speke and so freendly : 

That certes I trowe that euermore, 

Nas sene so blisfall a tresore : 

Por every beer on her heed, 

Sothe to say it was not reed, 

Ne neither yelowe ne browne it nas, 

Me thought most like gold it was. 

And which eyen my lady had, 

Debonaire, good, glad, and sad. 

Simple, of good mokel, not to wide. 

Thereto her loke nas not aside, 

Ne ouertwhart, but beset so wele, 

It drewe and tooke vp euerydele 
All that on her gan behoid. 

Her eyen semed anone she wold 
Haue mercy, folly wenden so, 

But It was neuer the rather do, 

It nas no counterfeted thing. 

It was her owne pure loking : 

That the goddesse dame Nature, 

Had made hem open by measuie, 

And close, for were she neuer so glad. 

Her looking was not foHrfi spiad, 

Ne wildely, though that she plaid. 

But euer me thought her eyen saud. 

By, God my wrath is al foryeue. 
Therewith her list so well to liue, 

That dulnesse was of her adrad. 

She nas to sobre ne to glad. 

In all things more measure. 

Had neuer I trowe creature. 

But many one with her loke she herte, 
And that sate her full litel at herte: 

Por she knew nothing of hir thought, 

But whether she knew, or knew it nought, 
Algate she ne rought of hem a stree. 

To get her loue no nere nas he 
That woned at home, than he in Inde, 

The foimest was alway behinde. 

But good folke oner all other. 

She loved as man may his brother. 

Of which loue she was wonder large. 

In skilfull places that here charge. 

But which a visage had she thereto, 

Alas my herte is wonder wo, 


That I ne can discriuen it. 

Me lacketh both English and wit. 

Por to vndo it at the full. 

And eke my spintes bene so dull 
So great a thing for to deuise, 

I haue not wit that can suffise 
To comprehend her beaute, 

But thus much I dare sain, that she 
Was white, rody, fresh, and hfely hewed, 

And euery day her beaute newed, 

And nigh her face was alderbest. 

For certes Nature had soch lest. 

To make that faire, that tmly she 
Was her chiefe patron of beaute. 

And chiefe ensample of all her werke 
And monster : for be it never so derke. 

Me thinketh I see her euer mo. 

And yet more ouer, though all the 
That euer lined, were now a hue, 

Ne would haue found to discnue 
In all her face a wicked signe, ^ 

For it was sad, simple, and benigne. 

And soch a goodly swete spech. 

Had that swete, my lines lech, 

So frendely, and so well ygrounded 
Upon all reason, so well ifounded, 

And so tretable to all good, 

That I dare swere well by the rood, 

Of eloquence was neuer fonde 
So swete a sowning faconde, 

Ne trewer tonged, ne scorned lasse, 

Ne bet coude heale, that by the masse, 
f I durst sweare though the pope it songe, 

I That there was neuer yet through her tongc, 
M an ne woman greatly harmid, 

As for her, was all harme hid: 

Ne lasse flattenng in her worde. 

That purely her simple recorde. 

Was found as trewe as any bond. 

Or trouth of any mans bond. 

“ Ne chide she could neuer a dele. 

That knoweth all the world ful wele. 

But such a fairenesse of a necke. 

Had that swete, that bone nor brecke 
Nas there none seen, that misse satte, 

It was white, smoth, streight, and pure fiatte. 
Without hole of canel bone, 

And by seming, she had none. 

Hei throte, as I haue now memorie, 
Semed as a round toure of yuojre, 

Of good greatiiesse, and not to grete. 

And faire white she hete, 

That was my ladies name right, 

*She was thereto faire and bright. 

She had not her name wrong, 

Right faire shouldei^s, and body long 
She had, and armes euer lith 
Fattish, fleshy, nat great therewith. 

Right white hands, and nailes rede. 

Round brestes, and of good brede’ 

Her Lippes were, a streight Hatte backe, 

I knew on her none other lacke, 

That all her limmes nere pure sewing, 

In as ferre as I had knowing, 

Thereto she could so well play 
What that her list, that I dare say 
That was like to toi ch bright. 

That euery man may take of light 
Ynough, and it hath neuer the lesse 
Of maner and of comelinesse. 
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Right so farde my lady dere, I 

For euery ’wight of her manere 
Moght catche ynougb, if that he wold ' 

If he had eyen her to behold, 

For I dare sweare well, if that she 
Had among tenae thousand be, 

She wolde haue be at the beste, 

A chefe myrrour of all the feste, I 

Though they had stonde in a rowe, 

To mens eyen, that could haue knowe, 

For where so men had plaide or waked. 

Me thought the felowship as naked 

Without her, that I saw ones, , 

As a crowne without stones, 

Trewly she was to mine eye. 

The solem fenix of Arabie, 

For there liueth neuer but one, 

Ne such as she, ne know I none 
To speake of goodnes&e, trewly she 
Had as moch debonairte, 

As ener had Hester in the Bible, 

And more, if more were possible. 

And soth to sayne, therewithal! 

She had a witte so generall. 

So whole enclined to all good. 

That al her witte was sette by the rood. 

Without malice, vpon gladnesse, 

And thereto I sawe never yet a l^se 
Harmefull, than she was in doyng, 

I say not that she ne had knowyng 
What harme was, or els she 
Had could no good, so thmketh me, 

And trewly, for to speake of trouth, 

But she had had, it had be routh 
Thereof she had so moch her dele. 

And I dare same,„and swere it wele. 

That Trouth bimselfe, ouer al and al, 

Had chose his maner principall 
In her, that was hfs resting place, 

Thereto she had the most grace. 

To haue sted&st perseueraunce. 

And easy attempre gouemannce, 

That euer I knew, or wist yet, 

So pare suffraunt was her wnt. 

And reason gladly she vnderstood, 

It folowed wel, she could good. 

She used gladly to do wele. 

These were her maners euery dele. 

** Therewith she loued so wel nght. 

She wrong do would to no wight, 

No wight might do her no sh^e, 

She loued so wel her own name. 

** Her lust to hold no wight in bond, 

Ne be thon siker, she wold not fond. 

To holde no wight iu balaunce, 

By halfe word ne by conntenaunce, 

But if men wold vpon her lye, 

Ne sende men into Walakie, 

To Bruise, and to Tartarie, 

To Ahsaimdne, ne into Turkic, 

And bidde him fast, auone that he 
Go boodlesse into the drie see. 

And come home by the Carrenare. 

“ And sir, be now nght ware, 

That I may of you here saine, 

W’orship, or that ye come againe. 

“ She ne vsed no soch knackes smale^ 

But therfore that I tell my tale. 

Bight on this same I haue said. 

Was wholly all xnv loue laid. 
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For certes she was that swete wife, 

My suifisaunce, my Inst, my life, 

Mine hope, mine heale, and all blesse^ 

My viorlds welfare, and my goddesse. 

And I \iboly hers, and eumy dele.’* 

“ By our lorde” (quod 1) “ I tiowe you wele, 
Hardly, your loue was wel beset, 

I not how It might haue do bet.*' 

“ Bet, ne not so wel” (quod be) 

“ I trowe sir” (quod I) “ parde.” 

“ Nay leue it wel “ Sir so do I, 

I leue you wel, that trewly 
You thought that she was the best, 

And to behold, the alderfairest. 

Who so had loked her with your eyen 
“ With mine, nay all that her seycn, 

Said and swore it was so. 

And though they ne had, I would tho 
Haue loued best my lady free. 

Though I had had al the beaute 
That euer bad Alcibiades, 

And al the strength of Hercules, 

And thereto had the worthmesse 
Of Alisaunder, and all the nchesse 
That euer was m Babiioine, 

In Cartage, or in Macedoine, 

Or in Borne, or in Niniue, 

And thereto also hardy be. 

As was Hector, so haue I joy, 

That Achilles slough at Troy, 

And therefore was he slayne also 
In a temple, for both two 
Were slaine, he and Antilegius, 

And so saith Dares Fregius, 

For loue of Polixena, 

Or ben as wise as Btoerua, 

I would euer, without drede 
Haue loued her, for I must nede. 

Nede ? Nay trewly I gabbe now, 

Nought nede, ai^ I woll tellen how, 

For of good will mine hertc it wold. 

And eke to loue her, t was holder 
As for the fayrest and the best. 

She was as g^, so baue I rest, 

As euer was Penelope of Greece, 

Or as the noble wife Lucrece, 

That was the best, he telleth thus 
The Roman Titus liuius. 

She was as good, and nothing like. 

Though hir stories be autentike, 

Algate she was as trewe as she. 

“ But wherefore that I tell thse. 

Whan I first my lady sey, 

I was right yong, soth to sey. 

And full great need I bad to leme. 

Whan mine hcrte wolde yem^ 

To loue it was a great emprise. 

But as my wit wcide best suffise. 

After my yong childely wit, 

Without drede I beset it, 

To loue her in my best wise 
To do her worship, and the semise 
That I coude tho, by my trouth 
Without feining, ejrther slouth. 

For wonder fame I wolde her se^ ' 

So mokell it amended me^ 

That whan I sawe her amorowe^ 

I was wanshed of all my sorowe 
Of all day after, till it were aae. 

Me thought nothing ml^t me gtw. 
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Were my sorowes neuer so smert. 

And yet she set so in mine herte, 

That by my tiouth, I nold nought 
For all this world, out of my thought 
Leaue my lady, no trewly.’" 

“ Now by my trouth sir^’ (quod I) 

“Me thmketh ye hauc such a chaunce, 

As shnft, without repentaunce.” 

“ Repentaunce, nay fie*' (quod he) 

“ Shuld 1 now repent me 

To loue, nay certes than were I well 

Worse than was Achitof^, 

Oi' Antenor, so haue I joy, 

The traitour that betrayed Troy : 

Or the false Ganelion, 

He that purchased the traison 
Of Rouland, and of OUuere : 

Nay, while I am a Hue here, 

I nil foryet her never 

“ Now good sir,^^ (quod I tho) 

Ye haue well told me heie before. 

It IS no need to reherse it more. 

How ye saw her first, and where. 

But would ye tell me the roanere. 

To her wh’ch was your first speche, 
Thereof I would you beseche. 

And how she knew first your thought, 
Whether ye loved her or nought, 

And telieth me eke, what ye hare lore, 

I herde you tell her here before. 

Ye said, thou notest what thou meanest, 

I have lost more than thou weenest : 
What losse is that’’ (quod 1 tho) 

“ Nil she not love you, is it so ? 

Or hare ye ought done amis, 

That she hath lefce you, is it this ? 

For Goddes love tell me all.” 

“ Before God” (quod he) “‘and I shall, 
1 say nght as I have said, 

On her was all my bve laid. 

And yet she nist it not never a dele. 

Not longe time, leve it wele. 

For by right siker, I durst nought 
For all this world tell her my thought, 
Ne I wolde have wrothed her trewly, 

For wost thou why, she was lady 
Of the body that had the herte. 

And whoso hath that may not asterte. 

“ But for to Iteepe me fro ydlenesse, 
Trewly I did my businesse 
To make songes, as I best coude. 

And oft time 1 song hem loude, 

And made songes, this a great dele, 
Although T coude nat make so wele 
Songes, ne knew the arte al, 

As coude Lamekes sou, Tubal, 

That found out first the arte of songe, 
For as bis brothers hamers ronge. 

Upon his anvelt vp and downe. 

Thereof he toke the first sowne, 

“ ButGrekessameofPithagoras, 
That he the first finder was 
Of the art, Aurora telieth so, 

But thereof no force of hem two, 

Algates songes thus 1 made, 

Of my feliijg, mine herte to glade : 

' And lo this was alther first, 

I not where it were the werst 

“ Lord it maketh mine herte light, 
Whan I tbinke on that swete wight, 


That is so semely one to se, 

And wish to God it might so be 
That she wold hold me for her knight. 

My lady that is so fayie and bright. 

“ Now have I told thee, soth to say. 
My first song : vpon a day, 

1 bethought me what wo 
And sorowe that I sufired tho, 

For her, and yet she wist it nought, 

Ne tell her durst I not my thought : 

Alas thought I, I can no rede. 

And but I tell her, 1 am but dede. 

And if I tei her, to say right soth 
1 am a dradde she woll be wroth, 

Alas, what shall I than do. 

In this debate I was so wo, 

Me thought mine herte brast a twain. 

So at the last, sothe for to same, 

I bethought me that Nature, 

Ne formed never in creature. 

So much beauty trewly 
And bounty, without mercy. 

In hope of that, my tale I tolde, 
With sorowe, as that I never sholde. 

For nedes, and maugre mine heed 
I must have tolde her, or be deed: 

I not well how that I began, 

Full yvell reherce it 1 can. 

And eke as heipe me God withall, 

I trow it was in the dismaU, 

That was the ten woundes of Egipt, 

For many a word I overskipt 
In my talc for pure fere, 

I^est my wordes misse set were, 

With sorowfull herte, and woundes dede, 
Soft and quaking for pure drede. 

And shame, and stinting in my tale, 

For ferde, and mine hew al pale, 

Full oft I wexte both pale and reed. 
Bowing to her I hing the heed, 

1 durst not ones loke her on. 

For wit, manner and all was gone, 

I said : Mercy, and no more. 

It nas no game, it sate me sore. 

“ So at the last soth to saine, 

Whan that mine herte was com againe, 
To tell shortly all my speech. 

With hole herte I gan her beseech 
That she wolde be my lady swete, 

And swore, and hertely gan her hete. 
Ever to be stedfast and trewe, 

And love her alway freshly newe, 

And never other lady have, 

And all her woi^hip for to save, 

As I best coude, 1 sware her this. 

For yours is all that ever there is, 

For evermore, mine herte swete. 

And never to false you, hut I mete 
1 nyl, as wise God heipe me so. 

“ And whan I had my talc ydo, 

God wote she acompted not a stre 
Of all my talc, so thought me. 

To tell shortly nght as it is 
Trewly her answere it was this, 

I can not now well countrefete 
Her wordes, but this was the grcte 
Of her answere, she said nay 
Allvtterly: alas that day, 

The sorow I suffered and the wo, 

That trewly Cassandra that so 
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Bewayled the destruction 
Of Troy, and of Illyon, 

Had never such sorow as I tho, 

I durst no more say thereto. 

For pure feare, but stale away. 

And thus I liv^ full many a day. 

That trewly I had no need, 

Ferther than my beddes heed. 

Never a day to seche sorrow, 

I found it ready every morrow, 

For why I loved in no gere# 

So it befell another yere, 

1 thought ones 1 would fonde, 

To doe her know, and understonde 
My wo, and she well vnderstood, 

That I ne wilned thing but good. 

And worship, and to keepe her name. 

Over all things, and drede her shame, 

And was so basie her to serve, 

And pitie were that I should sterve, 

Sith that I wilned no hanne iwis. 

“ So whan my lady knew all this. 

My lady yave me all bdly. 

The noble yeft of her mercy, 

Saving her worship by all ways, 

Dredelesse, 1 mene none other ways, 

And therewith she yave me a ring, 

I trowe it was the first thing, 

But if mine herte was iwaxe 
Glad that it is no need to axe. 

** As helpe me God, I was as blive 
Eaised, as fro death to live. 

Of all happes the alderbest, 

The gladdest and the most at rest, 

For truely that swete wight. 

Whan 1 had wrong, and she the right, 

She would alway so goodly 
Foryeve me so debonairly. 

In all my youth, in all chaunoe. 

She tooke in her gouemaunce. 

Therewith she was alway so true. 

Our joy was ever iliche newe. 

Our hertes were So even a paire. 

That never nas that one contrarie 

To that other, for no wo 

For soth iliche they suffred tha 

0 blisse, and eke o sorow bothe, 

Hich they were both glad and wrothe, 

AH was vs one, without were, 

And thus we lived full many a yere. 

So well, I can not tell how.'' 

“ Sir'' (quod I) ** where is she now 
** Now’' (quod he) and stinte anone, 

Therewith he vroxe as dedde as stone. 

And saied, Alas, that I was bore, 

That was the losse, that here before 

1 tolde thee that I had lome, 

Bethinke thee how I said here beforae. 

Thou woste full htle what thou menest, 

I have loste more than thou wenest. 

« God wote alas, right that was she." 

Alas sir how, what may that be 2" 

« She is dedde “Nay.”— « Yesby my trouth,” 

“ Is that your losse, by God it is routhe.” 

And with that worde right anone. 

They gan to strake forth, all was done 
For that time, the hart hunt3rng‘ 

With that me thought that this kyng, 

Gan homeward for to ride. 

Unto a place was there beside, 


Which was from vs but a lite, 

A long castell with walles white. 

By sainct Johan, on a rich hill. 

As me mette, but thus it fill. 

Right thus me mette, as I you tell. 
That in the castell there was a hell, 
As it had smitte houres twelue. 
Therewith I awoke my selue. 

And found me lying in my 
And the booke that I had redde. 

Of Alcione and Seis the kyng, 

And of the goddes of sleping, 

Ifound it in mine bond full even. 
Thought 1, thiS IS so queint a sweven. 
That I would by processe of tyme. 
Fond to pat this sweven in ryme. 

As I can best, and that anon. 

This was my swe\ en, now it is done. 

XXPIICIT. 


Mt master, &c. whan of Christ onr king. 

Was asked, what is troth or sothfastnesse, 

He not a worde answerdc to that asking. 

As who saith, no man is all true, 1 gesse: 

And therefore, though I bight to expresse 
The sorrow and wo that is m manage, 

I dare not wnten of it no wickednes^e. 

Lest I my selfe fall eft m soche dotage. 

I woU not say how that it is the chaine 
Of Sathanas, on which Ij© knaweth ever. 

But I dare saine were he out of his pame. 

As by his will be would be bounden never, 

I But thilke doted foole, that eft hath lever 
Ichayned be, than out of prison crepe, 

God let him never fro his wo d.scever, 

Ne no man him bewayle, though he wepei. 

But yet lest thoa doe worse, take a wift^ 

Bet is to wedde,1ban brenne in worse wise. 
But thou sbalt have sorow on thy flesh thy lif^ 
And ben thy wives thrale, as sam these wise^ 
And if that holy writ may not suffice. 
Experience shall thee teach, so may happe. 
Take the way leuer to be taken in frise, 

Than eft to fall of wedding in the trappe. 

This little writte, prouerbes or figures, 

I sende you, take keepe of it I rede^ 

(Tnwise is he, that can no wele endure. 

If thou be siker, put thee not in drede. 

The Wife of Bathe, I pray you that ye reds 
Of this matter that we have on honde, 

God graunt you your lyfe freely to lede 
In fredome, for ^le is to be bonde. 

EXPLICIT. 


THE 

ASSEMBLY OEFOWU 


All fowls are gathered before nature on S. Va- 
ienrines day, to ^ose their makes. Afonnell 
eagle, being belov^ of three tercels, reqoiretb 
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a years respite to make her choice : upon this 
trial, gui bien ame tard ouhlie: he that lovetli 
well, is slow to forget. 


The lyfe so short, the craft so long to lerne, 
Tfaassay so hard, so sharpe the conquering, 
The dreadful joy, alway that flit so yeme. 

All this mean I by Love, that my feeling 
Astonieth with his wonderful werkyng. 

So sore J wjs, that whan I ou him think. 
Naught wete I wel, whether I flete or sink. 

For all be that I know not Love in dede, 

Ne wot how that he qniteth folke hir hire, 
Yet happeth me full oft in bookes rede 
Of his myracles, and of his cruell ire, 

There rede I well, he well be lorde and sire : 
I dare not say his stiokes be sore. 

But God save soch a lorde, I can no more. 

Of vsage, what for lust and what for lore, 

On bookes rede I of, as I you told. 

But wherfore speake I all this ? naught yore 
Agon, it happed me to behold 
Upon a booke was iwritten with letters old, 
And therevpon a certaii^ thing to lerpe. 

The long day, full fast I radde and yerue. 

For out of the old fieldes, as men saith, 
Commeth al this new come fro yere to yere. 
And out of old bookes, in good faith, 
Commeth all this new science that men lere, 
But now to purpose, as of this mattere, 

To rede forth it gan me so delite, 

That all that day, me thought it but a lite. 

This booke of which I make mencion, 
Entitled was right thus, as I shall tell, 
Tullius, of the dreame of Scipion : 

Chapiters seven it had, of Heaven and Hell, 
And Yearth, and soules that therein dwell, 

Of which as shortly as I can it treate. 

Of his sentence I woll you saine the greate. 

First telleth it^ whan Scipion was come 
In Afhicke, how he meteth Massinisse, 

That him for joy, in annes hath inome. 

Than telleth he her s|peach and all the blisse. 
That was betwixt hem til the day gan misse, 
And how his aiincester Affinkan so dere, 

Gan in his slepe that night til him appere. 

Than telleth it, that from a sterrie place, 
How Affhkanhath him Cartage shewed, 

And warned him before of all his grace. 

And said him, what man lered e^er leude, 
That loveth common profite well itheude. 

He should into a blisfull place wend, 

There as the joy is without any end. 

Than asked he, if folke that here been dede 
Have life, and dwelbng in another place ? 

And Affrikan said Ye, without any dredc. 
And how our present Jives space, 

Ment but a maner death, what way we trace, 
And rightfixll folke, shall gon after they die 
To Heaven, and shewed him the Gal^xie. 


Than shewed he him, the little Yerth that here is 
To regard of the Heavens quantite, 

And after shewed he hym the nine spens, 

And after that the melodie heard he. 

That commeth of thilke speres thnse three, 

That welles of musicke been and melodie 
In this world here, and cause of annonie. 

Than said he him, sens Earth was so litc, 

And full of tourment, and of hard grace, 

That he ne should him in this world delite: 

Than told be him, in certain yeres space. 

That every sterre should come into his place. 
There it was first, and all should out of mind. 
That in this world is done of all mankind. 

Than prayed him Scipion, to tell him all 
The way to come into that Heaven hlisse, 

And he said: “ Fir&t know thy selfe immortall, 
And loke aie busely, that thou werche and wisse. 
To common piofite, and thou shalt not misse 
To come swiftly vnto that place dere. 

That full of blisse is, and of soules dere. 

And breakers of the law, soth to same. 

And hkerous folke, after that they been dede. 
Shall whirle about the world, alway in pame 
Till many a world be passed out of drede. 

And than foryeven all hir wicked dede, 

Than shullen they come to that blisfull place, 

To which to comen, God send thee grace.** 

The day gan fallen, and the darke night. 

That reveth beastes from hir businesse, 

Beraft me my book for lacke of light, 

And to my bedde I gan me foi to dresse. 

Fulfilled of thought and busie heauinesse. 

For both I had thyng, which that I nold, 

And eke I ne had that thing that 1 wold. 

But finally my spirite at last. 

For weary of my labour all that day, 

Tooke rest, that made me to slepe 
And in my sleepe 1 met, as that 1 say, 

How Afirikan, right in the selfe aray 
That Scipion him saw, before that tide, 

Was come, and stode right at my beds side. 

The wearie hunter sleeping in his bedde, 

The wood ayen his mind goeth anone, 

The judge dremeth, bow his plees be spedde, 

The carter dremeth, how his cartes gone. 

The rich of gold, the knight fight with his fone, 
The sicke mette he drinketh of the tonne. 

The lover mette he hath his lady wonne. 

Can I not saine, if that the cause were. 

For I had radde of Affnkan befome, 

That made me to mete that he stood there. 

But thus said he : ‘‘ Thou hast thee so wel borne 
In looking of mine old booke all to tome. 

Of which Macrobie raught not a lite, 

That some dele of thy labour would 1 quite.*^ 

Citherea, thou blisfol lady swete, 

That with thy fire brond, dauntest whan the lest 
That madest me this sweven for to mete, 

Be thou my helpe in this, for thou maist best. 

As wisely ab J seigh the north northwest, 

Whan 1 began my sweven for to write, 

So yeve me might to rime it and endite^ 
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This aforesaid Affnkan me hent anone, I 

And forthwith him to a gate brought, ' 

Right of a parkc, walled with grene stone, 

And over the gate, with letters large iwrought. 
There were verse y written as me thought 
On either halfe, of full great difference, 

Of which I shall you say the playne sentence: 

“ Through me men gon into the blisful place 
Of hertes heale and dedly wounds cure. 

Through me men gon into the well of grace, 

There grene and lusty May shall ever endure. 

This IS the way to all good auenture, 

Be glad thou reader, and thy sorow off cast. 

All open am I, passe in and spede thee fast,” 

** Through me men gon” (than spake the other 
" Unto the mortall strokes of the speare, [side) 
Of which disdaine and danger is the gide, 

There never tree shall fruit ne leaves beare, 

This streme you ledeth to the sorowful were, 

There as the fish in pryson is all dry. 

The eschewing is onely the remedy.” 

These verses of gold and asure y written weare, 

Of which I gan astonied to behold. 

For with that one encreased all my feare. 

And with that other gan my herte to bold. 

That one me het, that other did me cold. 

No wit had I for errour for to chese. 

To enter or flie, or me to save or lese. 

Right as hetwene adamants two. 

Of even weight, a peece of yron set 
Ne hath no might to move to ne fro. 

For what that one may hale that other let, 

So fared I, that I nist where me was bet 
To entre or leave, till Affnkan my gide. 

Me heut and shove in at the gates wide. 

And said, “ It stand^h written in thy face. 

Thine eironr, though thou tell it not me. 

But dread thee not to come into this place. 

For this writing is nothing meant by thee, 

Ne by none, but he Loves servaunt bee. 

For thou of love hast lost tby tast I gesse. 

As sicke man hathi of swete and bitteraesse. 

But natheles, although thou be dull, 

That thou canst not doe, yet mayst thou see. 

For many a man that may not stand a pull, 

Yet liketh it him at the wrestlyng for to be, 

And demeth yet, whether he doe bet, or he, 

And if thou haddest connyng for tendite, 

I shall thee shew matter of to write.” 

And with that my hand in his he toke anon. 

Of which I comfort caught, and went in fast. 

But Lord so I was glad, and well begon, 

For ouer all, where I mine iyen cast. 

Were trees clad with leanes, that aie shal last 
Eche in his kind, with colour fresh and grene. 

As emeraude, that joy it was to sene. 

The bilder oke, and eke the hardy asshe. 

The piller elme, the coffre vnto caraine, 

The bosee pipe tree, holme to whips lasshe, 

The sailing firre, the cipres death to plaine, 

The shooter ewe, the aspe for shaftes plaine, 

The oliue of peace, and eke the dronken vme. 

The victor p^me, the lanrer to diuine. 


A gardein saw I, full of blusomed bowis. 

Upon a river, in a grene mede, 

There as sweetnesse euermore inough is. 

With floures white, blewc, yelowe, and ted, 
And cold Welle streames, nothing dede. 

That swommen full of smale fishes light. 
With finnes rede, and scales silver bright. 

On every bough the birdes heard I sing. 

With voice of angeli, in hir armonie. 

That busied hem, hir birdes forth to bring. 
The little pretty conies to hir play gan hie, 
And further all about I gan espie, 

The dredful roe, the buck, the hart, and hind. 
Squirrels, and beasts small, of gentle kind. 

Of instruments of stringes in accord. 

Heard I so play, a ravishing swetnesse. 

That God, that maker is of all and lorde, 

Ne heard never better, as I gesse, 

Therewith a wind, unneth it might be lesse. 
Made in the leaves grene a noise soft. 
Accordant to the ibules song on lofr. 

The aire of the place so attempre was, 

That never was ther grenance of hot ne cold 
There was eke every hols>ome spice and gras, 

I Ne no man may there waxe sicke ne old. 

Yet was there more joy o thousand fold, 

Thau I can tell or ever could or m^ght. 

There is ever clere day, and never night. 

Under a tree, beside a well I sey 
Cupide our lorde, his arrowes forge and jfila. 
And at his feete his bowe already lay, 

And well his doughter tempred alt the while 
The heddes in the well, with her wile 
She couched hem after, as they should serve 
Some to slea, and some to wound and carve. 

Tbo was I ware of Pleasannce anon right. 

And of Array, Lust, Beauty, and Curtesie, 
And of the Craft, that can hath the might 
To done by force, a wight to done fohe: 
Disfigured was she, I will not he, 

And by himselfe, 'mder an oke I gesse, 

Sawe I Delite, that stood with Gentlenesse. 

Than saw I Beauty, with a nice attire, 

And Youth, full of game and jolitee, 

Foole Hardmesse, Flattene, and Desire, 
Messagerie, Mede, and other three;, 

Hir names shall not here be told few me. 

And vpon pillers great of jasper long, 

I sawe a temple of brasse ifounded strong. 

And about the temple daunced alway 
Women inow, of which some there were 
Faire of hemself, and some of hem were gay, 
In kirtils all disheueled went they there. 
That was their office euer, fro yere to yere. 
And on the temple, saw 1 white and friire. 

Of doves sitting many a thousand paire. 

And before the temple doore full soberly. 
Dame Peace sat, a curtaine in her honde, 
And her beside wonder discretly. 

Dame Pacience, sitting there I 
With face pale, vpon hill of sonde, 

And Either next, withhi and without. 

Behest ^d Arte, and of her folke a tout, 
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Within tlie temple, of sigbes hote as fire, 

I heard a swough, that gan about ren, 

Which sighes were engendred with desire, 
That made euery herte for to bren 
Of newe flambe, and well espied 1 then, 

That all the cause of sorowes, that they cine. 
Come of the bitter goddess Jalousie. 

The god Priapus, saw I as I went 
Within the temple, in souerain place sto'nd. 

In sneh an ay, as whan the asse him shent 
With cne by night, and with sceptre in bond. 
Full busilie men gan assay and fond. 

Upon his hedde to set of sondrie hewe, 
Garlandes full of freshe floures newe. 

And in a priuie comer, in disport 
Found I Venus, and her porter Richesse, 

That was foil noble, and hauten of her port, 
Darke was that place, but after lightncsse 
I sawe a lite, vnnethes, it might be lesse, 

And on a bed of golde she lay to rest, 

Till that the hote Sonne gan to west. 

Her gilte heeres, with a gold threde 
Iboand were, vntressed as she lay. 

And naked from the brest vnto the hede. 

Men might her see, and sothly for to say, 

The remnaunt, couered well to my pay. 

Right with a little kercbefe of Valence, 

There was no thicker clothe of defence. 

The place gaue a thousand sauours soote, 

And Bacchus god of wine sate her beside, 

And Ceres next, that doeth of hunger boote, 
And as I said, a middes lay Cupide, 

To whom on knees, the yong folkes cride. 

To be their helpe, but thus I let her lie, 

And farther in the temple I gan espie. 

That in dispite of Diane the chaste, 

Full many a bowe ibroke hing on the wall. 

Of maidei^, such as gone hir times waste 
In her seruice : and painted ouer all. 

Of many a stone, of which I touch shall 
A fewe, as of Calixte, and Athalant, 

And many a maid, of which the name I want. 

5. mvramus, Candace, and Hercules, 

' j s, Dido, Tisbe, and Piramus, 

‘ ‘stram, Isoude, Paris, and Achiiles, 
rmame, Geopatre, ancl Troilus, 

Sylla, and eke the mother of Romulus, 

All these were paynted on that other side. 
And all hir lone, and in what plite they dide. 

Whan I was commen ayen into the place 
That I of spake, that was so soote and grene, 
Forth walked I tbo, my seluen to solace, 

Tho was I ware, where there sate a queue. 
That as of light, the Sommer Sunne sbene 
Passeth the sterre, right so ouer measure. 

She fairer was than any creature. 

And in a laund, vpon an hill of floures. 

Was set this noble goddesse Nature, 

Of branches were her halles and her bonres 
Iwrought, after her craft and her measure, . 
Ne there nas foul, that cometh of engendrure, 
That there ne were prest, in her presence, 

To take hir dome, and yeue hir audience. 


For this was on sainct Valentines day, 

Whan euery foul cometh to chese hir mak^. 

Of euery kind, that meu thmke may, 

And that so huge a noise gan they make. 

That yearth, sea, and tree, and euery lake. 

So full was, that vnneth there was space 
For me to stand, so full was all the place. 

And right as Alaine, in the plaint of kind, 
Deuiseth Nature, of such araie and face, 

In soche aray, men might her there find. 

This noble empresse full of all grace. 

Bad euery foule take hir owne place. 

As they were wont alway, fro yere to yere. 

On sainct Valentines day, standen there. 

That is to say, the foules of raume 
Were highest set, and than the foules smale. 
That eaten, as that nature would encline. 

As worme or thing, of which I tell no tale, 

But water foule sat lowest in the dale, 

And foules that Imeth by seed sat on the grene, 
And that so many, that wonder was to sene* 

There might men the royall egle find, 

That with his sharpe looke perseth the Son, 

And other egles of a lower kind. 

Of which that clerkes well deuisen con. 

There was the tyrant with his fethers don. 

And grene, I mean the goshauke that doth pine 
To birdes, for his outragious raume. 

The gentle faucon, that with his fete distreineth 
The kings hand, the hardy sperhauke eke, 

The quales foe, the merhon that peineth 
Himself full oft the larke for to seke. 

There was the doue, with her lyen meke, 
Thejelous swan, ayenst his deth that singeth. 
The oul eke, that of deth the bode bringeth. 

The crane, the geant, with his tromps soune, 
The theif the chough, and the chattring pie, 

The scorning jaie, the eles foe the heroune, 

The false lapwing, full of trecherie, 

The stare, ^at the counsaile can bewrie. 

The tame ruddocke, and the coward kite. 

The cocke, that boriloge is of thropes lite. 

T^iesparow Venus son, and the nightingale 
That cleapeth forth the fresh leaues new. 

The swalow, murdrer of the bees smale. 

That maken home of floures fresh of hew, 

The wedded turtell, with his herte true, 

The pecocke, with his angel fethers bnght. 

The fesaunt, scoruer of the cocke by night. 

The waker gose, the cuckowe euer vnkmd, 

The popingeie, full of delicasie, 

The drake, stroier of his owne kind, 

The storke, wreker of aduoutrie, 

The hote cormeraunt, ful of glotonie. 

The rauin and the crow^ with her voyce of care, 
The trostell old, and the frostie feldfare. 

What should I say of fouls of euery kind. 

That in this woild haue fethers and stature. 

Men might in that place assembled find, , 
Before that noble goddess of Nature, 

And eche of them did bis busie cure, 

Benignely to chese, or for to take 
By her accorde, his formell or his make. 
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Bat to the poinct, Nature held on her bond, 

A formell egle, of shape the gentillest. 

That euer she among her workes fond. 

The most benigne, and eke the goodliest, 

In her was euery veitue, at his rest 
So ferfortb, that Nature her selfe had bhsse, 

To looke on her, and oft her beeke to kisse. 

Nature, the vicare of the almightie Lord, 

That hote, colde, heme, light, moist, and drie. 
Hath knit, by euen number of accord. 

In easie voice, began to speake and say, 

“ Fonles take hede of my sentence I pray. 

And for your own ease, in fordnng of your need, 
As fast as 1 may speak, I will me speed. 

“ Ye know wel, bow on S. Valentines day. 

By my statute, and through my gouemance. 

Ye doe chese your makes, and after flie away 
With hem, as I pricke you with pleasannce, 

But nathelesse, as by rigbtfall ordinaunce, 

May I not let, for all tins world to win. 

But he that most worthiest is, shall begin. 

The tercell egle, as ye know fall wele, 

The foule royall, aboue you all in degre. 

The wise and worthie, the secret true as stele. 
The which I haue formed, as ye may see, 

In euery parte, as it best liketh mee. 

It nedeth not bis shape you to devise, 

He shall first chese, and speaken in bis gise. 

And after him, by order shall ye chese. 

After your Idnd, euerich as you liketh, 

And as your hap is, shall ye win or lese, 

But which of you, that loue most entnketb, 

God sende him her, that sorest for him aketh:” 
And therewithal!, the tercell gaa she call. 

And said, ** My sonne the cb^se is to thee fall 

Bat nathelesse, in this condicion 
Most be the choice of eueiiche that is here. 
That she agree to his election. 

Who so be be, that should been her fere. 

This is our vsage alway, fro yere to yere^ 

And who so may at this dme haue his grace, 

In bhsfuU time he came into this place,’' 

With bed enclined, and with fol bumble chere, 
This roial tercell spake, and taried nought. 

Unto my soaeraine lady, and not my fere, 

1 chose and chese, with wUl, herte, and thooght. 
The Ibrmell on your hand, so wel iwrought, 
Whose lam all, and euer will her seme. 

Doe what her luste, to doe me hue or sterue. 

** Besechyng her of mercy, and of grace. 

As she that is my ladie soverain. 

Or let me die here present In this place. 

For certes long may X not fine in pain, 

For in my herte is coruen euery vain, 

Haning regard onely to my trouth, 

My dere herte, haue on my wo some routh. 

" And if I be found to her -smtirue, 

Disobeisaunt, or wilfull negligent, 

Auauntour, or in processe loue a newe, 

I pray to you this be my judgement, 

That with these foules I be all to rent. 

That like day that she me euer find 
To her vntrue, or in my gilte vnkind. 


“ And sith that none loneth her so well as I, 
Although she nener of loue me bebet. 

Than ought she be mine through her mercy. 

For other bonde can I none on her knct : 

For well nor wo neuer shall I let 
To serue her, how farre so that she wende. 

Say what you list, my talc is at an ende.” 

Right as the fresh redde rose newe. 

Against the sommer Sonne coloor^ is. 

Right so for shame all waxen gan the hewe 
Of this formell, whan she hea^ all this. 

Neither she answerde well, ne said amis. 

So sore abashed was she, till that Nature 
Said, Doughter drede you not, I you assure.*’ 

Another tercell egle spake anon. 

Of lower kind, and said ^ That should not be, 

I loue her better than ye doe, by sainct John, 

Or at the least I loue her as well as ye. 

And lenger hane semed her in my degree. 

And if she should hane loued for long loning. 

To me alone had be the guerdoning. 

“ I dare eke say, if she me finde false. 

Unkind jangler, or rebell in any wise. 

Or jelous, doe me bang by the halse, 

And but I beare me in her seruise 
As well as my wit can me sniftse, 

Fro poinct to poinct, her honour for to saue. 
Take she my life, and all the good I haue.” 

The third tercell egle answerde tho, 

“ Now sirs, ye see the little leaser here^ 

For euery foule crietb out to be ago 
Forth with bis make, or with bis lady deret 
And eke Nature her self ne will not here 
For tarying heir, not half that I would sey. 

And but I q>eake, I must for sorrow dey. 

“ Of long semice auaunt I me nothing, 

Bot as possible he me to die fo day. 

For wo, as he that hath be languishing 
This twenty winter, and wel it happen may, 

A man may serve better, and more to pay, 

In half a year, although it were no more, 

Than some man doth, that hath served full yore. 

‘‘ I ne say not this by me, for I ne can 
Do no sei vice that may my lady please. 

But I dare say, I am her trewest man. 

As to my dome, and fainest wold her please; 

At short wordes, till that death me cease> 

I will be bers, whether I wake or wihke, 

And trewe in all that herte may betbinke.” 

Of al my life sith that day I was borne, 

So gentle plee in love or o^er thing, 

Ne herde never no man me befbme. 

Who so that had leiser and conning 

For to rehearse their chere, and then: speaking. 

And from the morrow gan this spech last, 

Till downward went the Sunne wonder fak. 

The noyse of foules for to be ddiveird. 

So loude rang, “ Have don and tot va ^rend,” 
That well weend I, the wood had al to shiv^; 

Come off** they cryd, ** ye will us shem 
Whan shal your cursed pkdhag have an end, 

: How should a judge efti^pajrty leue, 
j For ye or nay, wS^Outany preie ?** 



CHAUCER'S POEMS. 


334 

The goos, the duck, and the cuckow alsd. 

So cned “ Keke, keke, Cuckow, Queke queke hie,*' 
Through mine eares the noise went tho. 

The goos said than A1 this nys worth a flic, 

But I can shape hereof a reinedie, 

And will say my verdite, faire and swithc, 

For water foule, whoso be wroth or blithe.** 

“ And I for worm foule,** said the foie cuckow 
“ For I will of mine own authorite, 

For common spede, take on me the charge now. 
For to deliver us, it is great cbante.” 

Ye may abide a while, yet perde,** 

(Quod the turtel) “ if it be your will, 

A wight may speak, it were as good be still. 

I am a sede foule, one the vnworthiest, 

That wote I well, and leest of conning. 

But better is that a wights tonge rest, 

Than entremete him of such doing 
Of which he neither rede can nor sing, 

And who so it doth, full foule himself acloyeth. 

For office vncommitted oft annoyeth.’* 

Nature, which that alway had an eare, 

To murmure of tlie lewdenesse behind. 

With fecond voice said, Hold your tongues there, 
And I shall soone, I iK^e, a counsaile find, , 

■Yon for to deliver, and fro this noyse unbind: 

I charge of euery flock ye shall one call. 

To say the verdite of you foules all** 

Assented were to this conclusion, 

The birdes all: and foules of ravine 
Have chosen first by plaine election, 

The tercelet of the faucon to define 
AH hir sentence, and as him lust to termine. 

And to Nature him they did present. 

And she accepteth him with glad entent. 

The tercelet said than in this manere, 

** Fall bard it were to pi eve it by reason, 

Who loueth best this gentle formell here. 

For evench bath such replicatioun, 

That by skils may none be brought adoun, 

I cannot see that arguments availe. 

Than seemeth it there must be hatteile.'* 

" All ready’* (quod the§e eagle tercels tho :) 

“ Nay sirs” (quod he) “ if that 1 durst it say. 

Ye do me wrong, my tale is not ydo : 

For sirs, taketh nat a gteefe 1 pray. 

It may not be as ye would, in this way,’ 

Ours is the voice, that have the charge in hand, 
And to the judges dome ye must stand. 

And therefore peace I say, as to my wit. 

Me would thinke, how that the worthiest 
Of knighthood, and lengest had vsed it, 

Most of estate, of blood the gentillest, 

Were fitting for her, if that her lest, 

And of these three, she wote her selfe I trow 
Which that he be, for it is light to know.** 

The water foules have th^ir heads laid 
Togider, and of short avxsement, 

Whan everiche had this verdite said, 

They said soothly all by one assent. 

How that the goos, with the facond gent. 

That sn desireth to pronounce our nede, 

Shal tel her tale, and praid to God her spede. 


And for these water foules tho began 
The goose to speake, and m her cakeling, 

She said, “ Peace now, take keep every man^ 

And herken which a reason I shall forth bring, 

My Witte IS sharpe, I love no tarrying, 

I say I rede him, tho he were my brother, 

But she will love him, let him love another.** 

Lo here aparfite reason of a goose** 

’ (Quod the sperhauke) ‘‘ neuer mote she thee, 

; Lo such a thing it is to have a tongue lose : 

! Now parde foole, yet were it better for thee 
I Haue held thy peace, than shewd thy nicete, 

I It heth nat m his wit, nor m his will, 

I Bat sooth is said, a fool caunot be still.** 

I The laughter arose of gentill foules all, 

! And right anone the seed foules chosen had 
The turtle true, and gan her to hem call, 

And prayed her to say the sooth sad 
Of this matter, and asked what she rad ? 

And she answerd, that plainly her entent 
, She would shew, and soothly what she ment. 

Nay, God forbede a lover should chaunge,” 

The turtle said (and wex for shame all red) 

** Though that his lady evermore be straunge, 

Yet let him serve her alway, till he be deed. 
Forsooth, I praise not the gooses reed, 

For tho she died, I would none other make, 

I will be hers, till that the death me take.** 

“ Well ybourded’* (quod the duck) “ by my hat. 
That men should love alway causclesse, 

Who can a reason find, or wit m that, 

Daunceth he meiry that is mirthlesse, 

Who sliould recke of that is retchlesse, 

Ye queke yet,** quod the duck, “ full well and fair. 
There be mo sterres in the skie than a pair.” 

Now fie churle,” quod the gentle tercelet. 

Out of the dunghill came that word aright. 
Thou canst not see which thing is well beset, 

Thou farest by love as owles do by light, 

The day hem blindeth, full well they see by night, 
Thy kind is of so low wretchedness. 

That what love is, thou canst not se nor gess.’* 

Tho gan the cuckow put him forth in preace, 

For foule that eatelh worme, and said bhue: 

“ So I,** quod he, “ may have my make in peace, 
I retch not how long that ye strive. 

Let ech of hem be soleme all hir live. 

This is my rede, sens they may nat accord. 

This shoit lesson needeth not record.’* 

Ye, have the glutton filde his paunch. 

Than are we well,” said the emerlon, 

“ Thou murdrer of the heysugge on the braunch 
That brought thee forth, thou ruful glutton. 

Live thou solein, wormes Gorruption, 

For no force is of lack of thy nature, 

Go, leud be thou while the world may dure.” 

" Now peace,” quod Nature, “ I commaund hero 
For I have heard all your opinion, 

And in effect yet be we neuer the nere, 

But finally, this is my conclusion, 

That she her selfe shall have her election 
Of whom her list, who so be wrothe or blithe, 

Him that she ch^eth, he shall her haue as swilhck 
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“ For sith it may not here discussed be 
Who loveth her best, as said the tercelet, 

Than woll I done this favour to her, that she 
Shall have ngbt him, on whom her lierte is set, 
And he her, that his herte hath on her knet. 
This ludge I narare, for I may not he 
To none estate, I have none other eye. 

" But as for counsaile, for to chuse a make. 

If I were reason, than would I 
Counsaile you, the royal tercell take, 

As said the tercelet, full skilfully. 

As for the gentillest, and most worthy. 

Which I have wroght so wel to my plesaunce 
That to you it ought ben a suffisaunce.” 

With dredeful voice that formel her answerd, 

‘‘ My rightful lady, goddess of Natme, 

Sooth is, that I am ever under your yerd, 

As IS evench other creature, 

And must be yours while my life may dure, 
And therefore graunt me my first boone. 

And mine entent, you woll I say right soone.’’ 

I graunt it you,’* quod she, and right anone 
This formel eagle spake in this degree : 

“ Almighty queue, unto this year be done 
I aske respite for to arisen mee, 

And after that to have my choice all free. 

This all and some, that I would speak and sey, 
Ye get no more, although ye do me dey. 

“ I woll not semen Venus ne Cupide, 

Forsooth as yet, by no manner way.*’ 

Now sens it may none other ways betide’* 
(Quod Nature) “ here is no more to say, 

Than would I that these foules were away, 

Ech with his make, for tarying lenger here,” 
And said hem thus, as ye shall after here. 

To you speke I, ye tercelets’* (quod Nature) 
" Beth of good herte, and serveth all three, 

A yeare is not so long to endure. 

And ech of you paioe him m his degree, 

For to do well, for God wote quit is she 
Fro you this year, what after so befall. 

This entremes is dressed for you all,” 

And whan this werk brought was to an end, 

To every foule Nature yave bis make, 

By even accord, and on hit way they wend. 
And Lord the blisse and joy that they make, 
For ech of hem gan other in his wings take. 

And with hir neckes ech gan other win^ 
Thanking alway the noble goddess of kind. 

But first were chosen foules for to sing. 

As yere by yere was alway hir vsannoe, 

To sing a roundel at hir departing, 

To do Nature honour and pleasaunce. 

The note I trow maked was in Fraunce, 

The words were such, as ye may here find. 

The next verse, as I now have in mind. 

Qoi bien ayme tard oublye. 

“ Now welcome summer, with thy sunnes soft. 
That hast this winter weathers overshake, 

Saint Valentine, thou art full high on loft, 
Which driuest away the long nights blake, 
Thus singen smale foules for thy sake. 

Well have they cause for to gladen oft, 

Sens each of hem recovered bath his make, 
Full blisfuX may they sing whan they awake.” 


And with the shouting whan hir song was do, 
That the foules made at hir flight away, 

I woke, and other bookes took me to 
To rede upon, and yet I rede alway, 

I hope y VIS to rede so some day. 

That I shall mete something for to fere 
The bet, and thus to rede 1 mil not spare. 

EXPLICIT. 


OP 

SJTEBxV JXXEUDA FALSE ARCITE. 


Arcite a Theban knight, forsaketh queen Annelida, 
who loved him intirely, and taketh a new lady: 
whereupon Annelida maketh this great com- 
plaint 


“ O THOU fiers God of armes Mars the rede, 

That in thy frosty countrey called Thrace, 

Within thy gnsly temples full of drede. 

Honoured art as patrooe of that places 
With the Bellona, Pallas full of grace. 

Be piesent, and mv song continue and gie. 

At my beginning thus to thee 1 cry. 

‘‘ For it full depe is sonken in miode. 

With pitous herte in English to eodite. 

This old story, in Latme whicb 1 finde. 

Of queene Annelida and false Arcite, 

That elde, which all can frete and bite. 

And it hath freten many a n(folo story. 

Hath nigh devoured out of our memoiy. 

Be favourable eke thou Pedimnia 
On Pemaso that hath thy sisters glade. 

By Elicon, not far from Cirsa, 

Smgest with voice memorial in the shade. 

Under the laurer, which that may not fade. 

And doe that I my ship to haven winne. 

First follow 1 Stace, arid after him Corinne. 

Jamque domos patrias Cithiae post aspera gentis, 
Prsslia laurigeo subeuntem Thesea corra, 

Lsfifici plausus missnsqne ad sidera vulgi, &c. 

Whan Theseus with warres long and great, 

The aspre folke of Cithe had ouercome. 

The laurer crowned in his chaire gold beat, 

Home to his country houses is ycome. 

For which the people blisful all and some, 

So enden, that to the sterres it went. 

And him to honouren did all hir entent. 

Before this duke in sign of rictory. 

The trompes come, and in his baner large* 

The image of Mars, and in token of glory. 

Men might see of treasure many a charge, 

Many a bright helm, and many a spm and targe. 
Many a fresh kmghf^ and xoany a bitsftil rout. 

On horse and on foot, in all the field about. 
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Ipolita his wife, and hardy queene 
Of Cithia, that he conquered had, 

With Emely her young suster shene, 

Faire in a chaire of gold he with him lad, 

That all the ground about her chair she sprad 
With brightness of beauty in her face. 

Fulfilled of largesse and of grace. 

With his triumph and lamer crowned thus, 

In all the floure of fortunes yeumg, 

Let I this noble pnnce Theseus, 

Toward Athenes in his way riding, 

And fonde I woll in shortly to bring, 

The slye way of that I gan to write. 

Of queene Annelida and false Arcite. 

Mars that through his funous course of ire, 

The old wrath of Juno to fulfill, 

Hath set the peoples hertes both on fiie 
Of Thebes and Grece, and euerich other to kill 
With bloody speres, rested never still, 

But throng now here now there among hem both, 
That euench other slue, so were they wroth. 

For whan Amphiorar and Tideus, 

Ipomedon and Partmope also 

Weie dedde, and slam proud Campaneus, 

And whan the wretched Thebans brethren two 
Were slam, and king Adrastus home ago, 

So desolate stood Thebes and so bare. 

That no wight could remedy his care. 

And whan the old Creon gan espy, 

How that the blood royal was brought adown. 

He held the citee by his tyranny, 

And did the gentils of that regioun 
To been his friends, and dwell in the toun, 

So what for lone of him, and what for awe. 

The noble folke were to the towne ydrawe. 

Among all these, Annelida the queene 
Of Ermony was in that towne dwelling. 

That fairer was than the Sonne sheene, 
Throughout the world so gan her name spring, 
That her to see had every wight liking. 

For as of trouth is there none her liche. 

Of all the women in this world nche. 

Yong was this qneene, of twenty yere old. 

Of middle stature, and of soch faimessc, 

That Nature had a ioy her to behold, 

And for to speaken of her stedfastnesse, 

She passed hath Penelope and Lucresse, 

And shortly if she may ben comprehended, 

In her might nothing been amended. 

This Theban knight eke sotbe to sain. 

Was yong, and Amreto withall a lusty knight, 
But he was double in bve, and nothing plain, 
And subtill in that craft oner any wight, 

And with his conning wan this lady bright ; 

For so ferforth he gan bar trouth assure. 

That she him trusteth ouer any creature. 

What should I sam, she bueth Ardte so 
That whan that be was absent any throw, 

Anone her thought her herte brast atwo, 

For in her sight to her he bare him low, 

So that she wende have all his herte yknow. 

But he was fals^ it nas but fayned chere, 

As nodeth not soche crafle men to lere. 


But neuerthelesse full mikell burines^^e 
Had he, er that he might his lady winue, 

And swore he would dien for distresse. 

Or from his witte he said he would twinne : 

Alas the while, for it was routh and smne, 

That she upon his sorrowes would rue, 

But nothing thmketh the false as doth the true. 

Her fredome found Arcite in soch manere, 

That all was his, that she hath, moch or lite, 

Ne to no creature made she cheer. 

Further than it liked to Arcite, 

There was no lack, with which he might her wite, 
She was so ferforth yeuen him to please. 

That all that liked him did her ease. 

There nas to her no maner letter sent. 

That touched loue, from any maner wight. 

That she ne shewed him, or it was brent, 

So plain she was, and did her full might. 

That she nyl h de nothing from her knight, 

Lest he of any vntrouth her vpbreyde. 

Without bode his herte she obeyd. 

And eke he made him ialous oner her. 

That what that any man had to her sayd. 

Anon he would praien her to swere 

What was that word, or make him yuell apaid, 

Than wende she out of her wit have braid, 

But all was but sleight and flatterie, 

Without love he famed jelousie. 

And all this tooke she so debonairly, 

That all his will, her thought it skilful thing 
And ever the lenger she loved him tenderly. 

And did him honour as he were a king, 

Her herte was to him wedded with a nng, 

For so ferforth vpon trouth is her entent. 

That where he goth, her herte with him went. 

Whan she shal eat, on him is so her thought. 
That well vnneth of meate toke she keepe, 

And whan she was to her rest brought, 

On him she thought alway till that she slepe. 
Whan he was absent, priuely doth she wepe. 
Thus liueth faire Annelida the queene. 

For false Arcite, that did her all this tene. 

This false Arcite, of his newfenglenesse. 

For she to him so lowly was and trewe, 

Tooke lesse deintee for her stedfastnesse, 

And saw another lady proude and ncwe, 

And right anon he clad him in her hewe, 

Wote I not whether in white, reed, or grene. 

And falsed faire Annelida the queene. 

But neverthelesse, great wonder was it none 
Though he were false, for it is the kind of man, 
Sith Lamech was, that is so long agone, 

To be m love as false as euer he can, 

He was the first father that began 
To loven two, and was in bigamy e. 

And he found tents first, but if men lye. 

This false Arcite, somewhat must he faiue, 

Whan he was false, to coueren his tratoury. 
Eight as an horse, that can both bite and plaine. 
For he bare her in honde of treachery. 

And swore he coude her dbublenesse espye. 

And all was frdsenesse that she to him meat. 
Thus swore this thcfe, and forth his way he went. 
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Alas what herte might endure it. 

For roiithe or wO, her sorrow for to tell, 

Or what man hath the conning or the wit, 

Or what man might within the chambre dwell. 

If I to him rehersen shall the Hell 
That suflFieth fay re Annelida the queeue, 

For false Arcite, that did all this tene. 

She wepeth, waileth, and swouneth pitously. 

To ground deed she falleth as a stone 
Crampisheth her hnimes crokedly. 

She speketh as her witte were all agone. 

Other colour than ashen hath she none, 

Ne.none other word speketh she moch or lite. 

But “ Mercy cruell herte mine Arcite.** 

And thus endureth, til that she was so mate 
That she ne hath foot, on which she may sostene. 
But forth languishing ever in this estate. 

Of which Arcite bath neyther ronth ne tene, 

His herte was els where newe and grene, 

That on her wo, ne demeth him not to think. 

Him recketh never whether she flete or smke. 


This newe lady holdeth him so narowe, 

Up by the bridel, at the staues end, 

That every word he dred it as an arowe, 

Her daiinger made him both bowe and bend. 
And as her liiste, made him tume or wend. 

For she ne graunted him in her lining, 

No grace, why that he hath to sing. 

But drone him forth, unneth list her know 
That he was seruaunt vnto her ladyship. 

But lest he were pronde, she helde him lowe. 
Thus seruetb he, without meate or sip, 

She sent him now to land, and now to ship. 

And for she yaue him daunger all his fill, 
Therfore she had him at her owne will. 

Ensample of this, ye tbnfty women all. 

Take hede of Annelida and false Arcite, 

That for her list him her dere herte call. 

And was so meke, therefore he loved her lite. 
The kmde of mans herte is to delite 
On thing that straunge is, also God me save. 

For what they may not get^ that wold they have* 

Now tume we to Annelida ayen. 

That pyneth day by day in languishing, 

But whan she saw that her ne gate no geyn. 
Upon a day sorowfully wepyng, 

She cast her for to make a complmnyiig. 

And with her owne hand she gan it write. 

And sent it to her Theban knight Arcite. 


’tBt 

COMPLAINT OF ANNELIDA TO FALSE ARCITE* 

So thirled with the point of rcmembraunce, 

The swerde of sorowe, whette with false pleasaunce. 
Mine herte bare of blisse, and black of hew 
That turned is to quaking all my daunce. 

My sewerty it a waped countenaunce, 

VOL. L 


Sens it avayleth nonsrht to hen tre^ : 

For who so trew is, it ^hall her rew. 

That serueth love, and doth her ob%rVacnce 
Alway to one, and chaungeth for no new. 

“ I wote my selfe as well as any wight. 

For I loved one, with all mine herte and might 
More than my self an hundred thousand sitb. 
And called him my hertes Ivfe, my knight. 
And was all bis, as ferre as it was right, 

And whan that he was glad, than was I blithe. 
And his disease was my death as swithe. 

And he aym, h's tronth hath me plight. 

For evermore hys lady me to kithe- 

** Now is he fal«e a^as, and canseles, 

And of my wo he is so ronthles. 

That with a worde him list not ones dame, 

To bring ayen my sorowfull herte in pees. 

For he is caught vp in another lees, 

Ih'gbt as him list, he langheth at my paine^ 
And I ne can mine herte not restraine 
For to loue him yet alway neuertheles. 

And of all this I not to whom to plaine* 

** And shuld I playne, alas the hard stound. 
Unto my foe, that yaue myne herte a wound, 
And yet dcsireth that myne hanne be more, 
Now certes ferther woll 1 neuer found. 

None other helpe, my sores for to sound. 

My desteny hath shaped so full yore, 

I woll none other medecine ne lore, 

I woll ben aye there I was ones bonnd. 

That 1 haue said, he said for euerattore* 

Alas, where is become your gentilnesse, 
Your words full of pleasance hnmblesse* 
Your obseruannee in so lowe manere, 

Your awa 3 ^tixig, and your besmesse. 

On me that ye called yonr maistre^, 

Your sooeraine lady in this world here^ 

Alas, is there neyther worde ne chere. 

Ye vouchsafe vpon myne heuinesse? 

Alas your loue, I bye it all to dere. 

“ Now certes swete, though that ye 
Thus canselesse the cause be, 

Of my deedly aduersite, 

Your manly reason ought it to respite. 

To slee your frende, and namely me. 

That neuer yet in no degre 

Offended you, as wisly he 

That all wote, of wo my scmle quite, 

" But for I wJis so playne, Arcite, 

In all my workes moch and hte. 

And was so hesie you to delite, 

Myne honour saue, meke, kinde, and fre, 
Therefore ye put in me this wite : 

Alas, ye retche not a mite. 

Though that the swerde of sorow bite 
My wofull herte, through your cruelty. 

« My sweet fo, why do ye so for diaine^ 

And thinke ye that furthered be your name. 
To loue a newe, and bea vntrew ay^ ^ 

And put you in slander ooef and blame^ 

And do to me aduerdtie and gxame,^ 

Z 
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That loue you most, God thou Tuost alway, 

Yet tume ayeu, and yrt be playne some day. 
And than shall this that now is mis, ben game. 
And all foryeue, while I lyue may. 

lo herte myne, al this is for to saine. 

As whether shall 1 pray or els playne, 

Which IS the way to done you to be trew, 

For eyther mote T haue you in my chayne, 

Or with the deth ye mote depart vs twayne, 
There bethe none other meane wayes new. 

For God so wisely on my soule rewe, 

As verely ye slaine me with the payne. 

That mowe ye see vnfained on mine hewe. 

** For thus ferforth haue I my deth sought. 

My selfe I murder with my priuie thought, 

For sorow and routh of your vnkindnesse, 

I wcpe, I wayle, I fast, all helpeth naught, 

I vOide joy that is to speake of aught, 

I voide company, I file gladncsse, 

Who may auaunt her better of heuinessc, 

Than I ? and to this plite hane ye me brought. 
Without gilte, me needeth no witnesse. 

And should I piay, and weiuen womanhede, 
Nay rather death, than do so foule a dede. 

And aske mercy and giltlesse, what nede, 

And if I pbine what lyfe I lede, 

Yoa reck^h not, that know I out of drede. 

And. if I vnto you mine othes bede, 

For mine excuse, a scome shall be my mede. 
Your chere flometh, but it woll not sede. 

Full Imig agon I might haue taken bede. 

^ For though I had you to morow agayne, 

1 might as well hold Aprill from rayne, 

As bolde you to maken stedfast. 

Almighty God, of frouth the souerayn, 

Where is that txouth of man, who hath it slayn, 
She that hem louetii, shall hem find as fast, 

As in a tempest is a rotten mast. 

Is that a tame beest, that is aye &yne 
To nenne away, whan he is lest agast. 

" Now mercy sweefce, if 1 missay, 

Hane I aught sayd out of the way, 

1 not, my witte is all away, 

1 &re as doldi the songe of cbant^leure. 

For now I |daine, and now I pky, 

I am so mased I dey, 

Aicite hath borne away the key 

Of ail my world, and my good aneuture. 

« For in this world there is no creature, 
WalkiDg in more discomfiture, 

Than 1, ne more sorowe endure, 

For if I sleepe a farlonge way or twey, 

Than thinkih me that your figure 
Before me staate clad in asure, 

Efte to piofre a newe assure. 

For to bea trew^ and mercy me to prey. 

** The iGag night, Idus wonder i^ght ydrie, 

That on the for such afiiray I die, 

Aiid of all this r^ht naught y wis ye retche, 

Ne nenermoie mine eyen to ben drye. 

And to your routli, and to your trouth I crye, 
Bnt well away, to ferre been they to fetch, 

Thus holdeth me my desteny a wietdi, 

But me to rede out of this drede or gye, 

Ne may my wit (so weake is it) oc^ sketch. 


“ Than end I thus, sith I may do no more, 

I yeue it vp for now and euermoie, 

For 1 shall neuer efte putten in balaunce 
My sikeniesse, ne leme of loue the lore. 

But as the swan, I haue herde say full yore, 
Ayenst his deth woll sing in his peuaunce, 

So sing I here the destinie and chaunce, 

How that Arcite, Annelida so sore 

Hath thrilled with the point of lemembraunce 

Whan that Annelida this wofull queene. 

Hath of her hand wntten in this wise. 

With face deed, betwixt pale and greene, 

She fell a swoune, and sithe she gan to use, 
And vnto Mars avoweth sacrifise 
Within the temple, with a sorowful chere, 
That shapen was, as ye may plainly here. 

EXPLICIT. 


THE 

COMPLAINT OF THE BLACK KNIGHT 


The heavy complaint of a knight, for that he can- 
not win his ladies grace. 


I In May, whan Flora the fresh lusty queue, 

The soyle hath cladde in grene, red, and whight, 
; And Phebus gan to shede his stremes shene, 
Amidde the Bulle, with all the beames bnght, 
And Lucifer, to chace away the night, 

Ayen the morow our onzont hath take. 

To bid all lovers out of hir slepe awake. 

And hertes heavy for to recomfbrt. 

From drerihed of heavy night sorow, 

Nature bad hem ribe, and' hem disport, 

Ayen the goodly glad grey morow, 

And hope also, with sainct Johan to borow, 

Bad in dispite of daunger and di^ire, 

For to take the hoLsome lusty ayre^ 

And with a sigh I gan for to abrelde 
Out of my slumber, and sodainly vp starte, 

As he (alas) that nigh for sorow deide, 

My sicknesse sate aye so nye my hert^ 

But for to finde socconr of my smart, 

Or at the least some release of my peine. 

That me so sore halte in everj’’ veme. 

I rose anone, and thought I would gone 
Into the wodde, to heare the birdes sing, 

Whan that the misty vapour was agone, 

And cleare and ftiire was the morning, ' 

The dewe also like silver m shining 
Upon the leaves, as any bamne swete. 

Till firy Titan with his persant hete 

Had dryed vp the lusty licour new, 

Upon the berbes in the grene mede, 

And that the flour^ of many divers hew. 

Upon hir stalkes gon for to sprede, 

And for to ^layout bir leves in brede 
Againe the l^nne, gold burned in his spere, 

That donne to hem cast bis beams clcre. 
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And by A river forth I gan costey. 

Of water clere, as birell or cnstall, 

Till at the last I found a little wey. 

Toward a parke, enclosed with a wall, 

In coinpace roande, and by a gate small, 

Who so that would, frely might gone 
Into this parke, walled with greiie stone. 

And in I went to heare the birdes song. 

Which on the branches, both in plEtiue and vale. 
So loud sang, that all the wood rong, 

Like as it should shiver m peeces smale, 

And as me thought, that the nightingale 
With so great might, her voice gan out wrest 
Right as her herte for love would brest. 

The soile was plaine, smoth, and wonder soft, 
All oversprad with tapettes that Nature 
Had made her selfe : covered eke aloft 
With bowes greene, the floures for to cure, 

That in hir beauty they may long endure 
From all assaut of Fhehus fervent fere. 

Which in his sphere so hote shone and clere. 

The ayre attempre, and the smothe wind 
Of Zepherus, among the blosomes white, 

So holsome was, and so nourishing by kind. 

That smale buddes, and round blosomes lite, 

In maner gan of hir brethe delite, 

To yeve vs hope there fruite shall take 
Ayenst autumpne redy for to shake. 

I saw the Daphene closed vnder rmde, 

Greene laurer, and the holsome pine, 

The mirre also that wepcth ever of kinde, 

The cedres hye, vpright as a line, 

The filbert eke, that lowe doth encline 
Her bowes grene, to the yearth adoun. 

Unto her knight called Demophoun. 

There sawe I eke the fresh haiithomc 
In white motley, that so swote doth smell, 

Ashe, firre, and oke, with many a yong acorn, 
And many a tree mo than I can tell, 

And me be fome I sawe a little well, 

That had his course, as I gan beliolde, 

Under an hill, with quicke stremes colde. 

The gravel gold, the water pure as glas»e, 

The bankes round, the well environyng. 

And soft as velvet the yong grasiw 
That therevpon lustely came springyng. 

The sute of trees about compassyng, 

Hir shadow cast, closing the well round. 

And all the herbes growing on the ground. 

The water was holsome, and so vertuous. 
Through might of herb^ growyng beside, 

Not like the welle where as Narcissus 
Islaine was, through vengeaunce of Cupide, 
Where so covertly he did hide 
The gnune of death vpon echebrinke. 

That death mote folow, who that ever drinke. 

Ne like the pitte of the Pegaoe, 

Under Pemaso, where poetes sl^t. 

Nor like the welle of pure chastite, 

Which that Diane with her nimphes kept, 
Whan she naked into the water l^te, 

That slowe Acteon with her hondes fell, 

Onely for he came so nigh the well. 


But this welle tliat I here of rehearse. 

So holsome was, that it would aswage, 

Bollen hertes, and the venim pearce. 

Of pensifehed, with all the eruell rage^ 
Andover more refresh the visage 
Of hem that were in any werinesse. 

Of great labour, or fallen in distresse. 

And 1 that had through daunger and disdain 
So drye a thrust, thought I would assay 
To taste a draught of this welle or twain, 

My bitter langour if it might alay. 

And on the bauke anone doune I lay, 

And with mine bed vnto the welle 1 ranght. 
And of the water dranke I a good draught. 

Wherof me thought I was refreshed wele, 

Of the biennyng that sate so nigh my herte. 
That verely anone I gan to fele 
An huge parte releas^ of my smart, 

And therewithal! anone vp I start. 

And thought I would walke and see more. 
Forth in the parke, and in the holies bore. 

And through a laund as I yede a pac^ 

And gan about fast to behold, 

I found anone a delectable place, 

That was beset with trees young and old, 
Whose names here for me shall not be told, 
Amidde of which stood an heriier greene, 
That benched was, with colours new and clen 

This herber was full of floures gende, 

Into the which, as I beholde gan. 

Betwixt an hulfbere and a woodheade, , 

As I was ware, I saw where lay a man 
In blacke, and white colour pale and wan. 
And wonder deadly also of bis hewe^ 

Of hurtes grene, and fresh wonndes nerw. 

And overmore di8tra3naed with sLcknesse 
Beside all this be was full gtevously, 

For vpon him he had on hote acce^ 

That day by day him shooke full pitoosly. 

So that for constrayning of his malady^ 

And bertely wo, thus lying all alone, 

It was a death for to hear him grone. 

Wherof astonied, my fote I gan withdraw, 
Greatly wondring what it might be, 

That he so lay and had no felaw, 

Ne that 1 could no wight with him see, 
Wherof I had routhe, and eke pite. 

And gan anone, so softly as I coude, 

Among the bushes prively me to shioude. 

1 If that I might in any wise aspy. 

What was the cause of his deedly wo. 

Or why that he so pitously gan cry 
On his fortune, and on ure also. 

With all my might I layd an eare to. 

Every word to marke what be said, 

Out of his swougb aimmge as he abraid* 

But first, if I should make maockm ' 

Of his person, and plainely him dbonv^ 

He was in sothe, without excq^on. 

To speake of manhood, one the best on 
There may no man ayen tconth strive^ 

For of his tyme, and of his age also, 

He proved was, there men have ado. 
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For one of the best therto of bread and length 
So well ymade by good proporcion. 

If he had be in his deliver strength, 

But thought and sicknesse were occasion 
That he thus lay m lamentacion, 

Gruffe on the ground, m place desolate, 

Sole by himselfe, awhaped and amate^ 

And for me seemeth that it is fitting 
His wordes all to put m rememhraunce, 

To me that heard all his complaymng, 

And all the ground of his wofuU chaunce. 

If there withall I may you do pleasaunce, 

I woU to you so as I can anone, 

Lyke as he sayd, rehearce everichone. 

But who shall helpe me now to complain, 

Or who shall now my stile gy or lede, 

O Niobe, let now thy teeres rain 
In to my penne, and helpe eke in nede. 

Thou wofull Myrre that felest my herte blede 
Of pitous wo, and mine hand eke quake, 

Whan that I write, for this maones sake, 

For vnto wo accordeth complayning, 

And dolefull chere vnto heavinesse. 

To sorow also, sighing and weping. 

And pitous mourning vnto drerinesse, 

And who that shall write of distresse. 

In party needeth to know feelingly, 

Cause and roote of all soch malady. 

But T alas, that am of witte but dull. 

And have no knowing of soch matere. 

For to discrive, and wnte at the full 

The wofull complaint, which that ye shall here, 

But even like as doth a sknuenere, 

That can no more what that he shall write. 

But as his maister beside doth endite. 

Bight so fare I, that of no sentement, 

Say right naught in conclusion. 

But as I herde whan I was present, 

This man complaine, with a pitous soun, 

For even like without ad^cioun, 

'Or diseucrease, eyther more or lesse. 

For to raherse anone I woll me dresse. 

And if that any now be in this place, 

That fiele in love bremiing of fervence, 

Or bindred were to his If^es grace. 

With false tonges, that with pestilence 
Slea trewe men, that neuer did offence 
Jo. worde nor deed, ne in hir entent. 

If any soch be here now present. 

Let him of routh lay to audience. 

With doleful chere, and sobre conntenaunce. 

To here this man,, by fall hye sentence, 

His mortall wo, and his perturbaunce, 
Complayiimg, now lying in a trauoce. 

With lookes vpcast, and mfiiU chere, 

Thefifect of whidi was as ye shall here. 

" The thought oppressed with inward sighs sore. 
The painful life^ the body languishing. 

The woful gost, the herte rent and tore, 

The pitous chere pale in complaynmg, 

Ihe deedly face> like ashes in shinmg, 

The salte teares that from mine eyen &11, 

Fercel declare ground of my paynes all. 


Whose herte is ground to blede in heuinesse. 
The thought receit of wo, and of complaint, 
The brest is chest of dole and drerinesse. 

The body eke so feeble and so faint. 

With hote and colde mine axes is so maint, 
That now I chiuer, for dcfaut of heat, 

And hote as glede, now sodainly I sweat. 

Now hote as fire, now colde as ashes deed, 
Now hote for cold, now cold for heat againe, 
Now cold as yse, now as coles reed. 

For heate I brenne, and thus betwixe twaine, 

I jxissed am, and all forecast m paine, 

So that my heate plainly as I fele. 

Of greeuous colde is cause euery dele. 

This is the colde of inward hie disdayn, 

Colde of dispite, and colde of cruel 1 hate. 

This is the colde that euer doth his besie payn, 
Ayenst trouth to fight and debate, 

This is the colde that the fire abate 
Of trewe meaning, alas the harde while, 

This is the colde that woll me begile. 

“ For euer the better that in trouth I ment, 
With all my might faithfully to serue. 

With herte and all to be diligent. 

The lesse thanke, alas I can deseme : 

Thus for my trouth danger doth me sterue, 
For one that should my death of mercy let. 
Hath made dispite new his swerde to whet 

Against me, and his arowes to file, ’ 

To take vengeaunce of wilfull cruelte, 

And tonges false through hir sleightly wile, 
Han gon a werre that will not stinted be. 

And false enuie, wrath and enuite, 

Haue conspired against all right and law, 

Of hir malice, that trouth shall be flaw. 

And male bouch, gan first the tale tell. 

To sclaunder trouth of mdignacion, 

And false reporte so loude range the bell. 

That misbeleefe and fiilse sospection 
Haue trouth brought to his dampnacion, 

So that alas, wron^Uy be dietb, 

And falsenesse now his place occupieth, 

“ And entred is in to trouthes londe, 

And hath thereof the full possession, 

I O nghtfull Qod that first the trouth fonde, 

How may thou sufire soch oppression. 

That falsheed should haue junsdiction 
In trouthes right to flee him gyltles, 

In his ffaunchise he may not lyue m pees. 

** Falsly accused, and of his fbne foijudged. 
Without answere, while he was absent, 

1 He damned was, and may not be excused, 

1 For cruelte sate in judgement, ' 

Of bastinesse without aduisement. 

And badde disdame do execute anon^ 

His judgement in presence of his fbne. 

Attoume^ may none admitted been 
To excuse trouth, ne a worde to speke, 

To faith or othe ihe judge list not seen, 

There is no game, but he will be wreke: 

O Lord of trouth to fhee I call and clepe, 
i How may thou see thus in thy presence, 

I Without mercv murdred innocpripe. 
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Now God that art of troath soveraine, 

And seest how I lie for trouth bound. 

So sore knit in loues fyrie cbaine, 

Euen at the death through gyrte with many a wound. 
That likely are neuer for to sound, 

And for my trouth am dampned to the death, 

And not abyde, but draw along the breath: 

“ Consider and see in thine eternal right. 

How that mine herte professed whilom was. 

For to be trewe with all my full might, 

Onely to one the which now alas. 

Of volunte without any trespas. 

My accusours hath taken vnto grace. 

And chensheth hem my death to purchace. 

What meaneth this ^ wnat is this wonder nre ^ 
Of purueyaunce if I shall it call. 

Of god of loue, that false hem so assure, 

And trewe alas, downe of the whele ben fall, 

And yet in sothe this is the worst of all, 

That falshed wrongfiilly of troth hath the name, 
And trouth ayenwardof falshed beareth the blame. 

This blind chaunce, this stormy aventure. 

In loue hath most his experience. 

For who that doth with tiouth most his cure. 

Shall for his mede finde most offence. 

That serueth loue with all his diligence : 

For who can faine vnder lowlyhede, 

Ne fayleth not to hnde grace and spede. 

“ For I loued one, full long sith agone, 

With all mine herte, body and full might, 

And to he deed my herte can not gone 
From his heste, but hold that he hath higbt, 
Though I be banished oat of her sight, 

And by her mouth dampned that 1 shall dey. 

Unto my best, yet I will euer obey. 

“ For euer sith that the world began. 

Who so liste looke, and in story rede. 

He shall aye find that the trewe man 
Was put abacke, whereas the falshede 
Yfurthered was: for Loue taketh none hede 
To slea the trew, and hath of hem no charge. 
Where as tbe false goeth frely at hir large. 

I take record of Palamydes, 

The trewe man, the noble worthy knight, 

That euer loued, and of his paine no relees, 
Notwithstanding his manhood and his might, 

Loue rnto him did full great vnright. 

For aye the bet he did in cheualric, 

The more he was lundred by enuie. 

** And aye the better he did in euay place, 
Through his knighthood and busie payne, 

ITie ferder was he from his ladies grace, 

For to her mercy might he neuer attayne, 

And to his death he coud it not refrayne^ 

For no daungere, but aye obey and serue^ 

As he best coude, plainly till he stcrue. 

“ What was the fine also of Hercules, 

For all his conquest and his worthine^e, 

That was of strength alone peerles, 

For like as hookes of him list expresae. 

He set pillers through his bye prowesse, 

Away at Gades, for to signifie. 

That no man might him passe in cheualrie* 


“ The which pillers ferre beyond Inde, 

Be set of gold, for a remembraunce: 

And for all that was he set behinde. 

With hem that loue list feebly auaunce. 

For him set last \pon a daunce. 

Against whom helpe may no strife. 

For all bis trouth he lost his life. 

Phebus also for his pleasaunt light, 

Whan that he went here m yearth lowe. 

Unto the herte with Uenus sight, 

Ywounded was, through Cupides bowc. 

And yet his lady list him not to knowe. 
Though for her loue his herte did blede. 

She let him go, and toke of him no hede. 

What shall I say of yonge Piramus^ 

Of trewe Tnstram, for all his hye renownc. 
Of Achilles, or of Antonins, 

Of Arcite, or of him Palomoune, 

What was the end of hir passkmne, 

Bnt after sorow death, and than hir grane, 

Lo here the guerdon that these louers bane. 

“ But false Jason with his doublenesse. 

That was vntrewe at Colkos to Medee, 

And Theseus, roote of vnkindnesse, 

And with these two eke the false J^ee. 

I Lo thus the false aye in one degree. 

Had in loue hir lust and all hir will, 

I And saue falshood, there was none other skill. 

« Of Thebes eke the false Arcite, 

And Demophon eke for his sloutb. 

They had hir lust and all that might delite. 
For all hhr falshood and great vntrouth : 

Thus euer Loue alas, and that is routh. 

His false lieges forthereth what he may. 

And sleeth the trewe vngoodly day by day. 

For trewe Adon was slaine with the bore, 
Amidde the forest in the grene shade. 

For Vrans loue he felt all the sorev 
But Vulcanus with her no mercy made, 

Tbe fOule chorle had many nights glade. 
Where Mars her knight and her man, 

To find mercy comfort none he can. 

Also the yonge fresh Ipomedes, 

So lastly free as of his corage. 

That for to serue with all his herte he dies 
Athalant, so faire of her visage. 

But Loue alas quite him so his wage 
With cruell daunger plainly at the last. 

That with the death guerdonlesse he past 

Lo here the fine of Loues sertuce, 

Lo how that tone can his seruaunts quite, 

Lo how he can his fmthfull men dispise. 

To slea the trewe men, and false to respite, 

Lo how he doth the swerde of sorow bite 
In hertes, soch as most his lust obey. 

To saue the false and do the trewe dey. 

For frith nor othe, worde, ne assuraunc^ 
Trewe meamng, awaite, or business^ 

Still porte, ne feithfull attendaunc^ 

Manhood ne might in armes wortinnesse, 
Punute of worship nor hie prowesse. 

In straunge land riding ne trauaile* 

Full litell or nought in lone doth auail& 
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Penll of death, nor in see ne land. 

Hunger ne thrust, sorow ne sicknesse, 

Ne great emprises for to take in hand, 

Sheding of blood, ne manful hardinesse, 

Ne oft wounding at sautes by distresse. 

Nor in parting of life nor death also, 

All is for nought, Lone taketh no heed thereto 

** But lesmgs with hir flatterie. 

Through hiT falshede, and with hir doublenesse. 
With tales new, and many famed lie, 

By false semhlaunt, and counterfeit humblesse. 
Under colour depaint with stedfastnesse. 

With fraud couered vnder a pitous face. 

Accept be now ratbest vnto grace. 

Md can himselfe now best maguifie 
With fained port and presumption, 

They haunce hir cause with false surquidrie, 
Under meaning of double entention, .w 
To thinke one in hir opinion. 

And say another, to set himselfe aloft, 

And hinder trouth, as it is seene full oft. 

The which thing I buy now all too deare. 
Thanked be Venus, and the god Cupide, 

As it is seene by nune oppressed cheare. 

And by his arrowes that sticken m my side. 
That saue death 1 nothing abide 
Fro day to day, alas the hard while. 

Whan euer his dart that him list to file, 

** My wofull herte for to mie atwo. 

For faut of mercy, and lacke of pite 
Of her that causeth all my paine and wo, 

And list not ones of grace for to see 
Unto my trouth through her cruelte. 

And most of all 1 me complaine. 

That she hath joy to laugh at my paine. 

“ And wilfully hath my death swome, 

All guiltlesse, and wote no cause why, 

Saue for the trouth that I had afotne 
To her alone to seme faithfully, 

0 god of loue, vnto thee I cry, 

And to thy blind double deite, 

Of this great wrong I complaine me. 

** And vnto thy stormy wUfulI variaunce, 
Iment with change and great vnstablenesse. 
Now vp, now down, so renning is thy chance. 
That thee to trust may be no sikemesse, 

1 wite it nothing but thy doublenesse. 

And who that is an aicber, and is blend, 
Marketh nothing, but sbooteth by wend. 

And for that he hath no discretion. 

Without aduise he let his arrow go, 

For lacke of sight, and also of reason. 

In his shooting it happeth oft so. 

To hnrt his fiiend rather than his fo, 

So doth this god with his sharpe stone, 

The trew sle^, and letteth the false gone. 

And of his wounding this is the worst of all, 
'Wha.n he hurt doeth to so cruell wretch. 

And maketh the sicke for to cry and call 
Unto his foe for to be his leche. 

And hard it is for a man to seche 
U|<on the point of death in jeoperdi^ 

Uiito hig foe to find a reme^e. 


“ Thus fareth it now euen by me, 

That to my foe that gaue my herte a wound. 
Mote aske grace, mercy, and pite. 

And namely there where none may be found. 
For now my sore my leche will confound. 

And god of kind so hath set mine ure. 

My hues foe to haue my wound in cuie. 

Alas the while now that I was home, 

Or that I euer saw the bright Sonne, 

For now I see that full long afome, 

Or I was borne, my desieny was sponne 
By Parcas sisteme, to slea me if they conne. 
For they my death shopen or my shert. 

Only for trouth, I may it not astert. 

The mighty goddesse also of Nature, 

That vnder God hath the gouemaunce. 

Of worldly things committed to her cure. 
Disposed haue through her wise purueiance. 

To gme my lady so much suffisaunce 
Of all vertues, and therewitball puruide. 

To murder trouth, hath take danger to gide. 

For bounte, beaute, shape, and seemelihede. 
Prudence, wit, passingly fairenesse, 

Benigne port, glad chere, with lowUhede, 

Of womanhede right plenteous largenesse. 
Nature did in her fully empresse. 

Whan she her wrought, and alther last disdain, 
To hinder trouth, she made her chamberlain. 

i Whan mistrust also, and false suspection. 
With misbeleue she made for to be 
Cheefe of counsaile to this conclusion, 

For to exile trouth, and eke pite. 

Out of her court to make mercy flee, 

So that dispite now holdeth forth her rein, 
Through hasty bileue of tales that men fern. 

And thus I am for my trouth alas 
Muidred and slain, with words sharp and kene, 
Gmltiesse God wote of all trespas, 

And he and blede vpon this cold grene, 

Now mercy swete, mercy my Hues quene. 

And to your grace of mercy yet I prey. 

In your seruice that your man may dey. 

But if so be that t shall die algate, 

And that I shall none other mercy haue. 

Yet of my death let this been the date. 

That by your wil 1 weis broght to my graue, 

Or bastely, if that you list me saue, 

My sbarpe wounds that ake so and blede. 

Of mercy ebarme, and aiso of womanhede. 

For other charpie plainly is there none. 

But only mercy, to helpe in this case, 

For though my wounds bleed euer in one. 

My life, my death, standeth in your grace, 
And though my guilt be nothing, alas, 

1 aske mercy in all my best entent. 

Ready to die, if that ye assent. 

For there against shall I neuer striue 
In word ne werke, plamely 1 ne may, 

For leuer I haue thsm to be aliue 
To die soothly, and it be to her pay. 

Ye though it be this same day, 

Or whan that euer her list to deuise, 

Suffiseth me to die m your seruise. 
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And God, that knowest the thought of euery wight 
Right as it IS, in euery thing thou maist see. 

Yet ere I die, with all my full might, 

Lowly I pray to graunt vnto mee, 

That ye goodly, faire, fresh, and free. 

Which onely slea me for default of routh, 

Or that I die, ye may know my trouth. 

For that in sooth sufficeth me. 

And she it know lu every circumstaunce, 

And after I am well paid that she 
If that her list of death to do vengeaunce 
Unto me, that am vnder her iygeaunce, 

It sit me not her doome to disobey, 

But at her lust wilfully to dey. 

“ Without grutchmg or rebellion 
In will or word, holy I assent. 

Or any manner contradiction. 

Fully to be at her commaundement. 

And if I die in my testament 
My herte I send, and my spirit also, 

What so ever she list with hem to do. 

“ And alderlast to her womanhede. 

And to her mercy me I recommaund, 

That lie now here betwixe hope and drede. 
Abiding plainly what she list commaund, 

For utterly this nis no demaund 
Welcome to me while me lasteth bieath, 

Right at her choice, where it be life or death. 

In this matter more what might I saine, 

Sith in her hand, and in her will is all. 

But life and death, my joy, and all my paine. 
And finally my best hold I shall, 

Till my spirit by desteny fatall. 

Whan that her list firo my body wend, 

Haue here my trouth, and thus I make an end.*^ 

And with that word he gan sigh as sore. 

Like as his herte riue would atwaine, 

And held his peace, and spake no word more, 

But for to see his wo and mortal paine. 

The teares gonne fio mine eyen raine 
Full pitously, for very inward roth. 

That I him saw, so long wishing for troth. 

And all this while my selfe I kepte close 
Among the bowes, and my selfe gonne hide, 

Till at the last the wofiill man arose. 

And to a lodge went there beside, 

Where all the May his custome was tabide, 

Sole to complame of his paines kene. 

From yere to yere, under the bowes grene. 

And for bicause that it drew to the night. 

And that the Sunne his arke diurnal 
Ypassed was, so that his persaunt light. 

His bright beams and his streams all 
Were in the waues of the water fell. 

Under the bordure of our occian, 

His chaure of gold, his course so swiftly ran : 

And while the twilight and the rowes rede 
Of Pbebus light were deaurat alite, 

A penne I tooke, and gan me fast spede 
The wofull plaint of this man to wnte, 

Word by word, as he did endite. 

Like as I heard, and coud hem tho report, 

I haue here set^ your hertes to disport. 


If ought be misse, lay the mte on me. 

For I am worthy for to beare the blame. 

If any thing misse if*ported be, 

To make this diti j for to seeme lame , 

Through mine unconning, but for to sain the sam* 
Like as this manne his complaint did expresse, 

I aske mercy aud forgiuenesse. 

And as I vrote, me thought I saw aferre, 

Ferre in the west lustely appere 
Esperus the goodly Onght sterre. 

So glad, so feire, so persaunt eke of chcre, 

I mean Uenus with her beames clere, 

That heauy hertes only to releue. 

Is wont of custome for to shew at eue. 

And I as fast fell ado^n on my knee. 

And euen thus to her gan I to prey; 

0 lady Uenus so faire ujmn to see. 

Let not this man for his trouth dey, 

For that joy thou haddest whan thou Icy 
With Mars thy knight, whan Uulcanus fond. 

And with a chaine unvisible you bond 

“ Togider both tway in the same while. 

That all the court aboue celestiall. 

At your shame gan laugh and smile: 
i Ah, faire lady welly fond at all, 

Comfort to carefull, O goddesse immartall, 

Be helping now, and do thy diligence. 

To let the streames of thine influence 

** Descend downe, in farthering of the trouth. 
Namely of hem that lie in sorrow bound. 

Shew now thou might, and on hir wo haue routh, 
Ere false daunger slea hem and confound : 

And specially let thy might be fonnd. 

For so to couer what so that thou may 
The true man that in the herber lay. 

And all true forther for his sak^ 

0 glad sterre, O lady Uenus mine. 

And cause his lady him to grace take. 

Her herte of stele to mercy so enclme. 

Ere that thy hemes go vp to decline. 

And ere that thou now go fro us adoun. 

For that loue thou haddest to Adoun.” 

And whan she was gone to her rest, 

1 rose anone, and home to bed went. 

For weary, me thought it for the best, 

Praying thus in all my best entent, 

That all trew, that be with daunger shent. 

With mercy may m release of hir paine, 

Recured be, ere May come eftc agasne. 

And for that 1 ne may no lenger wake. 

Farewell ye louers all that be trew, 

Praying to God, and thus my leue I take. 

That ere the Sunne to morrow be risen new, 

And ere he haue ayen rosen hew 
That each of you may haue such a grace. 

His owne lady in armes to embrace. 

I meane thus, in all i onesty. 

Without more ye may togider speake 
What so ye list at good liberty. 

That each may to other hir herte hzeke. 

On jelousies onely to be wreke^ 

That bath so long of his malli^ and enuy 
Weired trouth with his tirajmy^ 
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LESUOYE. 

Princesse, pieaseth it to your benignitie 
Th's little itie to haue ia mmd. 

Of womanhede also for to see, 

Your mau may your mercy find, 

And pity elce, that long bath be behind, 
Let him againe be provoked to grace. 

For by my trouth it is against kind. 

False daunger to occupy his place. 

Go little qaaire vnto my lives queene 
And my very hertes soueraine. 

And be right glad for she shall the scene, 
Such IS thy grace, but I alas in paine 
Am left behind, and not to -whom to plame, 
For mercy, ruth, grace, and eke pite 
Exiled be, that I may not attaine. 

Recure to find of mine adversite. 

EXPLICIT. 


A PRAISE OF WOMEN. 

Altho thee list of women evill to speak, 

And sain of hem, worse than they deserve, 

I pray to god thathir neckes to break. 

Or on some evil death mote tho janglers steive 
For every man were holden hem to serve. 

And do hem worship, honour, and servise, 

In every manner that they best coud devise. 

For we ought first to think on what manere 
They bnng vs forth, and what pain they endure 
First in our birth, and sith fro yere to yeie 
How busely they done their busie cure, 

To keepe vs fro every misaventure 
In our youth whan we have no might 
Our seUe to keepe, neither by day nor mght. 

Alas, how may we say on hem but wele, 

Of jrhom we were fbstred and ybore, 

And ben all our succour, and ever true as stele, 
And for our sake full oft they suffei sore, 

Without women were all our joy lore, 

Wherfbre we ought all women to obey 
In all goodnesse^T can no more say. 

This is well knowne, and hath hen or this, 

That women ben caqse of alj Ughtnesse, 

Of knighthood, norture, eschuiug all mallis, 
Encrease of worship, and of all worthjnesse,£nesse. 
Thereto cuneis and meke, and ground of all good- 
Glad and menj, and true in every wise 
That any gentill herte can thmke or devise. 

And though any would trust to your vntruth. 

And to your faire words would aught assent. 

In good faith me thinketh it wer great ruth, 

That other women shuld for hir gilt be shent. 
That never knew, ne wist nought of hir entent, 

Ne list not to heare tho faire words ye write. 
Which ye you paine fro day to day tendite. 

But who may beware of your tales vntrue, 

That ye so busUy paint and endite, 

For ye wi^ swere that ye never knew, 

Ne saw the woman, neither much ne hte, 

Save only her, to whom ye had delite. 

As for to seive of all that ever ye scy, 

And for her love must ye needs dey* 


Than will ye swere that j e knew never before 
WJiat Love was, ne his dredfull observaunce. 

But now ye feele that he can wound sore, 
Wherfore ye put you into her governaunce, 

Whom Love hath ordeind you to serve and do ple- 
With a I your might your little lives space, [sauce 
Which endeth soone, but if she do you grace. 

And than to bed will he soone draw. 

And soone sicke ye will you than faine, 

And swere fast your lady hath you slaw, 

And brought you suddainly in so high a paine 
That fro your death may no man you restrame. 
With a daungerous looke of her eyen two, 

That to your death must ye needs go. 

Thus will ye mome, thus will ye sigh sore. 

As though your hene anon in two wold brest, 

And swere fast that ye may live no moie. 

Mine owne lady, that might if ye lest 
Bring mine herte somedele into rest. 

As if you list mercy on me to have. 

Thus your vntrouth will ever mercy crave. 

Thus woll ye plain, tho ye nothing smert. 

These innocent creatures for to beguile, 

And swere to hem, so wounded is your herte 
For hir love, that ye may live no while. 

Scarsly so long as one might go a mile, 

So hieth death to bring you to an end, 

But if your soverain lady list you to amend. 

-^nd if for routh she comfort you in any wise 
For pity of your false othes sere, 

So that innocent weneth that it be as you devise, 
And weneth your herte be as she may here, 

Thus for to comfort and somwbat do you chere: 
Than woll these janglers deme of her full ill. 

And same that ye have heir fully at your will. 

I 

' Lo how ready hir tonges been, and prest 
I To speake harme of women causelesse, 

Alas, why might ye not as well say thp best, 

As for to deme hem thus gujltlessp, 
la your herte iwis there is no gentilnesse, 

That of your own gjlt list thus women fame, 

Now by my trouth,* me think ye be too blame. 

For of women cometh this worldly wele, 

Wherfore we ought to worship hem evermore, 

And though it mishap one, we ought for to hele, 
For it IS all through our false lore. 

That day an^ night we paine vs evermore 
With many an oth, these women to beguile 
With false tales, and many a wicked wile. 

And if falshede should be reckened and told 
In womeu, iwis full trouth were. 

Not as iu men, by a thousand fold, 

Fro all vices iwis they stod cleare. 

In any thing that I could of hearc. 

But if enticing of these men it make. 

That hem to fiatteren connen never slake* 

I would fain wete where euer ye coud here, 
Without mens ^sing, what women did amis, 
Forther ye may get hem, ye lie fro yere to yere 
And many a gabbing ye make'to hem iwis. 

For I could neuer hear^ ne knowen ere this. 
Where euer ye coud find in any place, 

That euer women besought you of grace. 
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There ye you pain, with all your ful might, 

With all your herte, and all your biisinesse. 

To pleasen hem both by day and mght. 

Praying hem of hir grace and gentilnesse, 

To haue pitie upon your great distresse. 

And that they would on your paine haue routh, 
And slea you not, sens ye meane but trouth. 

Thus may ye see that they ben faultlesse. 

And innocent to all your werkes she, 

And all your crafts that touch falseuesse. 

They know hem not, ne may hem not espie. 

So sweare ye, that ye must needs die, 

But if they would of hir womanhead 
Upon you rew, ere that ye be dead. 

And than your lady, and your hertes queene 
Ye call hem, and therewith ye sighe sore, 

And say, ‘‘ My lady I trow that it be scene 
In what plite that I haue liued full yore. 

But now I hope that ye woU no more 
In these paines suffer me for to dwell, 

For all goodnesse iwis ye be the well.*’ 

Lo wluch a painted processe can ye make. 

These harmlesse creatures for to beguile, 

And whan they slepe, ye paine you to wake. 

And to bethinke you on many a wicked wile, 

But ye shall see the day that ye shall curse the 
That ye so busily did your entent [while 

Hem to beguile, that falshed neuer meant. 

For this ye know wel, though I would lie, 

In women is all trouth and stedfastnesse, 

For in good faith I neuer of hem sie 
But much worship, bountie, and gentilnesse. 

Right commhig, faire, and full of meeknesse, 

G(^ and glad, and lowly I you ensure, 

Is this goodly angellike creature 

And if it hap a man be in disease, 

She doeth her businesse, and her full paine 
With al her might, him to comfort and please 
If fro his disease she might him restraine, 

In word ne deed ywis she woll not fame. 

But with all her might she doth her businesse 
To bnng him out of his heamnesse, 

Lo what gentillesse these women haue, 

If we could know it for our rudenesse, 

How busie they be us to keepe and saue, 

Both m heale, and also in sicknesse, 

And alway right sorrie for our distresse, i 

In euery manner, thus shew they rputb. 

That in hem is all goodnesse and trouth. 

And slth we find in hem gentilnesse and trouth. 
Worship, bountie, and kindnesse eoermore. 

Let neuer this gentillesse thro^ your sloaih 

In hir kind trouth be aught forlore 

That in women is, and bath ben full yore, 

For in rcuerence of the Heauaas queene, 

We ought to worship all women that beene. 

For of all creatures that euer wer get and borne. 
This wote ye well a woman was the best. 

By her was recouered the blisse that we bad lome, 
And through the woman shall we come to rest. 

And ben ysaued, if that our selfe lest, 

Wherefore me t^keth, if that we had grace, 

We oughten honour women m every place. 
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Therefore I rede, that to our Hues end. 

Fro this time forth, while that we haue space, 
That we haue trespaced, pursue to amend. 
Praying our ladie well of all grace 
To bring us unto that blisful place. 

There as she and all good women shal be in fere 
In Heauen aboue, among the angels clere. 

rXPLIClT. 


THE HOUSE OF FAME. 


In this book is shewed how the deeds of all men 
and women, be they good or bad, are earned by 
report to posterity. 


I God toume us euery dream to good, 

I For it is wonder thing by the ro^ 

I To my wit, what caustth sweuens 
On the morrow, or on euens, 

And why the effect followeth of some, 
And of some it shal neuer come, 

Why that it is an auision, 

And why this is a reuelation, 

Why this a dreame, why that a sweuen, 
And not to euery man liche euen. 

Why this a fantome, why that oracles, 

I not: bat who so of these miracles 
The causes know bet than I, 

Define he, for I certaiuely 
Ne can hem not, ne neuer thinke 
To busie my wit for toswinke 
To know of hir sigufications 
The gendres, ne dt^nefions 
Of the times of hem, ne the causes. 

Or why this is more than that is. 

Or yeue fblkes eompleaions, 

Make hem dreame of reflections, 

Or else thus, as other saine. 

For the great feeblenesse of hir bra*B, 

By abstinence, or by sicknesse. 

Prison, strife or great distresse, 

I Or els by disordinaunce. 

Or natural accustomaunce, 

That some men be too curious 
In studie, or melancolius. 

Or thus, so inly full of drede. 

That no man may him bote rede. 

Or els that deuotion 
Of some, and contemplarion, 

Causen such dreames oft, 

Or that the cruell life vnsoft 
Of hem that loues leden. 

Oft hopen much or dreden, 

That purely hir impressions 
Causen hem to haue visions, 

Or if spirits ban the might 
To make folke to dreame on night. 

Or if the soule of proper kiq<L 
Be so perfite as men find. 

That it wote what is to come. 

And that he wameth all and some 
Of eueriche of hir auentune^ 

By auision^ or by figure^ 
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But that our flesh hath do might 
To vnderstand it anght, 

Bor it IS warned too derkely. 

But why the cause is, not wote I, 

Well worth of this thing cleikes, 

That treaten of that, and of other werkes, 
For I of none opinion 
Nill as now make mention. 

But only that the holy ro^ 

Tourne vs euery dreame to good. 

For neuer sith I was home, 

Ne no man els me heforne, 

Mette I trow stedfastly 
So wonderfull a dreame as I. 

The tenth day now of Decembei, 

The which, as 1 can remembei, 

I woll you tellen euerydele. 

Bat at my hegintnng trusteth wele, 

I woll make inuocation. 

With a deuout special 1 deuotion 
Unto the god of sleepe anone. 

That dwelleth in a caue of stone. 

Upon a streame that commeth fro Lete, 
That IS a flood of Hell vnswete. 

Beside a fulke, that men clepe Cimerie, 
There sleepeth aye this god vnmene, 
With his slepie thousand sonnis, 

That alway to sleepe hir wonue is 
And to this god that I of rede. 

Pray I, that he woll me spede. 

My sweuen for to tell aright, 

If euery dreame stand m his might, 

And he that mouer is of all 
That is and was, and euer shall, 

So gme hem joy that it here. 

Or all that they dreame to yere, 

And for to stand all in grace 
Of hir loues, or in what place 
That hem were leuest for to stond. 

And shield hem from pouertie and shond. 
And from euery vnhappe and disease, 
And send hem that may hem please. 
That taketh well and scometb nought, 

Ne it misdeme in hir thought. 

Through malicious entention. 

And who so through {nresumption. 

Or hate, or scome, or through enuie, 
Displte, or yape, or fsUonie, 

Misdeme it, pray I Jesus good, 

Dreame he barefoot, or dreame he shood. 
That euery harme that any man 
Hath had sith the world h^an, 

Befall him thereof, or he sterue, 

And graunt that he may it deserue- 
Lo, with right such a conclusion. 

As bad of his auision 
Cresus, that was king of lide. 

That high vpon a gibbet dide. 

This praier shall he haue of me, 

X am no bette in charite. 


Now herken, as I haue you sayd, 
What that I mette or I abrayd. 
Of December the tenth day. 
Whan it was night, to slepe I lay, 
Bight as 1 was wont to done, 

And fell asleepe wonder sone. 

As he that was weary forgo. 

On pilgrimage miles two 


To the corpes of samt Leonard, 

To maken lithe, that erst was hard. 

But as I slept, me mette I was 
Wifchin a temple ymade of glas. 

In which there were mo images 
Of gold, standing m sundiy stages. 

In mo rich tabernacles, 

And with perre mo pinacles, 

: xind mo cuiious poitraitnres. 

And quemt manner of figures 
Of gold ^orkc, than I saw euer. 

But certainly 1 ni&t neuer 
Where that it was ^^11 wist I, 

It was of Uenus redely 
This temple, for in portraiture, 

I saw anon right her figure 
Naked fieetmg m a see. 

And also on her head parde, 

Her rose garland white and red. 

And her combe to kembe her bed. 

Her doues, and dan Cupido, 

Her blind sonne, and Uulcano, 

That in his face was full browne. 

But as I romed vp and downe, 

I found that on the wall there was 
Thus written on a table of bras. 

“ I woll now sing if that I can. 

The armes, and also the man, 

That first came through his destinie 
Fugitife fro Troy the countrie. 

Into Itaile, with full much pine, 

Unto the stronds of Lauine 
And tho began the story anone. 

As I shall tellen you echone. 

First saw I the destruction 
Of Troy, through the Greeke Sinon, 
With his false vntrue forsweanngs. 

And with his chere and his lesmgs 
Made a horse, brought into Troy, 

By which Troyans lost all hir joy. 

And after this was graued, alas. 

How 1 lions castle assailed was 
And won, and king Priamus slaine. 
And Politea his sonne certaine, 
Dispitously of dan Pimis, 

And next that saw 1 bow Uenus 
Whan that she saw the castle hreud, 
Downe from Heauen she gan discend. 
And had her sonne Eneas to flee. 

And bow be fled, and how that he 
Escaped was from all the prees. 

And tooke bis father, old Anchises, 
And bare him on his backe away, 
Crying “ Alas and welaway,” 

The which Anchises in his hand 
Bare tho the gods of the land, 

Thilke that unbrenned were. 

Than saw I next all in fere. 

How Crusa, dan Eneas wife. 

Whom that he loued all his life. 

And her yong sonne lulo. 

And eke Ascanius also, 

Fledden eke with drerie chore. 

That it was pitie for to here. 

And in a forrest as they went. 

At a touming of a went. 

How Crusa was ylost, alas. 

That rede not I, how that it was. 

How he her sought, and how her ghost 
Bad him flie the Greekes host. 
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And said he must into Itaile. 

As was his destinie, sauns faile, 

That it was pitie for to heare, 

Whan her spirit gan appear© 

The words that she to him saied. 

And for to keepe her sonne him praied. 

There saw T giauen eke how he, 

His father eke, and hU) meine, 

With his ships gan to saile 
Toward the countrey of Itaule, 

As straight as they mighten go. 

There saw I eke the cruell Juno, 
That art dan Jupiters wife. 

That hast yhated all thy life 
All the Troyan blood, 

Ren and cry as thou were wood 
On Eolns, the god of winds. 

To blowen out of all kinds 
So loud, that he should drench 
Lord, lady, groome, and wench 
Of all the Troyans nation, 

■Without any of hir saluatioo- 

There saw I such tempest arise. 

That euery hcrte might agrise. 

To see it painted on the wall. 

There saw I eke grauen withall 
Uenus, how ye my lady dere. 

Weeping with full wofull chere, 
Praying Jupiter on hie 
To saue and keepe that nauie 
Of that Troyan Eneas, 

Sith that be her sonne was. 

There saw I Jones Uenus kisse. 

And graunted was of the tempest lisse. 

There saw I how the tempest stent, 
And how with all pine he went. 

And priuely tooke a riuage 
Into the countrey of Carthage, 

And on the morow how that he. 

And a knight that height Achate, 
Metten with Uenus th^ day, 

Going in a queint arnay. 

As she had he an hunteresse. 

With wind blowing vpon her tressc, 
And how Eneas began to plaine, 

W’han he knew her, of his paine, 

And how his ships dreint were, 

Or els ylost, he nist where. 

How she gan him comfort tho. 

And bade him to Cartage go, 

And there he should his folke find. 
That in the sea were left behind. 

And shortly of this tbmg to pace. 

She made Eneas so in grace 
Of Dido, queene of that oountre. 

That shortly for to teUen, she 
Became his lone, and let him do 
All that wedding longeth to. 

What should 1 speake it more qaaimt, 
Or paine me my words to painty 
To speake of loue, it voll not be, 

I cannot of that faculte^ 

And eke to tellen of the manere 
How they first acquainted were^ 

It were a long processe to tell, 

And ouer long ^ you to dwell. 

There saw I graue, how Eneas 
Told to Dido euery caas, 

That him was tidde Tponthe see. 

And eft grauen was bow that she 


Made of him shortly at a word, 

Her life, her loue, her lust, her lord, 

And did to him all reuerence, 

And laid on him ail the dispence. 

That any woman might do. 

Waning it bad all he so. 

As be her swore, and hereby demsd 
That he was go<^, for he such seemed. 

Alas, what harme doth apparence, 
Whan it is false in existence. 

For he to her a traitour was, 

Wn^erefore she slow her selfe alas 

Lo, how a woman doth amis. 

To loue him that vuknowen is, 

For by Chnst lo thus it fareth. 

It IS not all gold that glareth. 

For also brouke I well mine bead. 

There may be vnder goodlihead 
Couered many a shreud vice. 

Therefore be no wight so ntce^ 

To take a loue onely for chere. 

Or speech, or for friendly manere. 

For this shall euery woman find, 

That some man of his pure kind 
Woll shewen outward the feirest. 

Till he haue caught that what him lest. 
And than woll he causes find. 

And swere how she is vnkmd. 

Or false, or priaie, or double was. 

All this say I by Itoeas 
And Dido, and her nice lest, 

That loued all to soone a gnest. 
Wherefore I woll say o proaerte, 

; That he that fully knoweth the herbe> 
May safely lay it to his eie, 

Withouten dr^e this is no lie. 

But let vs speake of Eneas, 

How he betraied her, alas. 

And left her full vnldiidly. 

So whan she saw all vtterly, 

That he would her of trouth feile^ 

And w'enden from her into Itaile, 

She gau to wring her handes two. 

“ Alas” (quod she) that me is wo, 
Alas, is euery man thus true, 

That euery yere woll bane o new. 

If It so long time endure, 

Or els three parauenture. 

And thus of one he *.'^oll haue fame 
In magnifying of his owne name. 
Another for friendship sayeth he. 

And yet there shall the ^ird be. 

That IS taken for delite, 
to, or els for angular profite 
In such words gan (xpplaina 
Dido of her great pmoe, 

As me mette dreaming readily. 

None other authoor alledge woll I. 

« Alas*^' (quod she) “ my sweet herte, 
Haue pitie on my sorrowes smart. 

And slea me not, go not away. 

“ O wofull Dido, welaway” 

(Quod she) vnto her selfe tho* 

« O Eneas what woll ye do, 

O that your loue nc your bond. 

That ye swore with yonr ri^it bond, 

Ne my cmell death” (quod die) 

^ May hold you stdl her# with me. 

« O, haue ye of my death no pit^ 
Iwis mine owne dear# tete ye 
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Know full well that neuer yet, 

As farre as euer I had wit, 

Agilt you m thought ne in dede. 

O, baue ye men such goodlihede 
In speech, and neuei* a dele of trouth, 
Alas that euer had routh 
Any woman on a false man. 

“ Now I see well, and tell can, 

We wretched women can no art, 

For certaine, for the more part, 

Thus we been serued euenchdne. 

How sore that ye men can grone, 

Anon as we have you receiued. 
Certainly we been deceiued, 

For though your loue lest a season, 
Wait \pon the conclusion. 

And eke how ye deteimme. 

And for the more part define, 

O welaway that I was home. 

For through you my name is lome, 

And mine acts redde and song 
Ouer all this land in euery tong 

** O wicked Fame, for there lus 
Nothing so swifL lo as she is, 

0 sooth IS, euery thing is wist, 

Though it be couerde with the mist, 
Eke though ] might duren ener. 

That I haue done recouer I neuer. 
That it ne shall be said, alas, 

1 shamed was through l^eas, 

And that I shall thus judged be : 

** Lo right as she hath done, now she 
Well done eftsoones hardely. 

Thus say the people priuely 
But that IS done, ms not to done, 

But all her complaint ne her mono 
Certaine auaileth her not a stre. 

And whan she wist soothly he 
Was forth into his ship agone, 

She into chamber went anone, 

And called on her suster Anne, 

And gan her to complaiue than, 

And said, that she cause was. 

That she first loued him alas. 

And first coonsailed her thereto, 

But what, whan this was said and do. 
She roft her selnen to the herte, 

And deidc through the wounds smart, 
But all the manner bow she deide, 

And all the words how she seide. 

Who so to know it hath purpose, 

Rede Uirgile m Eneidos, 

Or the Pistels of Guide, 

What that she wrote or that she dide, 
And nere it too long to endite, 

By God I would it here write, 

But welaway, the harnoe and routh 
That hath betide for such vntroutb. 

As men may oft in bookes rede. 

And all day seene it yet in dede. 

That for to thinken it tene is. 

Lo Demophon, duke of Atbenis, 

How he forswore liim falsely, 

And traied Phillis wickedly, 

That kings doughter was of Thrace, 
And folsely gan his tearme pace, 

And whan she wist that he was f^se, 
She hong her sdfe right by the halse. 
For he had done her such vntrouth, 

Lc^ was not this a wo and routh. 


Eke looke how false and recheles 
Was to Briseida Achilles, 

And Pans to Oenone, 

And Jason to Hipsiphile, 

And eft Jason to Medea, 

And Hercules to Dianira, 

For he left her for lolee, 

That made him take his death pardc. 

How false was eke Theseus, 

That as the stone telleth vs. 

How he betraied Adriane, 

The denill be his soules bane, 

For had he laughed or yloured. 

He must haue been all deuoured. 

If Adriane ne had be. 

And for she had of him pite, 

She made him fro the death escape, 

And he made her a full false jape. 

For after this within a while, 

He left her sleeping in an isle, 

Desart alone right in the see, 

And stale away, and let her bee. 

And tocke her suster Phedra tho 
With him and gan to ship go, 

And yet he had swome to here, 

On all that euer he could swere. 

That so she saued him his life. 

He would taken her to his wife. 

For she desired nothing els, 

In certaine, as the booke vs tels. 

But for to excuse this Eneas 
Fulhclie of all his great trespas. 

The booke saith sauns fade, 

The gods bad him go to Itaile, 

And leauen Affhekes regioun, 

And faire Dido and her toun, 

Tho saw I graue how to Itaile 
Dan Eneas gan for to saile, 

And how the tempest all began. 

And how he lost his steresman. 

Which that the Sterne, or he tooke keepc, 
Smote ouer the bord as he sleepe. 

And also saugh I how Sibile 
And Eneas beside an isle, 

To Hell went for to see 
His father Anchises the free. 

And how he there found Palimnrus, 

And also Dido, and Deipbebus, 

And eueriche tonrment eke in Hell 
Saw he, which Jong is for to tell, 

Which paines who so hst to know. 

He must rede many a row 
In Uergile or in Claudian, 

Or Daunt, that it tellen can* 

Tho saw I eke all the ariuaile 
That Eneas had made in Itaile, 

And with king Latin his treate, 

And all the battailes that he 
Was at himselfe, and his knights. 

Or he had all iwonne his rights, 

And how he Tumus reft his life, 

And wan Lauina to his wife, 

A^d all the maraellous signals 
Of the gods celestials, 

How maugre Juno, Eneas 

For all her sleight and her compas 

Acheued all his auenture, 

For Jupiter tooke on him cure^ 

At the prayer of Uenus, 

’ Which I pray alway saue vs^ 
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And vs aye of our sorrowes light. 

Whan I had scene all this sight 
In this noble temple thus, 

Hey lord, thought I, that madest vs. 

Yet saw I neuer such noblesse 
Of images, nor such nchesse, 

As T see grauen m this church, 

But nought wote I who did hem worch, 

Ne where I am, ne in what countree. 

But now will I out gone and see 
Right at the wicket if I can 
Scene ought where stering any man, 

That may me tellen where I am.” 

Whan I out of the dore came, 

I fast about me beheld. 

Than saw I but a large field. 

As farre as euer I might see. 

Without tonne, house, or tree. 

Or bush, or grasse, or eared land, 

For all the field was but of sand. 

As small as men may see at eye 
In the desart of Lyhye, 

Ne no manner creature. 

That is 3 dbnned by nature, 

Ne saw I, me to rede or wisse ; 

O Christ,” thought I, “ that are in blisse, 
From fanton and illusion 
Me saue,” and with deuotion 
Mine eyen to the Heauen I cast, 

Tho was I ware lo at the last, 

That fast by the Sunne on hye. 

As kenne might 1 with mine eye, 

Me thought I saw an egle sore. 

But that it seemed much more 
Than I had any egle yseine. 

This is as sooth as death certaine. 

It was of gold, and shone so bright. 

That neuer saw men such a sight, 

But if the Heauen had 3 rwonne 
All new of God another sonne. 

So shone the egles fetbers bright, 

And somewhat downward gan it light. 

axpLtcrr libek fkimus. 


Now hearken euery manner ma». 

That English vuderstand can, 

And listeth of my dreame to here. 

For nowe at erst shall ye lere 
So sely and so dredefull a vision, 

That I say neither Scipion, 

Ne king Nabugodouosore, 

Pharao, Turaus, ne Alcanore, 

Ne metten such a dreame as this, 

Now faire blisfull, O Crpris, 

So be my fauour at this time, 

That ye me tendite and nme 
Helpeth, that in Pemaso dwell, 

Beside FUcon the clere well. 

O thought, that wrote all that I met, 
And in the tresorie it set 
Of my braine, now shall men see 
If any vertue in thee bee. 

To tell all my dreame aright, 

Now kithe thy engine and thy might 

This egle of which I haue you told, 
That with feathers shone all of gold, 
Which that so high gan to sore, 

I gan behold more and more, 


To scene her l>€auty and the wonder, 

But neuer was that dent of thunder, 

Ne that thing that men call soudre. 

That smite sometime a toure to poudre, 

And in his swift commmg brand, 

That so swithegan downward discend. 

As this foule whan it beheld. 

That I a roume nas in the field. 

And with his grim pawes strong, 

Within his sharpe nailcs long. 

Me fleyng at a swappe he hent. 

And with his sours againe vp went. 

Me carying in his clawes starke, 

As lightly as I had ben a larke. 

How high, I cannot tellen you. 

For I came \p, I nist neuer how. 

For so astoni^ and asweued 
Was euery vertue in my heued, 

What with his sours and my dread. 

That all my feeling gan to dead. 

For why it was a great affray. 

Thus I long m bis clawes lay, 

Till at the last he to me spake 
In mans voice, and said “ Awake, 

And be not agast so for shame,^ 

And called me tho by my name, 

And for I should better abraid. 

Me to awake, thus he said. 

Right in the same voice and steam. 

That useth one that 1 can neuin, 

And with that voice, sooth to saiuc. 

My mind came to me again, 

For it was goodly said to me. 

So nas it neuer wont to be. 

And herewithal I gan to stere, 

As he me in his feet here, 

HU that he felt that I had beat, 

And felt eke tho mine heiie beat, 

And tho gan he me to disport. 

And with gentle wordes me comfort. 

And said twice, ** Saint Mary, 

Thou art a noyous thing to cary, 

And nothing needeth it parde. 

For also wise God helpe me, 

As thou no harme sbalt haue of this. 

And this case that betiddeth thee is, 

Is for thy lore and for thy prow. 

Let see, darst thou looke yet now. 

Be full ensured bojdely, 

“ I am thy friend,” and therewith I 
Gan for to wonder in my mind. 

O God,” quod I, that madest all kind. 
Shall I none otherwise die. 

Whether Joue will me stellifie^ 

Or what thing may this rigni^, 

I am neither Enocke, ne Heiie, 

Ne Romulus, ne Ganimede, 

That were bore up as men rede, 

To Heaven with dan Jupiter, 

And made the gods buteler 
Lo, thiS was tho my fantasie. 

But he that bare gan aspie. 

That 1 so thought and said this, 

Thou deemest of thy selfe am 
For Joue is not thereabout, 

I dare thee put full out of doubt 
To make of the yet a sterre. 

But ere I beare thee much ferre^ 

I will the teU what I am. 

And whider thon shaft, and why I came. 
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To do this, so that thou take 
Good herte, and not for feare quake. 

** Gladly,” quod I, Now well,” quod he : 

First, I that in my feet haue the, 

Of whom thou hast feare and wonder, 

I am dwelling with the god of thonder^ 
Which men callen Jupiter, 

That doth me flien full oft fer 
To do all his commaundement, 

And for this cause he hath me sent 
To thee : herke now by thy troutb, 
Certmne he hath of thee routh, 

That thou hast so truely 
Long seroed ententifely 
His blind newe Cupido, 

And faire Uenus also. 

Without guerdon ener yet, 

And nathelesse hast set thy wit, 

Although in thy head full little is, 

To make bookes, songs, and dities 
In rime, or else m cadence, 

As thou best canst in leuerence 
Of Loue, and of his seruaunts eke, 

That haue his seruice sought and seke, 
And pamest thee to praise his art, 
Although thou haddest oeuer part, 
Wherefore also God me blessc, 
louis halt it great humblesse. 

And vertue eke, that thou wilt make 
A night full oft thme head to ake, 

In thy study so thou writest, 

And evermore of Loue enditest, 

In honour of him and praisings. 

And in his folkes furthenngs, 

And in hir matter all deuisest, 

And not him ne his folke dispiscst, 
Although thou maist go m the daunce 
Of hem, that him list not auaunce, 
Wherefore as I said ywis, 

Jupiter considreth well this, 

And also beausire, of other things, 

That IS, thou haste no tidings 
Of Loues folke, if they be glade, 

Ne of nothing else that God made, 

And not onely fro ferre countree, 

That no tidings commen to thee, 

Not of thy very neighbours, 

That dwellen almost at thy dores. 

Thou hearest neither that ne this, 

For whan thy labour all done is. 

And hast made all thy reckenings 
In stead of rest and of new things, 

Thou goest home to thme house anone, 
And also dombe as a stone. 

Thou sittest at another booke, 

Till fully dased is thy looke. 

And Iniest thus as an hermite. 

Although thme abstinence is lite, 

And therfore louis through his grace 
Will that I beare thee to, a place, 

Which that hight the House of Fame, 
And to do the sport and game 
In some recompensation 
Of thy labour and deuotiou 
That thou hast had, lo causelesse. 

To god Cupido the rechelesse. 

And thus this god through his merite 
Will with some manner thing thee quite. 
So that thou wilt be of good chere, 

For trust well that thou sbalt here, 


When we ben commen there as I say. 

Mo wonder things dare I lay. 

And of Loues folke mo tidings, 

Both soothsawes and lesings, 

And mo loues new begon. 

And long serued till loue is won, 

And mo loners casuelly, 

That ben betide, no man wote why, 

But as a blind man starteth an hare. 

And more jolite and welfare, 

While they find loue of stele, 

As thinke men, and oner all wele, 

Mo discords, and mo iealousies, 

Mo mnrmures, and mo nouelries. 

And also mo dissimulations, 

And eke fained reparations. 

And mo berdes m two hours 
Without lasour or sisours 
Ymade, than graines he of sands, 

And eke mo holding in mo hands, 

And also mo rononelaunces 
Of old forleten aqueintaunces, 

Mo loue dales, -and mo accords 
Than on instruments ben cords, 

And eke of loue mo exchaunges. 

Than euer come were m graunges, 

Unneth maiest thou trowen this,” 

Quod he, “ No so helpe me God as wis” 

Quod I, Now why,” quod he^ For it 
Were impossible to my wit. 

Though Fame had all the pnes 
In all a realm e and all aspics, 

How that yet he should heare all this, 

Or they espien “ O yes, yes,” 

Quod be, to me, ** that can I pieue 
By reason, worthy for to leue, 

So that thou giue thme aduertence 
To understand my sentence. 

** First sbalt thou here where she dwelleth, 
Right so as thme owne booke telleth, 

Her palais standeth as I shall say 
, Right euen amiddes ot the way 
Betweene Heauen, Earth, and see, 

That whatsoeuer in all these three 
Is spoken in priue or apert, 

The way thereto is so ouert. 

And stant eke in so just a place, 

That euery sowne mote to it pace, 

Or what so commeth from any tong, 

Be rowned, jed, or song, 

Or spoken in suertie or drede, 

Certame it mote thider nede. 

“ Now hearken well, for why I will 
Tellen thee a proper skill, 

And a worthy demonstration 
In mine imagination 

“ Geffray, thou wotest well this, 

That euery kindely thing that is, 

Hath a kindely stede there he 
May best m it conserued be, 

Unto which place euery thing, 

Thiough his kindely enclimng, 

Meueth for to come to. 

Whan that it is away therefro, 

As thus, lo how thou maist al day see, 

Take any thing that heaiue bee, 

As stone or lead, or thing of weight, 

And beare it neuer so hie on height, 

Let go thme hand, it faJleth dowpe, 

I Right so say I by fire or sowne 
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Or smoke, or other things light, 

Alway they seeke upward on height, 

Light things up, and downward charge, 
While euerich of hem be at large. 

And for tliis cause thou maist well sec, 

That euery nuer unto the see 
Enclined is to go by kind. 

And by these skilles, as I find, 

Haue fishes dwelling in flood and see, 

And trees eke on the earth be, 

Thus euery thing by his reason 
Hath his own proper mansion, 

To which he seeketh to repaire, 

There as it should nat appaire. 

“ Lo, this sentence is knowne couth 
Of euery philosophers mouth, 

As Aristotle and dan Platone, 

And other clerkes many one. 

And to conflrme my reasoun, 

Thou wost well that speech is soun. 

Or else no man might it here. 

Now herke what I well thee Icre. 

‘‘ Sowne IS not but eyre ybroken, 

And euery speech that is spoken, 

Loud or priue, foule or faire, 

In bis substaunce is but aire, 

For as flame is but lighted smoke, 

Right SO is sowne eyre ybroke, 

Bat this may be in many wise. 

Of which I will thee devise, 

As sowne commeth of pipe or harpe, 

For when a pipe is blowen sbarpe. 

The eyre is twist with violence, 

And rent : lo, this is my sentence 
Eke, whan men harpe strings smite, 

Wheder it be much or lite, 

Lo, with the stroke the eyre it br^eth, 

And right so hreaketh it whan men speketh, 
Thus wost thou well what thing is qpeach, 
Now henceforth I will thee teach, 

Haw euerich speech, voice, or soun. 
Through his multiplicatioun. 

Though it were piped of a mouse, 

Mote needs come to Fames House, 

I proue it thus, take heed now 
By experience, for if that thou 
Threw m a water now a stone, 

Well wost thou it will make anone 
A little roundell as a cercle, 

Parauenture as broad as a couercle. 

And nght anone^-thou shalt see wele, 

That whele cercle wil cause another whele, 
And that the third, and so forth brother, 
Euery cercle causing other, 

Broader than himselfe was. 

And thus from roundell to compas, 

Ech about other going, 

Causeth of others stering. 

And multiplying euermo, 

Till it be so farre go 
That it at both brinkes bee. 

Although thou may it not see 
Aboue, yet gothe it alway under, 

Though thou thinke it a great wonder, 

And who so saith of trouth I vary, 

Bid him proue the oantrary. 

And right thus eueiy w-ord iwis. 

That loud or priuie yspokeu is, 

Moueth first an eyre about. 

And of his mouing out of dout 


Another eyre anone is moued, 

As I haue of the water protied. 

That euery ceicle causeth other. 

Right ^0 of eyre my leue brother, 
Euerich eyre in other stereth 
More and more, and speech vp bcareth. 
Or voice or noise, word or soun. 

Aye through multiplication. 

Till it be at the House of Fame, 

Take it in earnest or in game. 

Now have I told, if thou haue mmd. 
How speech or sowne, of pure kind 
Enclined is upward to meue, 

This maiest thou fele well by preue. 
And that same stede iwis, 

That euery thmg enclined to is, 

Hath his kindltche stede. 

That sheweth it without drede, 

Tliat kmdely the mansioun 
Of euerich speeche of euery soun, 

Be it either foule or faire. 

Hath his kind place in sure. 

And sith that euery thing iwis 
Out of his kind place iwis, 

Moueth thider for to go, 

If it away be therefro. 

As I haue before proued tliee, 

It sheweth euery soune parde, 

Moueth kmdely to pace, 

As up into hi!» kind place. 

And this place of which I tell, 

There as Fame list to dwell, 

Ts sette amiddes of these three, 

Heauen, Earth, and eke the see, 

As most conseruatife the soun. 

Than is this the conclusioii. 

That euery speech of euery man, 

As I thee tell first began, 

Monelh vp on height to pace 
Kindly to Fames place. 

Tell me this now fitithfolly, 

Haue I not proued thus simply, 
Without any subtelte 
Of speech, or great prolixite. 

Of termes of philosophy, 

Of figures of poetry. 

Or colours of rhetonke, 

Perde it ought thee to like. 

For hard language, and hard matere 
Is incombrous for to here 
At ones, wost thou not well this?** 
j And I answered and said ** Yes.** 

“ Ah ah,** qnod he, lo so I can, 

I Leudly unto a lend man 
I Speke, and shew him such skilles, 

I That he may shake hem by the billes. 
So palpable they shoulden be. 

But tel me this now pray I thee. 

How thinketh thee my conclosioun ?*' 
“ A good persuasion,** 

Quod I, “ it is, and lyke to be, 

IHght so as thou hast proued me,” 

By God,” quod he, “ and as I leue, 
Thou shalt haue it or it be eue, 

Of eueiy word of this sentaioe, 

A profe by experience. 

And with thyne eares hearen well, 
Toppe aud tayle, and eueridetl. 

That euery word that spoken is, 
Commeth into Fames Howe ywis, 
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As I haue said, what wilt thou more,’’ 

And with this word upper to sore. 

He began and said “ By samt Jame, 

Now will we speake all of game. 

“ How farest thou now,” quod he, to me, 
Well,’* quod I, “ Now see,” quod he. 

By thy trouth yond adowne. 

Where that thou knowest any towne, 

Or house, or any other thing. 

And whan thou hast of ought knowing, 

Looke that thou wame me. 

And I anon shall tell thee, 

How farre that thou art now therefro.” 

And I adowne gan to loken tho. 

And beheld fields and plaines. 

Now hils, and now mounts ines, 

Now valeis, and now forests. 

And now unneth great beests. 

Now nuers, now citees, 

Now townes, now great trees. 

Now shippes sayling in the see. 

But thus soone m a while hee, 

Was flowen fro the ground so hye, 

That all the world as to mine eye. 

No more seemed than a pricke. 

Or else was the eyre so thicke 
That I might it not disceme : 

With that he spake to me so yeme. 

And said ; ** Seest thou any token, 

Or ought that in this world of spoken 

I said *«Nay,” — “ No wonder is,” 

Quod he, ** for neuer halfe so hye as this, 

Nas Alexander of Macedon 
King, ne of Rome dan Scipion, 

That saw in dreame at point deuke. 

Heaven and Earth, Hell and Paradise, 

Ne eke the wretch Dedalus, 

Ne his childe nice Icharus, 

That flewe so hie, that the hete 
His wyngs tnolte, and he fell wete 
In midde the sea, and there he dieint, 

For whom was made a great complaint. 

“ Now toume upward,” quod he, “ thy face. 
And behold this large place. 

This eyre, but looke that thou ne bee 
Adrad of hem that thou shalt see. 

For in this regioun certayne, 

Hwelleth many a ertezeine, 

Of which speaketh dan Plato, 

These ben the eyrishe beests lo,” 

And tho sawe I all the mente. 

Both gone and also fiie. 

** Lo,” quod he, ” cast up Ihyne eye, 

See yonder lo, the galaxie. 

The which men clepe the milky way, 

For it is white ; and some parfay 
Callen it Watling streete. 

That ones was brent with the hete. 

When the Sunnes sonne the rede, . 

That bight Pheton, would lede 
Algate his fathers cart, and gie. 

” The cart horse gan well aspte. 

That he coud no gouemaunce. 

And gan for to leape and praunce, 

And beare him up, and now doun, 

Till he saw the Scorpioun, 

Which that in Heauen a signe is yet, - 
And he frr fere lost his wit 
Of that, and let the reynes gone 
Of his horse, and they anone 


Soone up to mount, and dowae disccude. 

Till bothe eyre and Earth brende. 

Till Jupiter lo, at the last 
Him slew, and fro the carte cast. 

IS it not a great mischaunce. 

To let a foole haue gouemaunce 
Of things that he can not detnaiue 
And with this word sothe for to same 
He gan alway upper to sore. 

And gladded me than more and more, 

So faithfully to me spake he. 

Tho gan I to looke under me. 

And beheld the eyrish beests, 

Cloudes, mistes, and tempests, 

Snov^es, bayles, raynes, and windes. 

And than gendring m hir kindes. 

All the way through which I came ; 

“ O God,” quod I, “ that made Adame, 

Moch is thy might and nobles.” 

And tbo thought I upon Boece, 

That writeth a thought may flie so hie, 

With fethers of philosophy 
To passen euenoh element, 

And when he hath so far ywent, 

Than may be seen behind his backe, 

Cloude, and earth, and all that I of spake- 
Tho gan 1 wexe in a were. 

And said, I wote well I am here, 

But whether in body or in goost, 

I not ywis, but God thou woost,” 

For more clere entendement, 

Nas me neuer yet ysent, 

And than thought 1 on Marcian, 

And eke of Antidaudian, 

That sothe was hir desenpeion 
Of all the Heauens region, 

As far as that I saw the pi eve, 

And therefore I can hem leue 

With that the egle gan to cry, 

“ Let be," quod be, “ thy fantaste, 

Wilt thou learae of sterres ought 

** Nay certamly,” quod I, “right nought.^*, 
“ And why,” quod he ? “ For I am old 
“ Or els would I thee haue told,” 

Quod he, “ the sterres names lo, 

And all the Heauens signs to, 

And which they be.” — “ No force,” quod I. 

“Yes parde,” quod be, “ wost thou why. 
For whan thou redest poetry, 

How the goddes can btelhfy 
Birde, fishe, or him, or bei , 

As the ratlin and other, 

Or Ariones harpe fine, 

Castor, Polexe, or Delphinc, 

Or Athalantes doughters seuen, 

How all these are set m Heven, 

For though thou haue hem ofte m hand, 

Yet nost thou nat where they stand.’’ 

“ No force,” quod I, “ it is no need. 

As well I leue so God me speed. 

Hem that wnten of this matere. 

As though T knew hir places here. 

And eke they semen here so hnght, 

It should shenden all my sight. 

To looke on hem — “ That may well be,” 
Quod he, and so fortli bare he me 
A while, and tho he gan to cry, 

(That neuer herde I thing so hie) 

** Hold up thine heed, for all is well, 

Saint Julian lo, bonne hostell, 
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See here the Hoiuie of Fame lo, 

Mayst thou not here ^hat 1 do 

“ What ?»’ quod I, “ The great sowne*’ 
Quod he, ** that rombleth up and downe 
In Fames House full r«f t.dmgs. 

Both of fayre speecii and chidmgs. 

And of false and sothe compouned, 

Herken well it is not rowne^ 

“ Herest thou not the great swoujh 
Yes perde,** quod I, wel ynoatth,” 

And what soigne is it like,” quod he ^ 
Peter, lyke the beating of the see,” 
Quod I, “ against the roches halow, 

Whan tetnpc*sts done her shippes swalow. 
And that a man stand out of doute, 

A myle ttiens, and here it route. 

" Or els lyke the humbling 
After the clappi of a thundring, 

When Touis hath the eyre ybete, 

But it doth me for feare swete.” 

** Nay, drede thee not thereof,” quod he. 
It is nothing that will byten thee. 

Thou shalt haae no harme truely ” 

And with that worde both he and I 
As nigh the place arrived were. 

As men might cast with a spere, 

1 xiiste how, but in a stiete 
He set me faire on mv feete, 

And said, “ Walke forth a pace 
And tell thine aduenture and case, 

That thou shalt finde in Fames place.” 

** Now,” quod 1, while we haue space 
To speake, or that I go thee, 

For the loue of God tell me. 

In sothe, that I will of thee lere. 

If this noyse that I here 
Be as I haue herde thee tell. 

Of folke that done in earth dwell. 

And commeth here in the same wise, 

As 1 thee herd or this deuise, 

And that here Hues body nis 
In all that house that yonder is. 

That maketh all this loude fare.” 

No,” quod he, “ by saint Clare, 

And also wisse God rede me, 

But o thing I will warne thee. 

Of the which thou wilt haue wonder. 

Lo, to the House of Fame yonder. 
Thou woste how commeth euery speach. 

It needeth not the efte to teach. 

But understand now right well this, 

When any speach yeomen is. 

Up to the palais anone right. 

It wexeth like the same wight. 

Which that the worde in earth ^ke. 

Be he clothed in reed or biake^ 

And bath so very bis likenesse. 

And ^ake the worde that thou wilt gesse. 
That it the same body be, 

Man or woman, he or she. 

And is not this a wonder thing,” 

Yes,” quod I tho, “ by Heanen king,** 
And with this worde “ farewell,^’ qu^ he, 
« And here will I abide thee^ 

And God of Heanen send thee grace. 

Some good to leame in this plaoe,” 

And I of him tooke leane anone. 

And gan forth to the palays gone. 
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God of science and of light, 

Apollo through thy great might, 

TftL littell la^t booke now thou gie, 
Now that I will for maistne, 

Here art potenciall be shewde. 

But for the rime is light and lewde, 

Yet make it somewhat agreeable. 
Though some verbe fayle m a tillable. 
And that I do no diligence, 

To sliewe craft, but sentence. 

And if deume vertue thou 
Wilt helpe me to shewe now. 

That in my heed ymaiked is, 

Lo, that is for to meanen this, 

Ihe House of Fame for to discriue, 
Thou shalt see me go as bliue 
Unto tho next laurer I se^ 

And kisse it, for it is thy tree. 

Now entre in my brest anone. 

When I was from the Egle gone, 

I gan behold vpon this place. 

And certaine or I further passe, 

I woll you all the shappe deuise. 

Of house and citee, and all the wise. 
How I gan to this place approch, 

That stood vpon so hie a roch, 

H3'er standeth none in Spayue, 

But \p I clambe with moch payne. 

And though to ciimbe grened mee. 

Yet I ententife was to see. 

And for to poren woodre low. 

If I coude any wise yknow 
What maner stone this roche was. 

For it was lyke a limed glas 
But that It shone full more clere. 

But of what congeled matere 
It was, I niste redely. 

But at the last espi^ I, 

And found that it was euerydelc, 

A roche cf yse arid not of stele. 
Thought I ** By saint Thomas of Kent, 
This were a feeble foundement. 

To builden on a place li<e. 

He ought him little to glorifte. 

That hereon biite, God so me sane.” 

Tho sawe I all the hall ygraue 
With famous folkes names fele, 

That had been m moch wcle, 

And hir fames wide yblow. 

But well vnneth might I know 

Any letters for to rede 

Hir names by, fbr out of drede;. 

They weren almost of thawed so. 

That of the letters one or two 
Were molte away of euery name. 

So vD&mous was were her fame. 

But men say, what may euer la^. 

Tho gan I in mine berte cast. 

That they were molte away far heate, 
And not away with stormes beate, 

For on that other side I sey. 

Of this hill, that northward ley. 

How it was written full of names> 

Of folke that had aibre great Buses, 
Of old time, and yet th^ were , 

As fresh as men had i^ritted there 
The self-day, or that home 
That 1 on hem gan to poure, 

A a 
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But well I xiiste what it made, 

It was conserued with the shade. 

All the writing that I sic, 

Of a castell that so stoode on hie. 
And stoode eke in so cold a place, 
That heate might it not defece, 

Tho gan I on this hill to gone. 
And found on the coppe a wone. 
That all the men that been on Hue, 
Ne han the conning to discriue 
The beaute of that ilke place, 

Ke coud caste no com pace, 

Soch another for to 

That might of beauty be his make, 

Ne so wonderly ywrought. 

That it astonieth yet my thought. 
And maketh all my witte to swinke 
On this castell for to thinke. 

So that the great beautie, 

The caste, crafte, and curioatie, 

Ke can 1 not to you deuise, 

M’y witte ne may me not suffise. 
But nathelessc all the substaimce 
I haue yet in my remembraunce, 
Bor why me thought by saint Gile, 
All was of stone of henle, 

Both the castell and the toure. 

And eke the halt, and euery boure, 
Without peeces or joymngs. 

But many subtell compassings. 

As babeurtes and pinnacles. 
Imageries and tabernacles, 

Z saw, and full eke of windowes. 

As flakes fallen in great snowes. 
And eke in each of the pinnacles 
Weren sundry habitacles. 

In which stooden all withouten. 

Full the castle all abouten. 

Of all manner of minstrales. 

And JestouTs, that tellen tales 
Both of weeping and of game, 

And of all that longeth vnto Fame, 
There heard I play on an harpe. 
That souned both well and sl^xpe, 
Him Orpheus full craftely, 

And on this side fust by 
Sat the harper Orion, 

And Gacides Chirioi^ 

And other harjiers many one^ 

And the Briton Glaskirion, 

And smale harpers with hir glees> 
Sate vnder hem in diuers sees. 

And gone on hem upward to gape, 
And counterfeited hem as an ape. 
Or as craft counterfeit kind. 

Tho saw I standen hem behind, 

A farre from hem, all by hemselue. 
Many a thousand tim^ twelue. 
That made loud minstralcies 
In commuse and shalmies. 

And many another pipe. 

That craftely began to pipe. 

Both in douced and in rede, 

That ben at feasts with the bxod^ 
And many a floite and litling home. 
And pipes made of greene come. 

As haue these little heard gromes. 
That keepen beasts in the brumes- 
There saw I than dan Citberus, 
And of Athenes dan Proser us. 


And Mercia that lost her skinne, 

Both in face, body, and chmne. 

For that she wonld ennien lo. 

To pipen bette than Apollo. 

There saw I eke famous old and yong, 
Pipers of all the Dutch tong. 

To leame loue daunces, spnngs, 

Beyes, and the straunge things- 

Tho saw I in another place. 

Standing in a large space 
Of hem that maken bloody soun. 

In trampe beme, and clanoun. 

For in fight and bloodsheddrags 
Is used gladly clarionings. 

There heard I tnimpe, Mess^nus, 

Of whom tliat speaketh Uergilius. 

There heard I Joab trumpe also, 
Theodomas, and other mo. 

And all that vsed clarion. 

In Casteloigne and Aragon, 

That in hir times famous were. 

To leamen saw I trumpen there. 

There saw I sit in other sees, 

Playing upon other sundry glees. 

Which that I cannot neuen. 

Mo than sterres ben in Heuen, 

Of which I nill as now not rime. 

For ease of you, and losse of time: 

For time ylost, this know ye, 

By no way may recouered be. 

There saw I playing jogclours, 
Magicicns, and tragetours, 

And phetonisses, charmeresses. 

Old witches, sorceresses, 

Tliat vsen exorsisations, 

And eke subfumigations, 

And clerkes eke, which conne well 
All this magicke naturell. 

That craftely doe hir entents. 

To maken in certaine ascendents. 

Images lo, through which magike. 

To maken a man ben hole or sike. 

There saw I the queene Medea,. 

And Circes eke, and Caliophia. 

There saw 1 Hermes Ballenus, 
limote, and eke Simon Magus. 

There saw I, and knew by name. 

That by such art done men haue feme. 

There saw I Coll Tragetour 
Upon a table of sicamour 
Play an Tnconth thing to tell, 

I saw him carry a wind mell 
Under a walnote shale. 

What should I make lenger tale. 

Of ail the people that I sey, 

1 could not teU till domisdey. 

Whan 1 had all this folke behold, 

And found me loose and not hold. 

And I amused a long while 
Upon this wall of berile. 

That shone lighter than a glas, . 

And made well more than it was. 

As kind thing of feme is. 

And than anone after this, 

1 gan forth romen till 1 fond 
The castell yate on my right bond, , 
Which so well coruen was, 

That neuer such another nas. 

And yet it was by auenture 
Ywrought by great and subtill cure ; 
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It needeth not you more to tellen, 

To make you too long dwellen, 

Of these yates floiishiiigs, 

Ne of compaces, ne of karuings, 

Ne how the hacking in masonries. 

As corbets, and imageries. 

But Lord so faire it was to shewe, 

For it was all iiith gold behewe, 

But m I went, and that anone 
There met I crying many one, 

A larges a larges, bold vp well 
God saue the lady of this pel!. 

Our owne gentill lady Fame, 

And hem that willen to haue a name 
Of vs,'^ thus heard I cnen all. 

And fast commen out of the hall. 

And shoke nobles and starlings, 

And crowned were as kings. 

With crownes wrought full of losinges. 

And many ribans, and many fringes 
Were on hir clothes troely. 

Tho at the last espied Z 
That purseuauntes and heraudes, 

That cnen riche folkes laudes. 

It weren, all and euery man 
Of hem, as I you tell can 
Had on him throwe a vesture. 

Which men clepe a coate armure, 
Embroudred wonderly nche. 

As though they were not yliche. 

But nought wrill I, so mote 1 tbnue, 

Be about to discriue 

All these armes that there weren. 

That they thus on hir coates weren, 

For to me were impossible. 

Men might make of hem a bible. 

Twenty foote thicke as I trowe. 

For certain who so coud know. 

Might there all the armed seen. 

Of famous folke that had been 
In Affrike, Europe, and Asie, 

Sith first began cheualrie. 

Lo, how should 1 now tell all this^ 

Ne of the hall eke what need is. 

To tellen you that euery wall 
Of it, and rofe and flore with all, 

Was plated halfe a foote thicke 
Of golde, and that nas not wicke, 

But for to prone in all wise, 

As fine as ducket in Uenise, 

Of which to lite all in my pouche is. 

And they were set as thicke of oueb^ 

Fine, of the finest stones feyr^ 

That men reden in the lapidaire^ 

Or as grasses growen in a med^ 

But it were all to long to rede 
The nam^ and ther^ore I pace. 

But in this lustie and riche place. 

That Fames hall called was, 

Full moch prees of folke there nas, 

Ne crouding, for to moch prees. 

But all on hie aboue a dees, 

Satte m a see imperiall. 

That made was of ruble royal!, 

Which that a caihuncle is ycalled, 

I sawe perpetually ystalled, 

A feminine creature. 

That neuer formed by nature 
Was soch another thing I sale ; 

For altherfirst, soth to saie. 
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Me thought that she was so lite. 

That the length a cubite. 

Was lenger than she seepaed be, 

But thus soone m a while 
Her self tho wonderly streight. 

That with her feet she tberthe reight. 
And with her hedde she touched Heauen, 
There as shineth the sterres seuen. 

And thereto yet, as to my wit, 

I saw a great wonder yet. 

Upon her iyen to behold, 

But certainly I hem neuer told. 

For as fele iyen had she. 

As fethers vpon foules be, 

Or weren on the beasts foure, 

That Goddes trone can honour. 

As writeth John in the Apocalips, 

Her heer that was owndie and crips. 

As burned gold it shone to see. 

And sothe to tellen also sbee. 

Had also fcle vp standing eares. 

And tonges, as on beast been heares. 

And on her feete woxen saw I, 

Partricbe winges redily. 

But Lord the perrie and the richesse, 

I saw sitting on the goddesse. 

And the heaueuly melodic. 

Of songes full of armonie, 

I heard about her trone ysong, 

That all the palais wall rong. 

So song the mighty Muse she. 

That cleped is Caliope, 

And her seuen sisteme eke. 

That in bir faces seemen meke. 

And euennore eternally* 

They song of Fame tho heard I, 

^ Heried be thou and thy name, 

Goddes of renoun and of Fame.*^ 

Tho was I ware at the last. 

As 1 mine iyen gan vp cast. 

That this ilke n^e qoeene. 

On her shoulders gan snstene 
Both the armes ai^ the naipc 
Of tho that had large fam^ 

Alisander, and Hercules, 

That with a sherte his life did lese. 

And thus found 1 ritting this goddesse. 

In noble honour and nebesse. 

Of which I stinte a while now. 

Other thing to tellen you- 

Tho saw 1 stande on thother sid^ 
Streight doune to the doores wide, 

From the dees many a pillere 
Of metall, that shone not full dere. 

But though tber were of no richesse. 

Yet were they made for great noblesse. 
And in hem great sentence^ 

And folke of hie and digne reuerence. 

Of which to tell will I fondc. 

Upon a piller sawe I stonde, 

Alderfirst there 1 sie, 

Up(Bi a piller stonde on hie. 

That was of lede and of iron fine, 

Hitt of the secte Satumine* 

The Ebraike Josephus the old. 

That of Jewes gestes told. 

And he bare on his sbuld^ hie^ 

The fame vp of the Jurie, 

And by him stoden other seecn. 

Wise and worthy to nenetb 
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To belpen him beare vp tho charge^ 

It was so heauy and so large, 

And for they written of battayles. 

As well as of other mamayles. 

Therefore was lo, this pillere, 

Of which I you tell here. 

Of leade and iron both iwis, 

Por lion Maries metall is, 

Which that god is of battayle, 

And the leade withouten fayle. 

Is lo, the metall of Satume, 

That hath full large wfaele to tume. 

To stand forth on either rowe 
Of hem, which I could knowe. 

Though 1 by order hem not tell. 

To make you to long to dwell. 

These, of which I gan rede. 

There saw 1 stand out of drede. 

Upon an iron piller strong, 

That painted was all endlong, 

With tigres blood in euery place. 

The Tholason that height Stace, 

That bare of Thebes vp the name, 

Upon his shoulders, and the fame 
Also of cruell Achilles, 

And by lum stode withouten lee^ 

Full wwider hie vpon a piller 
Of iron, he the great Omer, 

And with him l^res and Titus 
Before, and eke he Lollius, 

And Guido eke the Colempms, 

And English Galfride eke iwis. 

And ech of these as I haue joy, 

Was busie to beare vp Troy, 

So heavy thereof was the fame. 

That for to beare it was no game. 

But yet I gan full well espte, 

Betwene hem was a little enuie. 

One said that Omer made lies, 

Feyning in his poetries. 

And was to the Greekes fauourable. 
Therefore held he it but fable. 

Tho saw I stand on a pillere. 

That was of tinned iron clere. 

The Latine poete Virgtle, 

That hath h^e vp a long while 
The fkme of ptos Eneas. 

And next him on a piller was, 

Of copper, Venus clerke, Ouide, 

That hath sowen wondrous wide 
The great god of loues fame. 

And there he bare vp well his name. 
Upon this piller also hie. 

As I might see it with mine iye : 

For why this hall whereof I rede. 

Was woxe on height, length, and brede. 
Well more by a thousand deale, 

Than it was erst, that saw 1 weale. 

Tho saw I on a piller by, 

Of iron wrought full stemely. 

The great poet dan Lucan, 

That on his shoulders bare vp than. 

As hie as that 1 might see. 

The fame of Julius, and Pompee, 

And by him stoden aU these clerkee. 
That write of Romes mighty werkes, 
That if I would hir names tell. 

All to long must I dwell. 

And next him on a piller stood. 

Of snlphure, liche as he weie wood. 


Dan Claudian, sothe for to tell. 

That bare vp all the fame of Hell, 

Of Pluto, and of Proserpine, 

That queene is of the derke pine. 

What should I more tell of this. 

The hall was all full iwis. 

Of hem that written old jestes. 

As been on trees rokes nestes. 

But it a fall confuse mattere 
Were all these jestes for to here. 

That they of write, and how they bight. 
But while that 1 beheld this sight, 

I herde a noise approchen bliue. 

That fareth as bees done in au biue, 
Ayenst her time of out flying. 

Right soch a maner murmuring. 

For all the world it seemed mee. 

Tho gan 1 looke about and see. 

That there come entrmg into the ball, 

A right great company withall. 

And that of sondry regions, 

Of all kind of condicions. 

That dwell in y earth vnder the Moone, 
Poore and riche; and all so soone 
As they were come into the hall. 

They gan on knees doune to foil. 

Before this ilke noble queene, 

“ And said, Grauht vs lady sbeene, 

Eche of vs of thy grace a bone/* 

And some of hem she graunted sone. 

And some she warned well and faire, 

And some she graunted the contraire 
Of hir asking vtterly : 

But this I say you truely. 

What her grace was, I nist, 

For of these folke full well I wist. 

They bad good fame eche deserued. 
Although they were diuersly serued. 
Right as her sister dame Fortune 
Is wont to serue m commune. 

Now herken how she gan to pay 
Hem that gan her of grace pray. 

And yet lo, all this companie 
Saiden soth, and not a lie. 

Madame,** sayd they^, we bee 
Folke that here besechen thee. 

That thou graunt vs now good fame. 

And let our workes haue good name, 

Tn full recompensacioun 

Of good worke, giue vs good renoun.** 

“ I wame it you** (quod she) “ anone. 
Ye get of me good fame none. 

By God, and therefore go your way.*’ 

** Alas** (quod they) “ and welaway. 
Tell vs what your cause may be.’* 

For me list it not** (quod she) 

“ No wight shall speake of you iwis, 

1 Good ne harme, ne that ne this. 

I And with that worde she gan to call 
Her messenger that was in hall, 

Aud bad that he should fouste gone, 

Upon paine to be blind anone. 

For Bolus the god of winde. 

In Trace there ye shall him flnde, 

. And bid him brmg his clarioun, 
is full diuers of his soun. 

And it is cleped cleare laude. 

With which he wont is to heraude 
Hem that me list ypraised bee : 

And also bid him how that hee 
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Bnn^ eke his other clarioun. 

That height sclaunder m euery toun. 

With which be wont is to difiaime 
Hem that me list, and doe hem shame. 

This messenger gan fast to gone, 

And found where in a caue of stone. 

In a countree that height Trace, 

This Bolus with harde grac^ 

Helde the windes in distresse. 

And gan hem vnder him to presse. 

That they gone as the beies lore. 

He bound and pressed hem so sore. 

This messenger gan fast cne, 

“ Rise vp*' (quod he) “ and fast thee hie. 

Till thou at my lady bee, 

And take thy clarions eke with thee, 

And speed thee fast:’’ and he anone^ 

Tooke to one that bight Triton^ 

His clarions to bearen tho. 

And let a certame winde go. 

That blewe so hidously and hie, 

That it ne left not a skie 

In all the welken long and brode. 

This Eolus no where abode. 

Till he was come to Fames feete. 

And eke the man that Triton heete. 

And tnere he stode as still as stone, 

And herewithall there came anone 
Another huge companie 
Of good folke and gan to crie, 

“ Lady graunt vs now good fame 
And let our workes bane that name, 

Now in honour of gentilnesse, 

And also God your soule blesse, 

For we han well desemed it, 

Therefore is right that we he quit.” 

“ As tbriue I” (quod she) ye shall fayle, 
Good workes shall you not auayle. 

To haue of me good fame as now. 

But wote ye what, I graunt you. 

That ye s^ll haue a shrewd name. 

And wicked loos and worse fame. 

Though ye good loos haue well desemed. 
Now goeth your way for you been serued : 
And thou dan Eolus” (quod she) 

“ Take forth thy trumpe anone let see, 

That is ycleped sclaander light. 

And blow hir loos, that euery wight 
Speake of hem harme and shreudnesse, 

In stede of good and worthinesse, 

For thou shalt tmmpe all the cootrarie, 

Of that they haue done well and feirc.'’ 

Alas thought 1, what auentures 
Haue these sory creatures. 

That they among all the pres. 

Should thus be shamed gilties? 

But what, It most needes be. 

What did this Eolus, but he 
Tooke out his blacke trumpe of bras. 

That fouler than the DeuiU was. 

And gan this trompe for to blow. 

As all the world should ouerthrow. 
Throughout euery reg^oun, 

Weut this foule trumpes soun. 

As swifte as a pillet out of a gonne. 

When fire is in the ponder lonne. 

And soch a smoke gan out weode. 

Out of the foule trumpes ende, 

Blacke, blue, greoishe, swartish, rede, 

As doth where that men melte lede. 


Lo, all on hie from the teweil. 

And thereto one thing saw I well. 

That the ferther that it nmne. 

The greater wexen it beganne. 

As doth the nuer from a well. 

And it stanke as the pitte of Hell, 

Alas, thus was hir shame yrong. 

And giltlesse on euery tcug. 

Tho came the third cofnpaaie. 

And gone vp to the dees to hie. 

And donne on knees they fell anone. 

And saiden, We been euerichone 
Folke that han full truely 
Desemed feme rightfully. 

And prayed you it might be know. 

Right as it is and forth blow.” 

" I graunt” (quod she) “ for now me list 
That your good workes shall be wist. 

And yet ye shall haue better loos. 

Right m dispite of all your foos. 

Than worthy is, and that anone: 

Let now” (quod she) thy trumpe gone. 
Thou Eolus that is so blackC;, 

And out thine other trumpe take 
That bight laude, and blow it so 
That through the world hir feme go. 

All easely and not too fast. 

That it be knowen at the last.” 

“ Full gladly lady mine” he saied. 

And out his trumpe of gold be braied 
Axmne, and set it to his mouth. 

And blewe it east, west, and south. 

And north, as loude as any tbonder. 

That euery wight hath of it wonder. 

So brode it ran or that it stent. 

And certes all the breath that went 
Out of his tmmpes mouth smelde. 

As men a potte fnll of baume hdde 
Among a basket full of roses, 

This feuocur did he to hir losef^. 

And right with this 1 gan espie;. 

There came the fbwerth companie. 

But certaine they were wondtt fewe. 

And gonne to standen on a rewe. 

And saiden, “ Certes lady bnght. 

We haue done well with all our might, 

But we ne keepe to haue fame. 

Hide our workes and our name. 

For Goddes loue, for certes wee 
Haue surely done it for bountee. 

And for no manner other thing,” 

“ I graunt you all your asking,” 

(Quod she) “ let your workes be dedde*” 

With that about I toumed my hedde. 
And sawe anone the fifth rout 
That to this lady gan lout. 

And doune on kn^ anone to fall. 

And to her tho besoughten all. 

To hiden hir good workes eke. 

And said, they yeue not a leke. 

For no fame, ne soch renoun. 

For they for contemplacioun, 

And Goddes loue had it wrought, 

Ne of feme would they nought. 

“ What” (quod she) “ and I?e ye wood« 
And wene ye fer to do gpod. 

And for to haue of that no feme^ 

Haue ye dispite to haue my nam^ 

Nay ye shall lien euerkdione: 

I thy trompe that anone^’’ 
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(Quod she) tbou Eolus I hotc, 

Aud ring these folkes workes by note. 

That all the world may of it heare : 

Ajad he gan blowc hir loos so cleare. 

In bis golden clanoun. 

Through the worlde went the soun, 

Also kindly and eke so soft. 

That their fame was blowe aloft. 

Tho came the sixt compame, 

And gan fast to Fame crie. 

Right verely in this manere. 

They saiden, ** Mercy lady dere, 

To tell certain as it is. 

We haue done neither that ne this. 

But idell all our life hath be, • 

But nathelesse yet pray we, 

That we may hane as good a fame. 

And great renome and knowen name. 

As they that haue do noble jestes. 

And acheued all hir questes. 

As well of loue as other thing, 

All was vs neuer brocbe ne ring, 

Ne els what fro women sent, 

Ne ones in hir herte yment. 

To maken vs onely frendly chere. 

But mought temen vs on here. 

Yet let us to the people seeme 
Soch as the world may of vs deeme. 

That women louen vs for wood. 

It shall do us as moch good, 

And to our herte as moch auaile, 

The counterpdse, ease, and trauadle, 

As we had won with labour. 

For that is dere bought honour. 

At regard of our great ease : 

And yet ye must us more please. 

Let us be hold eke therto, 

Worthy, wise, and good aJso, 

And nch, and happy vnto loue. 

For Goddes loue that sitteth aboue. 

Though we may not the body haue 
Of women, yet so God me saue. 

Let men glewe on vs the name, 

Suffiseth that we have the fkme,^' 

« I giaunt'* (quod she) “ by my trouth, 
Now F^ius witl^ten sleuth/' 

Take out thy trumpe of gold" (qnod she) 

And blowe as they haue asked me. 

That euery manwene hem at ease. 

Though they go in full badde lease," 

This lk)}us gan it so blowe, 

That through the world it was iknow. 

Tho came the seuenth route anone. 

And fill on knees euerichone, 

And sayed, Lady graunt vs soooe. 

The same thing, the same boone. 

That this nexte folke haue done." 

Fie on you” (quod she) “ eueriohune, 
Ye nastie swine, ye idle wretches. 

Full of rotten slow tetchcs,‘ 

What false theeues where ye wold, 

Been famed good, and nothing nold 
Desenie why, ne neuer thougM, 

Men rather you to hangen ongli^ 

For ye be like the slepie cat. 

That would haue fish : but wo^ thou what ? 
He woll nothing weate his claw^, 

Euil tbnfte come to your iawes. 

And on myne, if I it graunt. 

Or do fauour you to auaunt. 


“ Than Eolus, thou kyng of Thrace, 

Go blowe this folke a soxie grace,” 

Quod she, “ anone, and wost thou bow. 

As I shall tell thee right now. 

Say these ben they that would honour 
Haue, and do no kins labour, 

Ne do no good, and yet haue laude. 

And that men wende that b^Ie 1 saude, 

Ne coude hem not of lone werne, 

And yet she that gnnt at queme. 

Is all too good to ease hir herte." 

This Eolus anone vp sterte. 

And with his blacke clarioun 
He gan to blasen out a soun. 

As loude as belleth winde in Hell, 

And eke therewith sothe to tell. 

This sowne was so full of iapes. 

As euer mowes were in apes. 

And that went all the world about. 

That euery wight gan on hem shout, 

And for to laugh as they were wood, 

Soch game found they in hir hood. 

Tho came another company. 

That had ydone the trechery. 

The harme and great wicke^esse. 

That any herte conlden gesse. 

And prayed her to haue good fame. 

And that she nolde do hem no shame. 

But giue hem loos and good renoun. 

And do it blowe in clarioun. 

Nay wis," quod she, it were a vice, 

A1 be there in me no iustice. 

Me list not to do it now, 

Ne this I nill graunt it you.” 

Tho came there leaping in a rout. 

And gan cJappen all about, 

Euery man ypon the crowne 
That all the hall gan to sowne. 

And said, “ Lady lefe and dere, 

We ben soch folkes as ye may here, 

I'o tell all the tale aright. 

We ben shrewes every wight, 

And haue delite in wicke^esse. 

As folke haue in goodnesse. 

And ioy to been knowen shrewes. 

And full vice and wicked thewes, 

Wherefore we pray you on a rowe. 

That our fame be soch yfcnow. 

In all things right as it is. 

“ I graunt it you,” quod she, “ ywis. 

But what art thou ^at saiest this tale. 

That wearest on thy hose a pale. 

And on thy tippet soch a bell 

“ Madame,” quod he, “ sothe to tell, 

I am that like shrewe iwis 
That brent the temple of Isidis 
In Athenes, lo that citee,” 

“ And wheiefore diddest thou so,” quod she ? 
« By my trouth,” quod he, madame, 

I wolde faine haue had a name. 

As other folke had in the towne, 

Although they were of great renowne 
For hir vertue and hir thewes. 

Thought I, as great fame hane shrewes; 
(Though it be nought) for shrewdnesse. 

As good folke haue for goodnesse. 

And sithen 1 may not haue that one. 

That other nyll I not forgone. 

As for to get a fome here. 

The temple set 1 all on fire. 
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” Now done our loos be blowe swithe. 
As wisely be thou euer blithe.*' 

“ Gladly/* quod she, thou Eolus, 
Herest thou not what they prayen vs,’’ 
Madame yes, fall well,** quod be, 

** And I will tmmpen it parde:’* 

And tooke his blacke trumpe fast, 

And gan to puffen and to blast. 

Till it was at the worlds end- 
With that I gaii about wend. 

For one that stode right at my backe, 
Me thought full goodly to me spake. 

And said, “ Frende what is thy name ? 
Arte thou come hider to haue fame ?** 

“ Nay forsothe frende,” quod I, 

I come not hither, graunt mercy. 

For no soch cause by my heed, 

Snffbeth me as 1 were deed. 

That no wight haue my name in honde 
I wot my selfe best how I stmide. 

For what I drie or what I thinke, 

I woll my selfe all it drinke, 

Certaine for the more part. 

As ferforth as I can mine art.’* 

“ What dost thou here than” (quod he:) 
(Quod I) “ that woll I tell thee. 

The cause why I stand here. 

Some new tidings for to lere. 

Some new thing, I not what. 

Tidings eyther ^is or that. 

Of loue, or such things glade, 

For certainely he that me made 
To come hyder, said to mee 
I sholde both© heare and see. 

In this place wonder things. 

But these be no soch tidings 
As I meant of :**— " No** (quod he) 

And I answerde ** No parde. 

For well I wote euer yet, 

Sith that first I bad wit, 

That some folke ban desired fiime, 
Dmersly, and loos and name, 

But certainly I nist how, 

Ne where that fame dwelled or now, 

Ne eke of her descripcion, 

Ne also her condicion, 

Ne the order of her dome. 

Knew I not till I hider come.** 

“ Why than be lo these tidings, 

That thon now hether brings, 

That thou hast herde** (quod he to mee) 
But now no force for well I see 
What thou desirest for to lere^ 

Come forth and stande no lenger here, 
And I woll thee without drede. 

Into soch another place lede. 

There thou shalt here many one.” 

Tho gan I forth with him gone, 

Out of the castell sothe to sey. 

Tho sawe I stand ha a valey. 

Under the castell fast by, 

An house, that domns Dedali, 

That Laborintus ycleped is, 

Nas made so wonderly y wis, 

Ne halfe so queintly 3 rwrought, 

And euenno, as swift as thought. 

This quaint house about went. 

That neuermo it still stent. 

And there came out so great a noyse. 
That bad it stonde upon Oyse, 


Men might haue heard it easily 
To Rome, I tiowe sikeriy. 

And the noise which that I berde. 

For all the world right so it ferd^ 

As doth the routing of the stone. 

That fro thengm is letyn gone. 

And all this house of which I rede, 
Was made of twiggea, salow, rede. 

And green eke, and some were white, 
Such as men to the cages twhite. 

Or maken of these paniers. 

Or els hutches or doffers. 

That for the swougb and for the twigges, 
This bouse was also full of gigges. 

And also full eke of chirkinges. 

And of many other workings, 

And eke this house hath of entrees 
As many as leues ben on trees. 

In sommer whan they been greene. 

And on the rofe yet men may scene 
A thousand holes, and wel mo. 

To letten the sewne out go. 

And by day in euery tide 
Bene all the dores open wide. 

And by night ecbe one nnshet, 

Ne porter is there none to let 
No maner tidings in to pace, 

Ne neuer rest is in that place. 

That it nis filled full of tidings, 

Eyther loude or of whispenngs, 

And ener all the houses angles. 

Is ful of rownings and of ianglcs. 

Of werres, of peace, of manages. 

Of restes, and of labour, of viages. 

Of abode, of death, aud of lyfe. 

Of lone, of hate, accord, of strife. 

Of losse, of lore, and of winning 
Of heale, of sicknesse, or of losings. 

Of faire wether, and eke of tempests, 

Of qualme, of folke, and of hce^. 

Of diners transmutacious. 

Of estates and eke of r^ioDS, 

Of trust, of dred^ of ialousie^ 

Of witte, of winning, of folie. 

Of plenty, and of great femine. 

Of chepe, derth, and of mine. 

Of good or misgouerament. 

Of fire, and of diuers accident- 

And lo, this house of -which I write, 
Syker be ye it nas not hte. 

For it was sixtie myle of length, 

A1 was the timber of no strength. 

Yet it is founded to endute. 

While that it list to auei^re. 

That is the mother of 

As the sea of welles and springs. 

And it was shaped lyke a cage. 

Certes’* (quod I) in all mine ag^ 
Ne saw I soch an house as this,** 

And as I wondred me ywis. 

Upon this house tho ware was I, 

How mine eglb fast by. 

Was perched hie upon a stone. 

And I gan streight to him gouq* 

And said thus, ** I pray thee 
That thou a while «^ide mee 
For goddes loue, and let me seeoe 
What wonders in that plaxsc bene, 

For yet paraunter I ms^ tee 
Some good therrin, or somewhat here, 
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That lefe me were, or Uiat I went*^* 
Peter that is now mine entent,’* 
(Quod he h) me) “ therefore I dwell. 
But certaine one thing I thee tell. 

That but I bryng thee tberin, 

Nc shall thou neuer corme the gin. 

To come m*o it out of doubt. 

So faste it whirle^h !o about, 

But sith that loues of his grace^ 

As I haue said will the solace. 

Finally with these things 
Uncouth sighes and tidings. 

To passe with thine euinesse, 

Soch Touth bath he of thy distresse. 
That thou suffredest debonairly. 

And woste they seluen vtteriy. 
Desperate of all blisse, 

Sith that fortune bath made a misse. 
The swete of all thine hertes rest, 
languish and eke in poynt to br^ 

But he through his mighty melite, 

Wil do thee ease, al be it lite. 

And gaoe in expresse commaundement. 
To which I am obedient. 

To forther thee with all my might. 

And wish and teach thee aright. 

Where thou maist most tidings here. 
Thou sbalt here many one 
With this word he nght anone, 

Hent me up bytwene his tcKie, 

And at a window m me brought, 

That in this honse was at me thought. 
And therewithal! me thought it stent. 
And nothing it about went, 

And me set in the hoore adoun 
But such a great congregacioun 
Of fblkp as I sawe rome about, 

Some within and some without, 

Nas neuer seene, ne shall be efte 
That certes in this world nis lefte. 

So many formed by nature, 

Ne need so many a creature. 

That wel vnneth in that place 
Had I a foote brede of space. 

And euery wight that I sawe there, 
Bowned euerich in others cere, 

A new fiding priuely. 

Or els he told it all openly 

Bight thus, and said: ** Nost nat thou 

That is betidde, lo right 

« Not’" Iquod he) tell me what,” 
And than he told him this and that. 
And swore thereto that it was soth. 
Thus hath be said, and thus he doth. 
And this shal be, and thus herde I say, 
That shal be found that dare I lay : 
That all the filke that is on liue, 

Ne haue the conning to disciiue, 

Tho thmges that I herde there, 

What a loude, and what in eere. 

But all the wonder most was this. 

Whan one had herd a thing ywis. 

He came streight to another wight 
Ane gan him tellen anon right. 

The same that him was told 
Or it a forloug way was old. 

And gan somewhat for to eche 
To this tiding in his speche. 

More than euer it spoken was; 

And nat so sone departed nas 


Tho fro him that he ne mette 
With the third, and erhe lettc 
Any stound he told h5rm alsc. 

Where the tidings solhe or false. 

Yet wold he tell it natheles. 

And euermore with mo encrees. 

Than it was erst: thus north and south. 
Went euery tiding fro mouth to mouth. 
And that eiicreasing euermo. 

As fire is wont to quicken and go 
From a sparcle sprongen amis. 

Till a citie brent vp is. 

And wban that was full vp sprong. 

And waxen more on euery tonge 
Than euer it was, and went anone 
Up to a window out to gone. 

Or but it might out there passe. 

It gan out crepe at some creuasse. 

And flewe forth fast for the nones. 

And sometime 1 saw theie at ones, 

A leasing and a sadJe sothe sawe. 

That gonnen of auenture drawe. 

Out at a window for to pace, 

And wban they metten in that place. 

They were acbecked both two. 

And neyther of them might out go. 

For ech other they goune so croude 
Till ech of hem gan cnen loude, 

“ Let me gone first,*’ — nay but let mee. 
And here I woll ensuren tbee. 

With vowes that thou wolt do so, 

That I shall neuer fro thee go. 

But be thine owne swome brother. 

We woll meddle vs eche in other. 

That no man be he neuer so wrothe. 

Shall haue one two, but bothe 
At ones, as beside his leue, 

Come we a morrowe or on eue. 

But we cryde or still yrowned:*" 

Thus saw I saJse and soth compowned, 
Togider flie for o tiding. 

Thus out at holes gonne wring, 

Euery tidyng streight to Fame, 

And she gan yeue eche his name. 

After her disposicion, 

And yeue h^n eke duracioiu 
Some to wexe and wane soone, 

As doth the faire white Moone, 

And let hem gonne, there might I seen 
Winged wonders fest flien. 

Twenty thousand in a route, 

As Bolus hem blewe aboute, 

And lord this house in all times 
Was full of shipmen and pilgrimes, 

With scrippes brette full of leasings, 
Enteimell^ with tidings, 

And eke alone by hemselue 
O many thousand times twelue 
Saw I eke of these pardoners, 

Currours, and eke messaungers, 

With boxes crommed full of lies 
As euer vessell was with lies. 

And as I alther fastest went 
About, and did all mine entent. 

Me for to playen and for to lere. 

And eke a tiding for to here. 

That I had berde of some countree 
That shall not now be told for mee, 

For it no need is redely 
Folke can sing it bet than X, 
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7or al mote out late or rathe, 

All the sheues in the fathe. 

I herde a great noise ■withall 
In a comer of the hall. 

There men of loue tidings told 
And I gan thitherward behold, 

For I saw rennmg euery wight. 

As £jst as that they hadden might. 

And everleh cnde ** What thing is that,’’ 

And some said “ I not neuer what,” 

And whan they were all on a hepe, 

Tho behind gone up lepe, 

And clamben up on other faste 
And up the noyse on highen caste, 

And treden fast on others heles 
And stampe as men done after eles. 

At the last 1 saw a man. 

Which that I nought ne can. 

But he seemed for to be 
A man of great auctorite. 

And therewithal! I abraide 
Out of my slepe halfe afraide, 

Bemembring well what T bad sene 
And how hie and ferre I bad bene 
In my goost, and had great wonder 
Of that the god of thonder 
Had let me knowen, and began to write 
Like as ye have herd me end^te. 

Wherefore to study and rede alway, 

I purpose to do day by day. 

Thus in dreaming and m game, 

Endeth this litell booke of Fame. 

BERB ENDETH THE BOOKS OF FAME- 
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COMPLAINT OF MARS AND VENUS. 

Gladeth ye louers in the morowe grale, 

Lo Uenus risen among you rows rede, 

And floures freshe honour ye this dale, 

For whan the Sun vpnst than wold they qirede, 
But ye loueis that lie in any drede, 

Flieth least wicked tongues you aspie, 

Lo yonde the Sun, the candell of jelousie. 

With tears blew, and with a wounded herte 
Taketh your leue, and with saint John to borow 
Apeseth somewhat of your paines smert. 

Time cometh eft, that cessea shall your sorrow. 
The glad night is worth an heauy morow. 

Saint Ualeutine, a foule thus beard I smg. 

Upon thy day, or Sun gan vp spnag. 

Yet sang this foule, “ I rede you all awake, 

And ye that haue not chosen in humble wise. 
Without repentiug cheseth your make, 

Yet at the least, renoueleth your seruice : 

And ye that haue fall chosen as 1 deuise, 
Confermeth it perpetually to dure, 

And paciently taketh your aventure.” 

And for the worship of this high feast, 

Yet woll I my hriddes wise sing. 

The sentence of the complaint at the least. 

That wofull Mars made at the departing 
Fro fresh Uenus in a morowning. 

Whan Phebus with bis firie torches rede, 
Kansaked hath euery louer in his drede- 
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Whilome the three Hcauens lorde aboue. 

As well by heavenlich reuolucioD, 

As by desert hath « Ofine Uenus bis loue. 

And she hath take him in subiecrion. 

And as a maistresse taught him his lesson, 
Commaunding him ncucr in her seruice, 

He were so bold no louer to dispise. 

For she forbade him iealousie at all. 

And cruelty, and boste, and tyranny, 

She made him at her lust so bumble and tall, 
That whan she darned to cast on him her iye, 

He tooke in patience to line or die. 

And thus she bridleth him io her maner, 

With nothing, but with scoinmg of her cherc. 

Who reigneth now m blisse but Uenus, 

That hath this worthy knight in gouemance 
Who smgeth now but Mars that serueth thus, 

The faire Uenus, causer of pleasaonce. 

He bint him to perpetuel obeysaunce. 

And she binte her to loue him for euer, 

Bui 30 be that his tre^ace it disceuer- 

Thus be they tint, and reignen as in Heuen, 

By loking most, as it fell on a tide, 

That by her both assent was set a steuen. 

That Mars shall euter as fast as he may glide, 

In to her next palais to abide, 

Walking his course till she had him ytake. 

And he prayed her to hast her for his sake. 

Than said he thus, " Mine hertes lady sweety 
Ye know well my mischief in that plaoe^ 

For sikerly till that I with you meete. 

My life stante there in auenture and grace. 

But whan I see the beauie of your 

There is no drede of death may do me smert. 

For all your Inste is ease to mine herte.*’ 

She hath so great compasskm of her knight. 

That dwelleth in solitude till she come. 

For it stode so, that ilke time no wight, 

CouDsailed him, ne said to him welcome, 

That nigh her wit for sorow was ouercomc 
Wherfore she spedded as feist in her way, 

I Almost in one day as he did in tway. 

The great ioy that was betwix hem two. 

Whan they be mette, there may no tong tel. 
There is no more but unto bedde they go. 

And thus in ioy and blisse I let hem dwell, 

This worthy Mars that is of knighthood well, 

The floure of faimesse happeth in his arms, 

And Uenus jdsseth Mars the god of anus. 

Solonmed hath this Mars of which I rede 
lu chambre amidde the palais priuely, 

A certaine rime, till him fell a drede^ 

Through Phebus that was commen hastely. 
Within the palais yates stnrdely. 

With torch hi hon^ of which the strones bnghi 
On Uenus chambre, knockeden fill ligl^ 

The chambre there as lay this feesb queene, 
Depainted was with white IxAes grete^ 

And by the light she knew that shou so slieiie. 
That Phebus cam to bren hem with tus hete 
This silly Uenu^ ny dieiiit to teares wete, 
Eobraseth Mars, said AlaS 1 die, 

The torch is coom, that al ibis world wol wiie-’? 
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"Up sterte Mars, him list not to sleepe, 

Whan he his ladjr herde so complaine, 

But for his nature was not for to weepe, 

Instede of teares from his eyen twaiue, 

The firy sparcles sprongcn out for paine, 

And hente bis hauberke that lay him beside, 

Flie wold he nought, nc might himself hide. 

He throweth on his helme of huge weight, 

And girt him with his swerde, and in bis honde 
His mighty speare, as he was wont to feight. 

He shoketh so, th^ it almost to wonde. 

Full heuy was he to walkcn oner bnde. 

He may not hold with Uenus company. 

But bad her flie least Phebus her espy. 

O woful Mars alas, what maist thou sain 
That in the palais of thy disturbaunce, 

Art left behind in peril to be slain. 

And yet there to is double thy penaunce. 

For she that hath thine herte in gouemance. 

Is passed balfe the stremes of thine eyen. 

That thou nere swift, wel maist thou wepe and crien. 

Now flieth Uenus in to Ciclinius tour, 

With void corse, for fear of Phebus light, 

Alas and there hath she no socour, 

For she ne found ne sey no maner wight, 

And eke as there she bad but ItUd might, 
Whcreforciier sdven for to hide and sau<^ 

Within the gate she fiedde in to a caue. 

Darke was this caue, and smoking as the hell 
Nat but two paas within the yate it stood, 

A na^rel day in darke I let her dwell. 

Now wol I speake of Mars furious and wood. 

For sorow he wold haue scene his herte blood, 

Sith that he might haue done her no company, 

He ne rought not a mite for to die. 

So feble he wext for hete and for his wo. 

That nigh he swelt, he might vnneth endure 
He passetb but a sterre in daies two. 

But neuertheles, for al his hevy armure, 

He foloweth her that is his hues cure, 

For whose departing he tooke greater yre. 

Than for his brenmng in the fire. 

After he wsdheth sofriy a paas, 

Complayning that it pitie was to here. 

He salde, ** O lady bright Uenus alas, 

That euer so wide a compas is my sphere, 

Alas, whan shall I mete you herte dere. 

This twelve dayes of April I endure. 

Through ielous Phebus this misauenture.'* 

Now God helpe sely Uenus alone. 

But as God wold it happed for to 

That while the weping Uenus made her mone 

Ciclinius riding in his chyuanche. 

Fro Uenus Ualanus might this palais see. 

And Uenus he salueth, and maketh chere. 

And her receiueth as his frende full dere. 

Mars dwelleth forth in his aduersite, 

Complayning ever in her departing, 

And what his complaint was remembreth me, 

And therefore in this lusty morowiung, 

As I best can, I wol it saine and sing, 

And after that 1 woll my leaue take. 

And God ycue euery wight ioy of his make. 


THE COMFLAINT OF MARS. 

The order of complaint requireth skilfully, 

That if a wight shal plain pitously. 

There mote be cause wherfore that men plain. 
Or men may deme he plaineth folily, 

And causeles, alas that am not I, 

Wherfore the ground and cause of al my pain, 

So as my troubled witte may it attain, 

I wol reherse, not for to haue redresse, 

But to declare my ground of heuinesse. 

The first time alas that I was wrought, 

And for certain effects hider brought, 

By him that lorded each intelligeuce, 

I yaue my trew seruice aud my thought. 

For euermo, how dere I haue it bought. 

To her that is of so great excellence. 

That what wight that sheweth first her offence. 
Whan she is wroth and taketh of him no cure. 
He may not long in ioy of love endure. 

Tins is no fained mater that I tell. 

My lady is the very sours and well 
Of beaute, luste, fredome, and gentilnesse. 

Of rich array, how dere men it sell. 

Of all disport in which men frendly dwell. 

Of loue and play, and of benigne humblesse. 

Of sowne of instruments of al sweetnesse, 

And thereto so well fortuned and thewed. 

That throngh the world her goodnes is shewed. 

What wonder is than though that I he set 
My seruice on soch one that may me knet 
To wele or wo, sith it lithe in her might, 

ITierfore myne herte for euer I to her hette, 

Ne trewly for my death shall I not lette, 

To ben her trewest seniaunt and her knight, 

I flatter nat, that may wete euery wight, 

For this day m her seruice shall I dye, 

But grace he, I see her neuer with eye. 

To whom shall T plaine of my distresse. 

Who may me help, who may my herte redresse ? 
Shall I complaine vnto my lady free. 

Nay certes, for she hath soch heauinesse. 

For feare and eke for wo, that as I gesse, 

In littcl rime it would her bane bee. 

But were she safe, it were no force of mee, 

Alas that euer louers mote endure, 

For bue so many perilous auenture. 

For though so be that louers be as trewe. 

As any metal that is forged newe, 

In many a case hem tideth oft sorowe, 

Somtime hir ladies woll nat on hem rewe. 
Somtime if that ielousie it knewe. 

They might lightly lay hir heed to borow, 
Somtime enuious folke with tongs horow, 
Deprauen hem alas, whom may they please. 

But be befalse, no louer hath his ease. 

But what auaileth soch a long sermonun. 

Of auentures of loue vp and doun, 

I wol retoume and speaken of my paine , 

The point is this of my distrucrion, 

My right lady, my saluacioun. 

Is in siffray, and not to whom to plaine, 

O herte sweete, O lady souerame, 

For your disease I ought wel swoun and swelt. 
Though I none other harme ne drede folt. 
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To what fine made the God that sit so hie, 
Beneth him lone other companie, 

Ana straineth folke to lone manger hit heed. 
And than hir ioy for aught I can espie, 

Ne lasteth not the twmckling of an eye, 

And some haue neuer loy till they be deed, 
What meaneth this, what is this mistiheed, 
Wharto constraineth he his folke so fast, 
Thing to desire but it should last. 

And though he made a louer loue a thing. 
And maketh it seem stedfast and during. 

Yet putteth he in it soch misauenture. 

That rest ms there in bis yeuing. 

And that is wonder that so iust a king, 

Ibtb such hardnessc to his cieature. 

Thus whether love breake or els dure, 
Algates he that hath with louc to done. 

Hath ofter wo, than chaunged is the Moone« 

It seemeth he hath to louers enmite. 

And like a fisher, as men may all day se. 
Baited his angle hoke with some pleasance. 
Til many a &h is wood till that he be 
Ceased therwith, and than at erst hath he 
All his desire, and therwith all miscbannce, 
And though the line breke he hath penance, 
Tor with that hoke be wounded is so scare, 
That he his wages hath for euermore. 

The broche of Thebes was of soch kinde. 

So full of rabies and of stones of Inde, 

That euery wight that set on it an eye, 

He wende auone to worth out of his mind. 

So sore the beaute wold his herte bind, 

Till he It had, him thought he must die. 

And whan that it was his than should he dry, 
Soch wo for drede, aye while that he it had. 
That welnigh for the feare he should mad. 

And whan it was fro his possession, 

Than had he double wo and passion, 

'fhat he so faire a jewell hath forgo. 

But yet this broche, as iu conclusioDj 
Was not the cause of his confusion, 

But he that wrought it enfortuned it so, 

That euery wight that had it shold haue we. 
And thcrfore in the worcher was the vice. 
And in the coueitour that was so nice. 

So fareth it by louers, and by me, 

Tor though my lady haue so great beaute, 
That 1 was mad tiU X had gette her grace. 
She was not cause of mine aduersitei. 

But he that wrought her, as mote I thee. 
That put soch a beaute in her face, 

That made me coueiten and purchase , 

Mine owne death, him wite I, that I di^ 

And mine vnwit that ever I clambe so hi^ 

But to you hardy knights of renown^, 

Sith that ye be of my devistowne, 

Albe I not worthy to so great a name, 

Yet ssune these clerkes 1 am your pafjoae, 
Therfbre ye ought haue some compassion 
,Of my disease, and take it nat a game. 

The proudest of you may be made fill tam^ 
Wh^ore I pray you of your genliiesse, 

Jhat ye comphdne &r mine heaninesse. 


And ye my ladies that be true and stable, 

By way of kind ye ought to ben able, 

. To haue pite of folke that been in paine, 

' Now haue ye cau^ to cloth you in sable, 

I Sith that your empres the lionorable, 

. Is desolate, wei ought you to plaine, 

Now should your holy teares &l and mine, 
j Alas your honour and vour empnee, 

‘ Nigh deed for drede, ne can h« not cbeuice. 

I 

Complaineth eke ye loners all in fere, 

Tor her that with unfained humble chere, 
Was cner redy to do you socour, 
Complaineth her that euer hath be yon dere, 
Complaineth beaute, freedome, and manere, 
Complaineth her that endeth your labour, 
Complaineth thdke ensample of al honour. 
That never did but gentilncsse, 

Kytheth therfore in her some kindnesse. 
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Thkbe nis so high comfort to my pleasance;, 
Whan that I am in any heauinesse. 

As to haue layser of remembraunce. 

Upon the manhood and the worthinesse. 
Upon the trouth, and on the stedfastnesse. 

Of him whose I am al while I may dure, 
There ought to blame me no creature. 

Tor euery wight praiseth his gentillesse. 

In him is bounte, wisdome, and goaeroannee^ 
Wei more than any mans witte can gease. 
For grace hath wolde so ferfbrth him auance, 
That of knighthood he his parfite richesse, 
Honour hououreth him for his noblesse, 
'fhereto so well bath fburmed him nature^ 
That 1 am his for euer 1 him ensure^ 

Tor euery wight praiseth bis gaitilksse. 

And nat withstanding all his suffisaunce, 

His gentil herte is of so great hmnblesse, 

To me m word, in werke, and in countenance, 
And me to serue is all bis hesinesse. 

That I am sette in very sikemesse. 

Thus ought I blisse well nune auentonr, 

Sith that him list me semen and honour. 

Tor euery wight praiseth his gentillesse. 

Now certes, Loue, it is right cottenable 
That men fol deie abie thy noble things. 

As wake a bedde, and fosten at the tabl^ 
Weping to laugh and sing in complriimngs^ 
And d^wne to cast visage and looking^ 
Often to ebaunge risage and countenaunce. 
Play in sleeping, and dremen at the dannee^ 

I All the reuers ^ any glad feeling. 

Jelonrie he hanged by a cable;. 

She wold al know through her espying, 

Tbeie doth no wight noth^ so reaso^dik^ 
That al ms barme in her irnagm^ 

Thus dere about is Lone m yenp ig; 

Which oft he yeoeth without oidiiMumce, 

As sorow ynough, and Httlaof ^kemsumcog 
All the reuers ^ any giad 
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A little time his yeft is grcable, 

But full accombrous is the vsing, 

For sobtel ielousie the deceiuable, 

Full often time causeth distouibin^. 

Thus ben we euer m drede and bufTring, 

In no certaine, we languishen in penaunce, 

And haue well oft many an hard mischance. 

All the reuers of any glad feling- 

But certes, Loue, I say not in soch wise. 

That for to scape out of your lace I ment. 

For I so long haue been in yonr seruice, 

That for to lete of will I neuer assent. 

No force though ielousie me tourment, 

SufHseth me to see him whau I may. 

And therefore certes to my endmg day, 

To loue him best, shall me neuer repent 

And certes, lioue, whan I me well adtiise. 

Of any estate that man may represent, 

Than haue ye made me through your franchise 
Thefe the best that euer in earth went, 

Now loue well herte, and look thou neuer stent. 
And lette the iealous put it in assay. 

That for no paine woll I not say nay. 

To loue him best, shall I neuer repent 

Herte to thee it ought ynough suffice. 

That Loue so high a grace to you sent. 

To chose the worthies in all wise. 

And most agreable vnto mine entent. 

Seek no fertber, neither way ne went, 

Sith ye haue suffisaunce vnto my pay. 

Thus wol 1 end this complaining or this lay, 

To loue him best shall I neuer repent 

tlNUOY. 

Princes receiueth this complaining in gree. 

Unto your excellent benignite, 

Direct after my litel sufi^unce. 

For elde, that in my spmte dullcth mee. 

Hath of enditmg all the subtelte 
Welnigh berafte out of my remembraunce ; 

And eke to me it is a great penaunce, 

Sith rime in English hath soch scarcite. 

To folow word by word the curiosite 
Of Gransondour, of hem that make in Fraimce. 
BXPtTCIT, 


OF THE 

CVCKOW AND THE NIGHTINGALE. 


Chaucer dreametb that he heareth the euckow 
and the nightingale contend for excellency in 
singing. 


The god of love and benedicite. 

How mighty and how great a lord is he. 
For he can make of low hertes hy. 

And of high low, and like for to dy. 

And hard hertes he can maken free. 

He can make 'lyithin a little stound 
Of sicke iblke hole, fresh, and sound. 
And of hole he can make seeke. 

He can bind and vnbinden eke 
That be woll have bounden or ynbound. 


To tell his might my wit may not suffice. 

For he can make of wise folke full nice. 

For he may do all that he woll devise. 

And lithy folke to destroyen vice, 

And proud hertes he can make agrise. 

Shortly all that ever he woll he may. 

Against him dare no wight say nay. 

For be can glad and greve whom him liketh, 
And who that he woll, he lougheth or siketh, 
And most his might he shedeth ever in May. 

For every true gentle herte free. 

That with him is or thinketh for to be, 

Againe May now shall have some stenng, 

Or to joy or els to some mourning, 

In DO season so much, as thinketh me. 

For whan they may here the birds sing. 

And see the floures and the leaves spring. 
That bringeth into hir remembraunce 
A manner ease, medled with grevaunce, 

And lustie thoughts full of great longing. 

And of that longing commeth hevmesse. 

And thereof groweth of great sicknesse. 

And for lacke of that that they desire. 

And thus m May ben hertes set on fire, 

So that they brennen forth in great distrcssc. 

I speake this of feeling truly. 

If I be old and vnlusty, 

Yet I have felt of the sicknesse through May 
Both hote and cold, and axes every day. 

How sore y wis there wote no wight but I. 

I am so shaken with the fevers white, 

Of all this May sleepe I but a lile. 

And also it is not like to me. 

That any herte should sleepy be, 

In whom that Love his firy dait woll smite. 

But as I lay this other night waking, 

I thought how lovers had a tokening. 

And among hem it was a commune t^e. 

That It were good to here the mghtingale. 
Rather than the leud cuckow sing. 

And than I thought anon as it was day, 

I would go some where to assay 
If that I might a nightingale here. 

For yet had I none heard of all that yere, 
And it was tho the third night of May. 

And anone as I the day aspide, 

No lenger would 1 m my bed abide. 

But vnto a wood that was ffist by, 

I went forth alone boldely. 

And held the way downe by a brooke side. 

Till I came to a laund of white and green. 

So iaire one had I never in been. 

The ground was green, ypoudr^ with daisie. 
The floures and the greues like hy. 

All greene and white, was nothing els seene. 

There sate I downe among the faire flours. 
And saw the birds trip out of hir hours. 

There as they rested hem all the night. 

They were so joyfull of the dayes light, 

They began of May for to done honoujjs* 
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They coud that seruice all by rote, 

There was many a louelv note. 

Some song loud as they had plained. 

And some in other manner veice yfeined. 

And some all out with the full throte. 

They proyned hem, and made hem nght gay. 

And dkunceden and leptsu on the spray. 

And euermore two and two in fere, 
lUght so as they had chosen hem to yere 
In Feuerere vpon saint Ualentines day. 

And the riuer that I sate vpon, 

It made such a no^se as it ron, 

Accordaunt with the birds armony, 

Me thought it was the best melody 
That might ben ybeard of any mon. 

And for delite, I wote neuer how 
I fell in such a slomber and a swow, 

Nat all asleepe, ne fully waking. 

And in that swow me thought I heard sing 
The sorry bird the leaud cuckow. 

And that was on a tree nght fast by, 

Bat who was than euill apaid but I : 

Now God” (quod I) ‘‘ t^t died on the crois 
Yeue sorrow on thee, and on thy leaud vois. 

Full little joy haue I now of thy ciy.’* 

And as I with the cuckow thus gan chide, 

I heard in the next bush beside 
A nightingale so Instely sing, 

That with her clere voice she made ring 
Through all the greene wood wide. 

** Ah, good nightingale” (quod I than) 

** A little hast thou ben too long ben. 

For here hath ben the leaud cuckow. 

And songen songs rather than hast thou,' 

I pray to God euill fire her bren.” 

But now I woll you tell a wonder thing, 

As long as I lav in that swouning, 

Me thought I wist what the birds meut, 

And what they said, and what was hir entent, 

And of hir speech I had good knowing. 

There heard I the nightingale say, 

“ Now good cuckow go somewhere away. 

And let vs that can singen dwellen here. 

For euery wight escheueth thee to here^ 

Thy songs be so elenge in good fay.” 

** What” (qnod she) what may thee aylen now, 
It thinketh me, 1 sing as well as thou. 

For my song is both trae and piaine, 
iVnd though 1 cannot crakell so in vaine. 

As thou dost in thy throte, I wot neuer how. 

And euery wight may vnderstand mee. 

But nightingale so may they not done thee, 

For thou hast many a nice queint cry, 

1 haue thee heard saine, ocy, ocy, 

How might I know what that should be 

“ Ah foole” (quod she) “ wost thon not what it is, 
Whan that I say, ocy, ocy, ywis, 

Than meane I that I would wonder fame, 

That all they were shamefully yslaine^ 

That meanen ought againe loue amis. 


“ And also I would that all tho « ere dcde, 

That thmke not in loue hir life to lede. 

For who so that wol not the god of loue seruC, 

I dare well say he is worthy to sterue. 

And for that skill, ocy, ocy, I grede.” 

“ Eye” (qnod the cuckow) « this is a queint law. 
That euery wight shall foae or be to draw, 

But I forsake all such compinie. 

For mine entent is not for to die, 

Ne neuer while 1 Hue on Loues yoke to draw, 

“ For loucTs ben the folke that ben on line, 

'fhat most disease haue, and mo^t vnthriue^ 

And most endure sorrow, wo, and care. 

And least feclen of welfsire, 

What needeth it ayenst trouth to striae.” 

What” (quod she) “ thou art out of thy mind, 
How might thou in thy churlenesse find 
To apeake of Loues seruaunts in this w ise, 

For in this world is none so good seruise 
To euery wight that gentle is of kind. 

“ For thereof truly comraeth all goodnesse. 

All honour and all gentlenesse, 

Worship, ease, and all hertes lust, 

Parfite joy, and fnll assured trust, 
lolitie, plea«aunce, and freshncs'se, 

** Lowlyhead, largesse, and curtesie, 

Semelyhead, and true companie, 

Drede of shame for to done amis: 

For he that truly Loues seruaunt is. 

Were lother be shamed than to die. 

“ And that this is soth that I sey, 

In that beleeue I will line and dey. 

And cuckow so I rede that thou do ywis:>* 

“ Than” (quod he) “ let me neuer haue blisse. 

If euer I vnto that counsaile obey. 

“ Nightingale thou speakest wonder feire, 

But for all that is the sooth contrair^ 

For loue is in yong folke but rage. 

And in old folke a great dotage. 

Who most it vseth, most shall enpaire. 

“ For thereof cometh disease andheumesse. 

So sorow and care, and many a great sicknesse. 
Despite, debate, anger, and enuie, 

Deprauing, shame, vntrust, and jelousie, 

Pnde, mtscheefe, pouerty, and woodnesse: 

louing is an office of despaire, 

And one thing is therein that is not faire, 

For who that getteth of lone a little blisse, 

But if he be alway therewith ywis. 

He may full soone of age haue his haire. 

« And nightingale therefore hold thee ny. 

For leue me well, for all thy queint cry. 

If thou be ferre or long fro thy make;, 

Thou Shalt be as other that b^ 

And than thou shalt hoten as doe 1.” 

** "Ktf * (quod she) “ on thy name 'and on thee. 
The god of loue ne let thee neuer ythee. 

For thou art worse a tboasand fold than wood^ 

For many a one is fdU worthy and full good. 

That had be nai^ht ne had lone y bee. 
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For euertnore Loue his seruants amendeth, 

And from all euill taches hem defendeth, 

And maketh hem to brenne right m a fiie. 

In trouth and m worshipful! desire. 

And whan him liketh, joy inough hem sendeth.*’ 

“ Thou nightingale’* he said, “ be still, 

For Lone hath no reason, but it is will, 

For oft time vntrue folke he easeth, 

And true folke so biterly he displeaseth. 

That for default of courage he let hf m spill.” 

Than tooke T of the nightingale keepe. 

How she east a sigh out of her deepe. 

And said, “ Alas that euer I was bore, 

I can for tene not say one word more,” 

And right with that word she brast out to weepe. 

“ Alas** (quod she) “ my berte woll to breake. 

To hcaren thus this leaud bird speake 
Of Loue, and of bis worshipfull seruise. 

Now God of loue thou help me in some wise. 

That I may on this cuckow been awreake.’* 

Me thought than he steit vp anone. 

And glad was I that he was agone, 

And euermore the cuckow as he flay, 

Sai^ “ Farewell, farewell popingay,” 

As though he had scorned me akme. 

And than came the nightingale to mee. 

And said, “ Fnend forsooth I thanke thee, 

That thou hast liked me to rescow, 

And cme auow to loue make I now. 

That all this May I woll thy singer be.’* 

I thanked her, and was right well apaied : 

Ye** (quod she) “ and be thou not dismaied, 

Tho thou haue herd the cuckow erst than me. 

For if I hue, it shall amended be 
The next May, if I be not affra'ied. 

And one thing I woll rede thee also, 

Ne leue thou not the cuckow, ne his loues so, 

For all that he hath said is strong leasing 
Nay” (quod I) ** thereto shall nothing me bring. 
For loue and it hath doe me much wo. 

Ye, vse** (quod she) “this medicine 
Euery day this May or thou dine. 

Go looke vpOD the fresh daisie. 

And though thou be for wo in point to die, 

That shall full greatly lessen thee of thy pine. 

“ And looke alway that thou be good and trew. 
And I woll ring one of the songs new 
For loue of thee, as loud as I may crie 
And than she began this song full hie, 

I shrew all hem that been of loue vntrue.” 

And whan she bad song it to the end, 

“ Now farewell’* (quod she) “for I mote wend, 

And god of loue, that can right well, and may, 

As much joy send thee this day, 

As any yet louer he euer send.” 

Thus taketh the nightingale her leaue of me, 

I pray to God alway with her be. 

And joy of loue he send her euermore. 

And riiilde ns fro the cuckow and his lore^ 

For there is qot so false a bird as he. 


Forth she flew the gentle nightingale 
To all the birds that r^ere m that dale, 

And gate hem all intw / in fere. 

And besoughten hem flbat i ^rould here 
Her disease, and thus began tale. 

“ The cuckow, well it is not for to hide. 

How the cuckow and 1 fast haue chide, 

Ener sithen it was day light, 

I pray you all that ye do me right 
On that foule false vnkind bndde.” 

Than spake o bird for all, by one assent. 

This matter asketh good auisement. 

For we ben birdes here in fere. 

And sooth it is, the cuckow is not here. 

And therefore we woll haue a parixment. 

“ And thereat shall the egle be onr lord. 

And other peres that been of record. 

And the cuckow shall be after sent. 

There shall be yeue the judgement. 

Or els we shall finally make accord. 

“ And this shall be without naj. 

The morrow after saint Ualenfint* day, 

Under a maple that is faire and grene, 

Before the chamber window of the qiiene, 

At Woodstocke vpon the grene lay.” 

She thanked hem, and than her leaue toke. 

And into an hauthome by that broke, 

And there she sate and song vpon that tree, 

“ Terme of life loue hath withhold one,” 

So loud that I with that soug awoke. 

EXPLICIT. 

0 T.Run book with thy foule rudenesse, 

Sith thou haste neither beauty ne eloquence. 
Who bath thee caused or yeue the hardiness© 
For to appeare in my ladies presence, 

1 am full siker thou knowest her beneuolence. 
Pull agreeable to all her abying. 

For of all good she is the best liuing- 

Alas that tbou ne hadUest worthhiepe. 

To shew to her some pleasaunt sentence, 

Sith that she hath through her gentiilesse 
Accepted the seruant to her digne reuerence, 

O, me repenteth that I ne had science 
And leiser als, to make thee more flourishing. 
For of all good she is the best liuing. 

Beseech her meekely with all lowlinesse. 
Though I be ferre from her in absence. 

To think on my trouth to her and stedfastnesse, 
And to abridge of my sorrowes the violence, 
Which caused is, wherof knoweth your sapience, 
She like among to notifie me her hiring 
For of all good she is the best huing. 

LAWDOYE. » 

Aurore of gladnesse, and day of lustinesse, 
Lucem a night with heauenly influence 
Illumined, root of beauty and goodnesse. 
Suspires which I effunde in silence. 

Of grace I beseech alledge let your writing. 

Now of all good, sith ye be best huing. 


sxpixcrr* 
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THE COURT OF LOVE. 


This book fs an imitation of the llomaant of the 
Rose, shewing that all are subject to lo'^e, what 
impediments soever to the contrary: containing 
also those twenty statutes which are to be ob- 
served in the Court of Ijovc. 


With timeronsherte, and trembling hand of drede, 
Of cunning naked, bare of eloquence, 

Unto the floure of porte in womanhede 
1 write, as he that none intelligence 
Of metres hath, ne floures of sentence: 

Saufe that me list my writing to conney. 

In that I can to please her high nobley. 

The blosomes fresh of Tullitis garden soot 
Present they not, my matter for to bom : 

Poemes of Uirgil taken here no root, 

Ne craft of Galfride, may not here sojourn: 

Why nam 1 cuiramg ? O well may I monra 
For lacke of sdence, that I cannat write 
Unto the princes of my life aright 

No tearmes digne vnto her excellence, 

So is she sprong of noble stirpe and high: 

A world of honour and of reuerence 
There is in her, this will I testifie, 

Caliope thon suster wise and slie. 

And thon Minema, guide me wi& thy grace^ 

That language rude, my matter not deface. 

Thy suger dropes sweet of Helicon 

in me, thon gentle Muse I pray. 

And thee Melpomene 1 call anone. 

Of ignoraunce the mist to chase away : 

And giue me grace so for to write and say, 

That she my lady of her worthinesse 
Accept in gree tlds little short treatesse. 

That is entituled thus. The Court of Loue: 

And ye that ben metriciens me excuse, 

I you beseech for Uenus sake aboue, 

For what X mean in this, ye need not muse : 

And if so be my lady it refuse 

For lacke of ornate speech, I would be wo. 

That I presume to her to writen so. 

But my entent and all my busie cure 
Is for to write this treateie, as I can, 

Unto my lady, stable, true, and snre^ 

Faitbfull and kind, sith first that she began 
Me to accept in seruice as her man : 

To her be all the pleasure of this book. 

That whan her like she may it rede and look. 

Whan I was young, at eighteeue y^e of age, 
Lusty and light, desirous of pleasaunce, 
Approching on foil sadde ^nd ripe courage, 

Loue arted me to do my obseruannce, 

To his estate, and done him obeisaunce, 
Commauuding me the Couyt of Loue to see, 

Alite beside the xnonnt of Citbaree- 
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There Citheiea goddesse was and qncne: 

Honoured highly for her mriestc. 

And eke her Miune, the mighty g^ I wene, 

Capide tiie blind, Uiat for hb dignite 
A M. louers worship on their kne. 

There was I bid in paine of death to pere. 

By Mtreory the winged messengere. 

So than I went by strange and fer countrecs. 
Enquiring aye what coast had to H drew 
The Court of I/Jue: and thiderward as bees, 

At last 1 see the people gan pursue: 

And me thoght some wight was there that knew 
Where that the court was holden ferre or me, 

And after them full fast 1 gan me hie. 

Anone as I them ouertooke, I said: 

“ Heile friends, whither purpose ye to wend’* 

** Forsooth” (quod one) that answered liche a maid, 
“ To Loues Court now go we gentle friend.*' 

“ W^herc s that place** (quod I) my fellow bend?” 
” At Citheron, sir,” said he, " without dout. 

The king onoue, and all bis noble root, 

Dwelleth within a castle rially-** 

So than apace I joumed finrth among, 
i And as he said, so fond I there truly : 

For I beheld the toures high and strong, 

And high pinacles, large of bight and long, 

With plate of gold bespred on cuery side. 

And precious stones, the stone werke for to lude. 

No saphire in Inde, no rube rich of price, . 

There lacked than, nor emeraud so gnene. 

Bales Turkes, ne thing to my deuice. 

That may the castle maken for to shene: 

Ail was as bright as sterres in winter bene. 

And Phebus sbone to make his peace ageine, 

For trespas to high estates twrine. 

Uenus and BXars, the god and goddesse dtere. 
Whan be them found in annes chrined fast, 

Uenus was than foil sad of herte and cbere : 

Bat Ph^ns beams streight as is the mast. 

Upon the castle ginneth be to cast. 

To please the lady, pnnees of that place. 

In signe be looketb after Lones grace. 

For there nis god in Heauen or Hell ywis. 

But he hath ben right soget vnto Loue : 

Joue, Pluto, or whatsoever be is, 

Ne creature in yearth, or yet aboue, 

Of these the reuers may no wight approue: 

But furthermore, the castle to descrie, 

Yet saw 1 neuer none so large and hie. 

For vnto Heauen it stretebeth, I suppose, 

Withm and out dq>eTnted wonderly. 

With many a thousand daisie rede as rose, 

And white also this saw I verely : 

But who tho daisies might do sigoifie. 

Can 1 not tell, safe that the queues floure, 

Alceste it was that kept there her sc^ie ; 

Which vnder Uenus lady was and qnene, 

And Admete king and soneraineof that place 
To whom obeied the ladies good ntneten<^ . 

With many a thousand other br^^ht of fiice: 

And yong men fele came forth with lusty p» 

And aged eke, their homage to dispose, 

But what they were, X coed not well dolose. 
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Yet nere and nere forth in I j:;an me dress 
Into an hall of noble apparaile. 

With arras spred, and cloth of gold I gesse, 

And other silke of esyer auaile: 

Under the cloth of their estate sauns fade 
The king and qaene there sat as I beheld : 

It passed joy of Helise the field. 

There saints haue their comming and resort, 

To scene the king so nally beseme 
In purple clad, and eke the quene in sort. 

And on their heads saw 1 crownes tweine, 

With stones fret, so that it was no paine, 
Withouten meat and drink to stand and see 
The kinges honour and the rialtee. 

And for to treat of states with the king, 

That ben of councel cheef, and with the quene; 
The king had Danger nere to him standing, 

The queue of lone. Disdain, and that sene: 

For by the faith I shall to God, I wene 
Was neuer straunger none in her degree, 

Than was the quene in casting of her ejre. 

And as I stood perceiuing her apart. 

And eke the beames shining of her eyen, 

Me thought they weren shapen lich a dart, 

Sharpe and persing, and smal and streight of line: 
And all her hatre it shone as gold so fine, 

Dishiuil cnspe, downe hanging at her backe 
A yard in len^h : and soothly than 1 spake. 

** O bright regina, who made thee so faire ? 

Who made thy colour vermelet and white ? 

Wher wonneth that god, how far aboue the aire ^ 
Great was bis craft, and great was hiS delite* 

Now maniell 1 nothing that ye do bight 
The quene of lone, and occnpie the place 
Of Cithare ; now sweet lady thy grace.*' 

tn mewet spake I so, that nought astait 
By no condition word, that might be hard : 

But in my inward thought I gan aduert, 

And oft 1 said “ My wit is dull and hard:” 

For with her beauty, thus God wot I ferde. 

As doth the man yranisbed with sight, 

Whan I beheld her cristall eyen so bright ; 

No respect hauing what was best to done. 

Till right anone beholding here and there, 

I spied a friend of mine, and that full sone, 

A gentlewoman was the chamberere 
Unto the quene, that hote as ye shall here, 
Philobone, that loued all her life : 

Whan she me sey, she led me forth as blife ; 

And me demanded bow and in what wise 
I thither come, and what my errand was ? 

To seen the court” (quod I) ** and all the guise, 
And eke to sue for pardon and for grace, 

And mercy asfce for all my great trespas. 

That I none erst come to the Court of Lone : 
Foryeue me this, ye gods all aboue.” 

** That is well said” (quod Philobone) “ indede: 
But weie ye not assomoned to appere 
By Mercurius, for that is all my drede 
** Yes gentill feire” (quod I) “ now am I here. 

Ye yet what tho though that be true my dere 
** Of your free will ye should haue come vnsent, 
For ye did not, I deme ye will be shent. 


“ For ye that reigne in youth and lustlnesse, 
Pampired with ease, and jalous in your age. 

Your duty is, as ferre as I can gesse, 

To Loues Court to dressen your viage, 

As soone as nature maketh you so sage. 

That ye may know a woman from a swan. 

Or whan your foot is growen halfe a span. 

“ But sith that ye by wllfull negligence 
This eigbteene year hath kept your self at large. 
The greater is your trespas and offence, 

And m your neck you mote here all the charges 
For better were ye ben withouten barge 
Amidde the sea in tempest and in raine. 

Than biden here, receiuing wo and psune 

" That ordained is for such as them absent 
Fro Loues Court by yeres long and fele. 

I ley my life ye shall full soone repent. 

For Lone will reiue your colour, lust, and hele s 
Eke ye mnst bait on many an heauy mele : 

No force ywis: I stirred you long agone 
To draw to court” (quod little) Philobone. 

"Ye shall well see how rough and angry face 
The king of loue will shew, whan ye him se : 

By mine adiiise kneel down and ask him grace. 
Eschewing perill and aduersite^ 

For well I wote it woll none other he, 

Comfort is none, ne counsall to your case. 

Why will ye than the king of loue displease ? 

" O mercy God*’ (quod iche) " I me repent, 
Caitife and wretch in herte, in will and thought. 
And after this shall be mine hole entent 
To seme and please, how dere that loue be bought; 
Yet sith I haue mine own pennance ysought. 

With humble sprite shall I it receiue, 

Though that the king of loue my life bereiue. 

" And though that feruent loues qualite 
In me did neuer wortch truly : yet I 
With all obeisaunce and humilite. 

And benigne herte shall seme him till I die : 

And he that lord of might is great and hie. 

Eight as him list me cbastice and correct. 

And punish tne with trespace thus infect.^’ 

These wordcs said, she caught me by the lap. 

Arid led me forth in till a temple round. 

Both large and wide: and as my blessed hap 
And good auenture was, right soone I found 
A tabernacle reised from the ground, 

Where Uenus sat, and Cupide by her side. 

Yet halfe for drede I can my visage hide. 

And eft againe I looked and beheld, 

Seeing full sundry people in the place. 

And mister folke, and some that might not weld 
Their bms wele, me thought a wonder case. 

The temple shone with windows all of glass, 

Bright as the day, with many a foir image, 

And there I see the foesh queue of Cartage 

Dido, that brent her beauty for the loue 
Of false Eneas, and the weimenting 
Of her Annelida, tme as turtle doue, 

To Arcite fails : and there was in peinting 
Of many a prince, and many a doughty king. 
Whose martirdom was shewed about the wals 
And how that fele for loue bad suffred fals* 
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35ut sore I was abashed and astonied 
Of all tho folke that there were m that tide, 

And than I asked where they had wonned i 
“ In diners courts’’ (quod she) here beside. 

In sundry clothing manttll wise full wide 
They were arraied, and did their sacndse 
Unto the god, and goddesse in their guise. 

** Lo yonder folke’’ (quod she j « that kneele in blew. 
They weare the colour ave and eiier shall. 

In signe they were and euer will be trcw 
Withouten chaungo. and soothly yonder all 
That ben in black, and mourning cry and call 
Unto the gods, for their loues bene, 

Som s’ck, some dede, som all to sharp and keue.” 

Yea than” (quod I) “ what done these pt iests here, 
Nonnes and hermites, freres, and all tho, 

That sit in white, in russet, and in greue 
Forsooth” (quod she) they waylen of their wo.’* 
“ O mercy lord, may they so come and go 
Freely to court and hauc such liberty ! ” 

Yea men of each condition and degre. 

“ And women eke : for tmly there is none 
Itlxceptioa made, ne neuer was ne may : 

This court is ope and freerfor euericbone, 

The king of loue he will not say them nay: 

He taketh all in poore or rich array, 

That meekely sew vnto his excellence 
With all their herte and all their renerence.” 

And walking thus about with Philobone 
1 see where come a messengere in hie 
Stre'ght from the king, which let command anone, 
Throughout the court to make an ho and cry: 

“ All new come folke abide, and wote ye why, 

The kings lust is for to seene you soue : 

Come nere let see, his will mote need be done.” 

Than gan I me present tofore the king. 

Trembling for fere with Tisage pale cf hew. 

And many a loner with me was kneeling, 

Abashed sore, till vnto the time they knew 
The sentence yeue of his entent full trew : 

And at the last the king hath me behold 
With sterae visage, and seid, “ What doth this old 

“ Thus ferre ystope in yeres, come so late 
Unto the court “ Forsooth, my liege” (quod I) 

“ An hundred time I haue hen at the gate 
Afore this time, yet coud 1 neuer espie 
Of mine acqueintauuce any in mine eie : 

And shameftistnesse away one gan to chaoe. 

But now I me submit vnto your grace.’* 

“ Well, all is pardoned with condition 
That thou be true from henceforth to Uiy might 
And seruen Loue in thine ententioa, 

Sweare this, and than as ferre as it is right. 

Thou shalt haue grace here in thy quenes sight.” 

" Yes by the faith I owe to your croun, I swere, 
Though Death therefore me thirlith with Ms qpere.” 

And whan the kmg had seene vs eueryebone^ 

He let commaund an ofdcer in Me 
To take our faith, and shew vs one by on© 

The statutes of the court full busily : 

Anmi the booke was leid before their cie. 

To rede and see what thing we must obserne 
la Loues Cour^ tiU that we die and sterue. 

VOL. L 


And for that I was Icttred, there I red 
The statutes hole of Louei» Court and ball : 

The first statute that on the booke was spred. 
Was to be true in thought and deeds all 
Unto the king of hue the lord tyall, 

And to the quene as faithful! and as kind, 

A> 1 coud thmke with herte, ail! and mind# 

The second statute secretly to kex>e 
Coimcell of loue, not blow 'n? ciiejy where 
All that I know, and let it aiuhe and fiete, 

It may not somu m f^uerj* >♦ iglits ere : 

Exiling slaundcr aye for drede and fere. 

And to my lady which I loue and serue, 

Be true and kind her grace fur to deserue. 

The tfaiid statute was clerely writ also, 
Withouten chaunge to Hue and die the same, 
None other loue to take for wele ne wo. 

For blind delite, for emest nor for game : 
Without repent for laughing or for gramc. 

To bidden still m full perseueratmee. 

All this was bole the Mags ordinatmee. 

The fourth statute to pnrehase ever to here, 
And stinen folke to loue, and beten fire 
On Uenus auter, here about and there 
And preach to them of loue and bote desire, 
And tell how loue will quiten well their hire : 
This must be kept, and loth me to displease; 

If loue be wroth, passe : for there by is ease. 

The fifth statute, not to be daungerous, 

If that a thought would reue me of my slepe : 
Nor of a sight to be oner sqncmcms, 

And so rei^y this statute was to kepe. 

To tame arid wallow in my bed and wepe^ 
Whan that my lady of her cruelty 
Would from her h^e exilen all pity. 

The sixt statute, it was for me to vse* 

Alone to wander, void of company. 

And on my ladies beauty for to muse. 

And to tbinke it no force to Hue or die. 

And eft againe to thmke the rcmedic. 

How to her grace I might anone attaine, 

And tell my wo vnto my suuerame. 

I’he seventh statute, was to be patient, 
Whether my lady joyful! were or wroth, 

For words glad or heauy, diligent, 

Wheder that she me helden lefe or loth ; 

And hereupon I put was to mine oth, 

Her for to serue, and lowly to ob^, 
lu shewbg her my chere ye xx. sith aday. 

The eight statute to my remembraunce, 

Was to speaken and pray my lady dere. 

With hourely labour and great entendaunce, 
Me for to loue with all her herte entere, 
i And me desire and make me joy full chere^ 

I Right as she is surmouning eoery faire, 

I Of beauty well and gentle debonaire. 

The ninth staiqte, with letters writ of goW, 
This was the SOTtence how that I and ^ 

. Should euer dread to be to oaerbokl 
Her to displease, and truely so I shall. 

But ben content for thing that may foil, 

And meekely take her chasiisemexit^ and yent; 
And to oSi^d her euer ben aford. 

Bb 
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TtiC tenth statute, ^as egally to disceine, 

Bctwerte the lady and thine ability. 

And thmke tliy selfe art neuer like to yerne, 

By right her mercy nor hei equity. 

But of her grace and womanly pdy : 

Por though thy selfe be noble m thy strene, 

A tiiousand fold more noble is thy queue. 

Thy Hues lady and thy soueraine, 

That hath thine herte al hole m gouernauncc* 

Thou mayst no wise it taken to disdaine, 

To put thee humbly at her ordinaiince, 

And give her free the reine of her plesaunce. 

For liberty is thing that woman looke. 

And truly els the matter is a crooke. 

Hie xi. statute, thy signs for to know 
W itb eye and finger, atid with smiles soft, 

And low to couch, and alway for to show, 

For drcde of spies, for to winken oft ■ 

And secretly to bring up a sigh aloft, 

Rut still beware of oueimuch resort, 

For that paraucuture spilleth all tby sport. 

The xii. statute remember to obserue ; 

For all the paine thou hast for loue and wo, 

All is too lite her mercy to deserue, 

Thou musten think, wherener thpu ride or goi 
And mortall wounds suffer thou also. 

All for her sake, and thinke it well besette 
Upon thy loue, for it may not be bette;. 

The xhi. statute, whylome is to thhike, 

WTiat thrcg may best thy lady like and please, 
And in thine bertes bottome let it smke : 

Some thing deuise, and take for it thine ease. 

And send it her, that may her herte appea:>e : 

Some herte, or ring, oi letter, or deuice, 

Or precious stone, but spare not for no price. 

The xiiii. statute eke thou shalt assay, 

Formely to keepe the most part of thy life: 

Wish that thy lady in thine armes lay. 

And nightly dreme, thou hast thy nights hertes wife. 
Sweetly in annes, strayning her as blife; 

And whan thou seest it is but fantasie, 

See that thou sii^ not ouer merely. 

For too mttch joy hath oft a wefcill end, 

It longetb eke this statute for to hold, 

To deme thy lady cuer more thy friend, 

And thmke thy selfe in no wise a cokold 
Tn euery thmg she doth but as she should : 

Construe the best, beleeue no tales new. 

For many a lye is told, that seeuieth full trew. 

But thinke that she, so bounteous and faire, 

Coud not be fajse: imagine this algate, 

And think that tonges wicked would her appair, 
Sclandenng her name and worshipfull estate, 

And louers true to setten at debate : 

And though thou seest a faut right at thme eye, 
Excuse it bliue, and glose it*pT€tily. 

The xvr statute, vse to swere and starc^ 

And counterfeit a lesiiig hardely, 

To save thy ladies honour eueiy where, 

And put thy selfe for her to fight boldely: 

Say is good, vertuous, and ghostly, 

Clere of entent, and herte, yea, thought and will, 
Aad argue not for reason ne for skill. 


Againe thy ladies pleasure ne enfent : 

For lone will not he countrcpleted mdede r 
Say as she saith, tlian shalt thou not be shent, 

The crow is white, ye truly so I rede : 

And aye what thing that she thee will forbede, 
E'.ohew all that, and giue her soueraintee. 

Her appetite followe in all degree. 

The xvi. statute keepe it if thou may, 

Seuen sith at night thy lady for to please. 

And seuen at midnight, seuen at morrow day. 

And (Irinke a caudle earely for thine ease. 

Do this and keep thine head from all disease. 

And win the garland here of louers all, 

That euer came in court, or euer shall. 

Full few, think I, this statute hold and keep . 

But truely this my reason gmeth me fele. 

That some louers should rather fall asleepe, 

Than take on hand to please so oft and wele. 

There lay none oth to this statute adele, 

But keep who might, as gaue him his coiage 
Now get this garland lusty folke of age : 

Now win who may ye lusty folke of jmiilh. 

This garland fresh, of floures red and white. 

Purple and blew, and colours fell vncouth. 

And 1 shall croune him king of all delite, 

Tn all the court there was not to my sight, 

A loner true, that he ne was adrede. 

Whan he expresse hath heard the statute rede. 

The Kviu statue, whan age approcheth on. 

And Inst is kid, and all the fire is queint. 

As freshly than thou shalt begin to fonne 
And dote in loue, and all her image paint 
In thy remembraunce, till thou begin to faint, 

As in the first season thine herte began : 

And her desire, though thou ne may ne can 

Perforrae thy liumg actuell, and lust, 

Regester this in th ne remembraunce r 

Eke whan thou maist not keep thy thing from rust, 

Yet speake and talke of pleasaunt daliauuce. 

For that shall make thine herte rejoice and daunce , 
And whan thou maist no more the game assay, 

The statute bid thee pray for them that may.. 

The xviii. statute, holy to commend. 

To please thy lady, is that thou eschew 
With sluttishnesse thy selfe for to offend, 

Bejollife, fresh, and fete, with things new. 

Courtly with manner, this is all thy due, 

GentilVof port, and louing cleanlinesse, 

T'his IS the thing, that liketh thy maistresse. 

And not to^wander liche a dulled asse, 

Bagged and tome, disguised in an ay, 

Ribaud in speech, or out of measure passe, 

Thy bound exceeing, thinke on tins alway: 

For women been of tender hertes aye, 

And lightly set their pleasure in a place,* 

Whan they mistliinke, they lightly let it passe* 

The XIX. statute, meat and dnnke forgete: 

Ech other day, sec that thou fast for loue. 

For in the court, they Hue withouten mete. 

Sane s»ich as cometh from Uenus all aboue, 

They take none hede, m pain of great reproae- 
Of meat and drinke, for that is all in vaine, 

Ouely they line by sight of their soueraine. 
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The X3t. statute, last of euerychone, 
lEnrolI it in thyne htrtes pnuitee ; 

To wring and waile, to tume, and sigh and grone, 
Whan that thy lady absent is from thee, 

And eke renew the words all that she 
Between yoa twain hath said, and all the chere 
That thee hath made, thy hues lady dere. 

And see thine herte in quiet, ne in rest 
Sojoume, till time thou scene thy lady eft, 

But where she won, by south, or east, or west, 

With ail tbv force, now see it be not left : 

Be dil'gent, till time thy life he raft, 

In that thou mayest, thy lady for to see, 

This statute was of old antiquitee. 

An officer of high authority, 

Cleped Rigour, made vs to swere anone • 

He nas corrupt with partiality, 

Fauour, prayer, ne gold that clerely shone ; 

“ Ye shall” (quod he) now sweren here echotie, 
Yong and old, to kepe in that they may 
The statutes truly, all after this day.” 

0 Gfod thought I, hard is to make this oth ; 

But to my power shall I them obserue. 

In all this world nas matter halfe so loth 
To sweare for all : for thongfa my body sterue, 

1 have no might them hole to obserue. 

But herken now the case how it befell. 

After my oth was made, the troth to tell. 

I toumed leauea, looking on this books, 

Where other statutes were of women shene, 

And right forthwith Rigour on me gan looke 
Pull angerly, and sayed unto the qoeene 
I traitour was, and charged me let been, 

“ There may no man” (quod he) ** the statute kiK}w, 
That long to women, hie degree ne low. 

In secret wise they kepten been full close^ 

They soune echone to liberty, my friend, 

Pleasauut they be, and to their owne purpose, 
There wote no w;ght of them, but God and fiend, 
Ne naught shall wit, vnto the worlds end. 

The qu^en ha^h yeue me charge in pain to die 
Neuer to rede ne seene them with myne eie. 

“ For men shall not so nere of counsaile bene 
With womanhood, ne knowen of her guise, 

Ne what they think, ne of their wit thengine, 

I me report to Salomon the wise, 

And mighty Sampson, which beguiled thrise 
With DaTida was, he wote that m a throw. 

There may no man statute of women know. 

** For it perauentnre may right so befall. 

That they be bound by nature to deceiue, 

Aud spinne, and weep, and sugre strew on gall, 
Vhe herte of man to rauish and to reiue, 

And whet their tongue as sharpe as swerde or gleue, 
It may betide, this is their ordinance. 

So must they lowly doen th«r obseruauuce. 

And keepe the statute yeuen them of kind, 

Of such as loue hath yeue hem in their life. 

Men may not wcte why tiimeth efoery wind, 

Nor waxen wise, nor been inquisitife 
To know secret of maid, widow, or wife. 

For they their statutes haue to them reserued, 
And neuer man to know them hath deserued. 


Now dresse you forth, the god of loue you guide*’ 
(Quod Rigour than) “ and seek the temple bright 
Of Cithera, goddesfee here beride. 

Beseech her by influence and might 
Of all her vertue, you to teach aright. 

How for to serue your ladie?, and to please 
Ye that been sped, and set your herte hi ease. 

“ And ye that ben vnpurueyed, pray her eke 
Comfort you soone with grace and destiny. 

That ye may set your herte there ye may like. 

Id such a place, that it to loue may be 

Honour and worship, and felicity 

To you for aye, now goeth by one assent.’* 

“ Graunt mercy sir** (quod we) and forth we went 

Deuoutly soft and easie pace to see 
Uenus the goddesse image all of gold : 

And there we foimd a thousand on their knee. 

Some fresh and feire, s*3ine deadly to behold. 

In sundry mantils new and some were old, 

S‘>mo painted were with flames red as fire. 
Outward to show their inward bote desire. 

With dolefull chere, ful fell in their complaint, 
Cncd “ lady Uenus, rew vpon our sore, 

Receiuc our bils, with teares all bedreint. 

We may not veepe, there is no more in store 
But wo and pain, \s fretteth more and more: 

Thou bhsbefnl planet, ioucrs sterre so shene, 

Haue louth on vs, that sigh and carefull bene. 

** And punish lady greuously we pray. 

The false vntnie, with count^eit pleasatince : 
That made their oth, be true to Hoe or dey, 

With cbeare assured, and with countcnaunce: 

And falsely now they footen loues damoce, 
■Barraine of routh, vntrue of that they saied, 

Now that their lust and pleasure is alaied.” 

Yet eft againe a thousand million 
Rejoycing loue, leading their life in blis^ 

They sayd “ Uenus, r^resse of aB diuisioi]^ 
Goddesse eternell, name ihir^ is ; 

By looes bond is knit all thmg iwis. 

Beast vnto beast, the yearth to water wan. 

Bird Tnto bird and woman vnto man, 

« This is tlife life of joy that we ben in. 

Resembling life of heauenly paradise, 

Loue is exiler aye of vice aud sinne, 

Loue maketh hertes lusty to deuise, 

Honour and grace, haue they in euery wise. 

That been to loues law obedient, 

Loue maketh folke benigne and diligent* 

Aye stering them to drede vice and shame s 
In their degree, it maketh them honourable, 

And sweet it is of loue to beare the name. 

So that bis love be faithfnlk true and stable: 

Loue pruneth him, to semen amiable, 

Loue bath no feut, there it is exercis^. 

But sole with them that have all loue dis|H9ed» 

“ Honour to thee celesriall and clere 
Goddesse of loue, and to thy cdsitnde, 

That yeuest vs light so fer donn from thy spere. 
Piercing our hertes with thy piilcrto^e> 
Comparison none of siimlibite 
May to thy grace be made in no degree, 

That hast vs set wHh loue la mtie. 
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** Great cause haue we to praise tby name and thee, 
For thorough thee ne liue mjoy and blisse. 
niessed be tijou, nio<-t soueraine to see, 

Thy holy court of gladnesse may not nijsse : 

A thousand sitU we may rejoyce in this, 

That we ben thine wth herte and all yfere, 
Enflamed with thy grace, and heauenly fere.*' 

Musing of tho that spaken in this wise, 

I me bethought m my remembraoBce 
Mine orizon right goodly to deuise, 

And pleasantly with hertes obeisaunce, 

Beseech the goddesse voiden my greuaupce, 
for I loued eke, saufe that I wist not where, 

Yet downe I set and sayd as ye shall here. 

Fairest of all, that euer were or bee, 

Liconr and light, to pensife creature, 

Mine hole affiaunce, and my lady free, 

My goddesse bright, my fortune and my ure, 

I yeue and yeeld my herte to thee full sure. 
Humbly beseeching lady of thy grace 
Me to bestow now in some bless(^ place. 

“ And here I vow me, faithful, true, and kind. 
Without ojOTence of mutabiUtie, 

Humbly to serue, while I haue wit and mind, 

Mine hole affiaunce, and my kdy free. 

In thilhe placey there ye me signe to be : 

And sith this thing of new is yeue me aye 
To k)ue aud serue, needly must I obey. 

** Be merciable with thy fire of grace. 

And fix mmc herte, there beauty is and routh : 

For hote I loue, determine m no place, 

Saufe onely this, by God and by my trouth 
Tronbled f was, with slumber, slepe, and slouth 
This other night, and in a visioun 
1 see a woman romen vp and doun, 

** Of meane statu le, and semely to behold, 

Lustie and fresh, demure of countenaunce, 

Yong and well shape, with hair shone a& gold. 
With eyen as costal, ferced with pleasannee. 

And she gan stirre mine herte a lite to daunce: 
But suddainly she vanish gan nght there, 

Thus I may say, I loue and wote not where. 

« For what she is, ne her duvelling I not. 

And yet I fele that loue fiistreineth me ; 

Might iche her know, her would I fame Grod u'ot 
Serue and obey with all benignitie. 

And if that other be my destiuie. 

So that no wise I shall her neuer see. 

Than graunt me her that best may liken me. 

“ With glad rejoyce to line in parfite hele, 

Oeiioid of wrath, repent or variaunce : 

And able me to doe that may be wele 
Unto my lady, with hertes hie pleasaunce : 

And mighty goddes throngh tby punieiauiice 
My wit, my thogbt, my lust and loue so guide. 
That to thine honor I may me prouide 

« To set mine herte in place there I may like. 

And gladly serue with all affection, 

Great is the paine, which at mine herte doth sticke, 
Till I be sp6d by tb»ne elections 
Helpe lady goddesse, that possession » 

! might of her haue, that in all my life 
5 clepen shall my q^uene, and hertes wife. 


“ And m the Court of Loue to dwell for ay<f 
My will it IS, and done thee saenfice; 

Daily with Diane eke to fight and fraye, 

And holden werre, as might will me suffice : 

That goddesse chast, I keepen in no wise 
To serue, a figge foi all her chastity, 

Her law is for religiousity.” 

And thus gan finish prayer, laud, aud preice, 
Which that I youe to Uenus on my knee, 

Aud m name herte to ponder and to peice, 

I gan anone her image fresh beautie : 

“ Heile to that figure sweet, and heile to thew 
Cupide*’ (quod I) and rose aud yede my wey, 

And m the temple as I yede, I sey 

A shrine surmounting all in stones rich. 

Of which the force was pleasaunce to mine ey. 
With diamond or saphire, neuer licbe 
I haue none seene, ne wrought so wonderly : 

So whan I met with Philobone in hie, 

1 gan demaund, who is this sepulture, 

“ Forsooth** (quod she) a tender creature 

** Is shrined there, and Pity is her name, 

She saw an egle wreke him on a flie. 

And pluck his wing, and eke him m his game, 

And tender herte of that hath made her die : 

Eke she would weep imd mouni right pitously 
To seene a loner suffer great distresse. 

In all the cemrt nas none, as 1 do gesse. 

That coud a loner halfe so well auaile, 

Ne of his wo the torment or the rag^ 

Asken, fbr he was sure withouten fiaile, 

That of his greef she coud the heat assuage 
In steed of Pity, speedeth hote courage 
The matters all of court, now she is dead, 

I me report in this to womanhead. 

** For well and w<=‘ep, and cry, and ^eak, and pray^ 
Women would not haue pity on thy plaint, 

Ne by that mean, to ease thine herte conuay. 

But thee receiuen for their owne talent s 
And say that Pity causelh thee in consent 
Of reuth to take thy seruice and thy paine^ 

In that thou maist, to please tby soueraine. 

But this IS counsaile, keepe it secretly,*' 

(Quod she) « 1 nold for all the world about. 

The queene of loue it wist, and wite ye why. 

For if by me this matter spnngen out, 

In court no lenger should I out of dout 
Dwellen, but shame in all my life endry, 

Now keepe it close’* (quod she) “ this hardely. 

“ Well all is well now shall ye seen,” she said 
“ The fairest lady vnder Sunne that is : 

Come on with me, demean you lich a maid, 

With shamefast drede, for ye shall speak ywid 
With her that is the min our joy and blisse : 

But somewhat strange and sad of her demean 
She is, beware your countenaunce be seen, 

“ Nor ouer light, ne rechelesse, ne too bold, 

Ne malapeit, ne renning with your tong. 

For she will you obeisen and behold. 

And you demand why ye were hence so long 
Out of this court, without resort among : 

And EosiaJl her name is hote aright,^ 

Whose herte as yet is yeuen to no wighK 
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^ And ye also been, as I vnderstond, 

With loue but light auauced, by your woid. 

Might ye by hap your freedom maken bond, 

And fall m grace with her, and wele accord. 

Well might ye thank the god of loue and lord. 

For she that ye saw in your di<»ame appere, 

To loue such one, what are they than the nere, 

Yet wote ye what, as my remembraunce 
Me yeueth now, ye feine where that ye say , 

That ye with loue had neuer acquaintaunce, 

Saue in your dream right late this other day: 
Why yes parde, my life that durat I lay, . 

That ye were caught vpoa an heath, w ban I 
Saw you complain, and sigh full pitoiisly. 

Within an herber, and a gardem faire 
Where flowers grow, and herbes vertuous, 

Of which the sauour swete was and tlie aire. 

There were your self full hote and amorous: 

Iwis ye been too nice and daungerous, 

I would ye now repent, and loi|e some new,** 

Nay by my trotith,^ I said “ I neuer knew 

“ The goodly wight, whose I shall be for aye : 
Guide me the lord, that loue bath made and me.’* 
But forth we went into a chamber gay. 

There was Roeiall, womanly to see. 

Whose streames, sotell piercing of her eye, 

Mine herte gan thrill for beauty in the stound, 
Alas** (quod I) who bath me yeve this wound.” 

And than I drede to speake, till at the last 
I grete the lady reuerenUy and wele, 

Whan that my sigh was gone and ouerpast, 

Than doun on knees fal humbly gan I knele, 
Beseeching her my feruent wo to kele. 

For there I tooke full purpose in my mind 
Unto her grace, my pamfull herte to bind. 

For if I shall all fully her discriue. 

Her head was round, by compasse of nature. 

Her haire as gold, she passed all on liue, 

And hlly forehed had this creature. 

With liueliche browes, flaw of colour pure, 

Betwene the which was meane diSceueraunce 
From euery brow, to shew a due distaunce. 

Her nose directed streight, and euen as line. 

With forme and shape thereto conuenient, 

In which the goddes milk white path doth shine, 
And eke her eyen ben bright and orient, 

As is tbe smaragde, vmo my judgement, 

Oi^yet these steires Heauenfy small and bright. 
Her visage is of louely rede and white. 

Her mouth is short, and shit in little space. 
Flaming somedeale, not ouer redde f mean, 

With pregnant lips, and thick tp kisse percase, 

For lippes tbinne not flat, bat ener lene. 

They serue of naught, they be not worth a bean. 
For if the basse been full, there is delite, 
Maximian truly thus doth he write, 

Bnt to my purpose, I say white as snow 
Been all her teeth, and in order they stood 
Of one stature, and eke her breath I trow 
Sumoi|nteth all odours that euer 1 found 
In sweetnesse, and her body, face, and bond 
Been s^arpely slender, so that from the bead 
lJuto the fbot^ all is but womanhead. 


I hold mv peace, of other things !i’dde, 

Here shall my ^oule, and not my toug bewray, 
iJut how she was ariaicd, if yc roe tudde, 

'fhat shall I well discoucr 5 ’’ou and say, 

A bend of gold and sllke, full fre>b and gay, 
With hei intresse, broudered full wele. 

Right smoothly kept, and shming eueiydele. 

About her necke a fiowLor of fresh dcui'^e, 

With rabies set, that lusty were to sene, 

And she m goun was light and summer wise, 
Sbapen full wele, the colour was of grene. 

With aureat sent about her sides clpne. 

With diuers stones, precious and rich, 

Hi us was she rayed, yet saw I neuer her Ilcb. 

For if that Joue had bnt this lady seine, 

Tho Calixto ne yet Alomeuia, 

They neuer had den in his annes leine, 

Ne be had loued the faire Europa, 

Ye ne yet Dane ne Antiopa, 

For all their beauty stood in Rosiall, 

She seemed lich a thing celestiall. 

In bounty, favour, part, and seemelinesse, 
Pleasaunt of figure, mirrour of ddite. 

Gracious to seene, and root of all gentiincsse, 
With angell visage, lusty redde and white : 
There was not lack, saufe daunger bad alite 
Hns goodly fresh in rule and goueinaunce. 

And somdele strange she was for her pleasswmee. 

And truly sone I took my leaue and went. 

Whan she bad roe enquired what I was. 

For more and more impressen gan tbe dent 
Of Loues dart, while 1 beheld her fece. 

And eft againe I come to seeken grace. 

And vp I put my bill, with sentence ckte. 

That followeth after, rede and ye shall here> 

“ O ye fresh, of beauty the root. 

That nature hath formed so wele and made 
Piinces and qirene, and ye that may do boot 
Of all my langour, with your words glad, 

Ye wounded me, ye made me wo bestad. 

Of grace redresse my mortal! greefe, as ye 
Of all my harme the very causer be. 

“ Now am I caught, and vnware suddainlv 
With persaunt streames of your eye so clerc, 
Subject to been, and semen you mekely. 

And all y^our man, iwis my lady dere, 

Abiding grace, of which I you require. 

That mereilesbc ye cause me not to sterue. 

But guerdon me, licbe as I may desenie, 

« For by my troth, all the days of my breath 
I am and will be your in will and herte, 

Patient and meeke, for you to suffer death 
If it require, now rue vpon my smart. 

And this I swere, I neuer shall out start 
From Loues Court for none aduersitie. 

So ye would rue on my distiesae and 

“ My desteny, my fate, and boure I blisse^ 
That haue me set to been obedie^ 

Onely to you, the fioure of all iwia^ 

I trust to Ueuus neuer to repent. 

For euer redy, giad and diEgenl* 

Ye shall me find in seruicc to your grac^ 

Till death my life out of my body rai^ 
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1101111)16 vnto your excellence so digue, 

EnfoTcittg aye my wits and Uelite 

To serue and please with glad herte and benigue. 

And been as Troylus Troyes knight, 

Or Antonie for Cleopatre bright. 

And neuer you me thinkes to renay, 

This shall I keepe vnto mine ending day. 

“ Enprint my speech in your memoriall 
Sadly my princes, salue of all my sore, 

And think, that for 1 would becommen thrall. 

And been your owne, as I haue sayd before, 

Ye must of pity cherish more and more 
Your man, and tender after his desert, 

And giue him courage for to been expert. 

** For where that one hath set his herte on fire, 

And findeth neither refute ne pleasaunce, 

Ne word of comfort, death will quite his hire, 

Alns that there is none allegeaunce 
Of all their wo, alas the great greuaunce 
To lone vnlou<^, but ye my lady dcre, 

In other wise may gouerne this matere.” 

Truly gramercy friend of your goo<l will. 

And of your profer in your humble wise. 

But for your service, take and keep it still. 

And where ye say, I ought you well to cherise, 

And of your greefe the remedy deuise, 

I know not why : I nam acquainted well 
With you, ne wot not sothly where ye dwell.” 

In art of lone I write, and songs make, 

That may be song in honour of the king 
And quene of loue, and than I vndertake. 

He that is sadde, shall than full merry sing, 

And daungerous not ben in euery thing 
Beseech I you, but seene my will and rede, 

And let your answere put me out of drede.” 

“ What is your name, rehearse it here I pray. 

Of whence and where, of what condition 
That ye been of, let see come off and say, 

Fame would I know your disposition 
Ye haue put on your old entention. 

But what ye mean to serve me I ne wote, 

Saufc that ye say ye loue me wonder hote.'^ 

5*My name, alas, my herte why makes thou straunge, 
Philogeuet I calld am fer and nere. 

Of Cambridge clerk, that neuer think to chaunge 
Fro you that with your heuenly stremes clere 
Bauish mine herte and ghost, and all infere, 

Since at the first I write my bill for grace. 

Me thinke I see some mercy in your face. 

« And what I mene, by gods that all hath wrought, 
My bill now maketh finall mention, 

That ye been lady in my inward thought 
Of all mine herte withouten offencion, 

That I best loue, and sith I begon 
To draw to court, lo than what might I say, 

I yeeld me here vnto your nobley. 

** And if that I offend, or wilfully 
By pomp of herte your precept disobay, 

Or done againe your will unskilfolly, 

Or greuen you for earnest or for play, 

Correct ye me right sharply than I piay. 

As it IS seene vnto your womanhed^ 

And rew on me, or els I nam but dede.” 


“ Nay God foibede to fefie so with grace, 
And for a word of sugicd eloquence. 

To haue compassion in so little space. 

Than were it time that some of vs were hens, 

Ye shall not find m me such msoleiice : 

Eye what is this, may ye not suifre sight, 

How may ye looke vpou the candle light ^ 

** That clerer is and hotter than mine eie, 

And yet ye sayd the beames perse and ^te. 

How shall ye than the candle light endrie, 

For well wote ye, that hath the sharper hete, 

And there ye bid me, you correct and hete. 

If ye offend, nay that may not be done. 

There come hut few, that speden here «o sone. 

Withdraw your eie, withdraw from presens eke 
Hurt not your selfe, through foly with a look, 

I would be sorry so to make you sicke, 

A woman should beware eke whom she took : 

Ye beth a clerke, go sercben well my book, 

If any women ben so light to wmne, 

Nay bide a while, tho ye were all my kmne. 

** S?o sone ye may not win mine herte in truth, 
The guise of court will seen your stedfastnesse ; 
And as you done to haue vpou you reuth. 

Your owne desert, and lowly gentilnesse, 

That will rew’ard you joy for heauinesse. 

And tho ye waxen pale, and grene and dede, 

Ye must it vse a while withouten drede, 

** And it accept and grutchen in no wise. 

But where as ye me heartely desire 
To lene to loue, me tinnke ye be not wise. 

Cease of your language, cease I you require, 

For he that hath this twenty y eare ben here, 
May not obtame, than maruaile I that ye 
Be now so bold of loue to treat with me.” 

“ Ah mercy herte, my lady and my loue, 

My rightwise pnncesse and my lines guide. 

Now may I plaine to Uenus all aboue. 

That ruthlesse ye me gaue this wound so wide ; 
What haue I done, why may it not betide, 

That for my trouth I may receiued be : 

Alas than, your daimger and your cruelte. 

“ In wofuU houre, I got was welaway, 

In woful houre fostrei and ifedde, 

In wofull houre iborne, that I ne may 
My supplication sweetly haue I spedde. 

The fiosty graue and cold must be my bedde, 
Without ye list your grace and mercy sbewe. 
Death with his axe so fast on me doth hewe. 

** So great disease and in so littell while. 

So littel joy that felte I neuer yet. 

And at my wo Fortune ginneth to smile, 

That neuer earst I felt so hard a fit: 

Confomiden ben my spintes and my wit. 

Till that my lady take me to her cure, 

W'hich I loue best of erthly creature. 

** But that I like, that may T not come by. 

Of that I plain, that haue I habondauuce. 
Sorrow and thought they sit me wonder nie. 

Me is withhold that might be my pleasance: 

Yet tume againe my worldly sufiisauncc, 

O lady blight, and saufe your faithfull true^ 

And or I die yet ones vpon me rewe.” 
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With that I fell m sound and dede as stone. 

With colour slame and wanne as asshc pale. 

And by the hand she caught me vp anon, 

“ Anse/" (quod she) ‘‘ what haue ye dronken dwale. 
Why slepen ye it is no mtertale:” 

Now mercy sweete,” (quod I ) « i wis affiraied 
What thing,” (quod she) “ hath made you so dis- 
maied. 

** Now wote I well that ye a louer be. 

Your hew is witnesse in this thing,’* she said : 

“ If ye were secret, ye might know,” (quod she) 

‘‘ Curteise and kind, all this shuld he alaid : 

And now mine hert^ al that I haue missaid, 

I shall amend and set your herte in ease.” 

“ That word it is,” (quod I) that doth me please,” 

“ But this I chaige, that ye the stents keepe, 

And breke them not for slouth nor ignoraunce.” 
With that she gan to smile and laughen depe, 

** Iwis,” (quod I) “ I will do your pleasaunce: 

The xvi. statute doth me great greuaance, 

But ye must that relcasse or modifie.” | 

« I graunt,” (quod she) « and so I will truly.” 

And softly than her colour gan appere. 

As rose so red throughout her visage all. 

Wherefore me thinke it is accordyng here, I 

That she of right be cleped Rosiall : 

Thus haue I won with words great and small i 
Some goodly worde of her, that I loue best, | 

And trust she shall yet sette mine herte in rest, 

“ Goth on,” she said to Philobone, and take 
This man with you, and lede him all about 
Within the court, and she we him for my sake 
What louers dwell within, and all the rout 
Of officers him shew, for he is out of dout j 

A straunger yet — ** Come on,” (quod Philobone) 
“ Philogenet with me now must ye gon.” ! 

And stalkyng soft with easie pace, I saw, j 

About the kyng stonden all enoiron, 

Attendaunce, Diligence, and their felow ! 

Fortherer, Asperaunce, and many one, : 

Dred to offend, there stood, and not alone, 1 

Tor there was eke the cruell aduersair. 

The louers foe that cleped is Dispair. 

Which vnto me spake angrely and fell, 

And said, “ My lady me disseine ne shall : 

Trowest thou,” (quod she) ** that all that she did tell, 
Is trne, nay nay, but vnder hony gall. 

Thy birth and hers they be nothing pgall: 

Cai of thine herte, for all her words white, 

For in good faith she loueth thee but alite. 

“ And eke remembre thine habilite, 

May not compare wkh her, this well thou wot 
Ye then came Hope and said, ** My frend let be, 
Beleue him not ; Dispaire he ginneth dote,” 

** Alas,” (quod I) “ here is both cold and hote : 
The one me biddeth loue, the toder nay, 

Thus wote 1 not what me is best to say. 

“ But well wote I, my lady graunted me, 

Truly to be my woundes remedie. 

Her gentilness may not infected be 
With doublenesse, thus trust I till I die,'* 

So cast I to voide Dispaires company, 

4nd taken Hope to conncel and to Mend. 

^ Yeakeep that well,” (quod Philobone) in mind.** 


And there bpside ’’.itbin a bay window, 

Stixl one in grene ful large of bread and length. 
His beard as black as fetheis of the crow, 

His name was Lust of wonder might and stre^gMi, 
And ^ith Dehte to argue there he thinkHh, 

For this was all his opinion, 

That loue was sinne : and so be hath begon 

To reason fast, and ledge auctruitie : 

‘‘ Nay,” (quod Delite) “ loue is a vertue clere. 
And from the soule his prO!?resse holdeth he: 
Blind apetrte of lust doth often stere, 

And that is sinne : for reason lacketh there, 

For thou dost think thy neighbours aife to win . 
Yet thinke it well that loue may not be sinne. 

“ For God, and seint, they lone rigiit vcrely, 

Uoid of all sinne and vise this know 1 xiell. 
Affection of flesh is sinne truly. 

But verray lone is vertue as i fele. 

For loue may thy freill desire ackele : 

For verray loue is loue, withonten sinne 
** Now stmt,” (quod Lost) “ tbon speketh not worth 
a pinne.” 

And there I left them in their arguing^ 

Roming ferther in the castell wide. 

And in a comer Lier stode talking. 

Of lesings fast, with Flatery there beside. 

He said that woman weare attire of pnde. 

And men were found of nature vanaiint. 

And could be false and shewen bcaw semblaunt 

Than Flatery bespake and said, ywis 
See so she goth on patens faire and fete, 

It doth right well : what prety man is tins, 

That pometh here, now truly drink ne mt te 
Nede I not bane, mine herte for joy doth bete 
Him to behold, so is he goodly fresh : 

It semeih for bae his herte is tender and oesb. 

This is the court of lusty fblke and glad. 

And well becommeth their abite and array, 

O why be some so sory and so sad. 

Complaining thus in l^ke and white and gray, 
Freres they ben, and monkes ia good fay : 

Alas for routh great dole it is to scene. 

To see them thus bewaile and sory been. 

See how they cry and wring their hands white. 

For they so sone went to religion. 

And eke the nonnes with vay le and wimple plight. 
Then thought ,s, they ben m confuaou : 

“ Alas,” they sam “ we fain perfection, 

In clothes wide and lacke our libertie. 

But all the sinne motje on opr frends be. 

" For Uenus wote, we wold as faine as ye. 

That bene altyred here and welbesene, 

Desiren man and loue in our degre, 

Perm and faithful right as wold the quene : 

Our frends wick in tender youth and grene, 
Ayeost our will made vs religious. 

That is the cause we mourn and wailen thxw.” 

Tlian said the monk and freres in the tidc^ 

<< Wei may we curse our abbes and our plaee^ 
Our statutes sharpe to sing in copes wide. 
Chastely to keepe vs out of loues grace, 

And neuer to fele comfort ne solaces 
Yet sulfre we the heate of tones fire, 

And after that some other ha|)ly we depire. 
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* O Fortune cursed^ why now and wheiefore 
Hast thou,” they said, “ berafte vs hbcrtie. 

Si the nature yaue vs" instrument in store. 

And appetite to loue and loners be ? 

Why mote we suffer socli aduersite, 

Diane to serue, and Uenus to refuse, 

Ful often S’the this matters doth vs muse ? 

“ We serue and honour sore ayenst our will, 

Of chastite the goddes and the queene. 

Us leefer were with Uenus biden still. 

And haue reward for loue and soget bene 
Unto these women courtly, fresh, and shene, 
Fortune we curse thy wheele of variance, 

There we were well thou reuist our plesance.” 

Thus leaue T them with voice of plaint and care. 

In raging wo crying full petously, 

And as I yede full naked and full bare. 

Some I behold looking dispitously, 

On pouerty that dedly cast their eye. 

And Welaway,” they cried, and w ere not fame, 
For they ne might their glad desiio attame. 

For lacke of richesse worldly and good, 

They banne and curse, and weep, and sain, “ Alas, 
That pouerty hath vs bent that whilom stood 
At hertes ease, and free and iu good caijc, 

But now we dare not shew our self in place, 

Ne vs embold to dwell m company. 

There as our herte wold loue right faithfully.” 

And yet againward shriked cuery nonne, 

The pange of loue so straineth them to crie: 

** Now wo the time,” (quod they) “ that we be houn 
This hatefoll ordre nise will done vs die, 

We sighe and sobbe, and bleden inwardly, 

Freting ourself noth thought and hard complaint, 
That nie for loue we waxen wood and faint."* 

And as I stood beholding here and there, 

1 was ware of a sort full languisbmg, 

Sauage and wild, of loking and of chere, 

Their mantelles and their clothes ey tering, 

And oft: they wer^of nature complaining, 

For they their members lacked, foot and hand, 
With visage wry, and blind t vnderstand. 

They lacked diape, and beauty to preferre 
Themself in loue: and said that 6^ and kind. 
Hath fbtged them to worshippen the sterre, 

XJenns the bright, and leften all behind. 

His other werkes dene and out of mind : 

For other have their full shape and beaut}'. 

And w^” (quod they) been in deformity.” 

And nie to them there was a company. 

That bane the susters waned and missatde, 

I meane the three of fetal destiny, 

That be our workers: sodenly abraide 
Out gan they cry as they bad been affraide, 

“ We curse,” (quod they) that euer hath nature, 
Iformed vs this wofiiU life to endure.” 

And there eke was Contrite and gan repent, 
Confessing hole the wound that Cithere 
Hath with the darte of hote desire him sent. 

And how that he to loue must subject be. 

Than held he all his skomes vanity, 

And said that louers held a hlisful life, 

VoD^ men and old, and widow, maid and wife. 


“ Bereue me goddesse,” (quod he) “ of thy might 
My skomes ail anel skoffes, that I haue 
No power for to moken anj' wight, 

'fhat in thy seruice dwell ; for I did raue: 

This know I well light now so god me saue. 

And I shal be the chief post of thy feith. 

And loue uphold, the reuers who so saith.” 

Dissemble stode not ferre from him in troth, 

With party mantil party hode and hose. 

And said he had vpon his lady routh, 

And tlius he wound him in, and gan to glosc 
Of his entent ful double I suppose, 

In all the world he said he loued her wele, 

But ay me thought he loued her nere a dele. 

Eke Shamfastnesse was there as T tooke hede, 

That blushed rede, and durst nat ben aknow 
She loner was, for thereof had she drede, 

She stode and hing lier visage downe alow, 

But such a sight it was to scene I trow. 

As of these roses rody bn their stalke, 
lliere coud no wight her spy to speak or talk. 

In loucs art so gan she to abashe, 

Ne durst not vtter al her preuity : 

Many a stripe and many a greuous lashe 
She gauen to them that wolden louers be. 

And hindered sore the simple cominalty, 

That in no wise durst grace and mercy craue , 

For were not she they need but ask and haue. 

Where if they now aprochein for to speke. 

Than Shamefastnesse retumetb them again : 

They thmke, if we our secrets counsel breke, 

Our ladies wil haue scorn on vs certem. 

And peraiienture thinken great disdem: 

Thus Shamefastnesse may bringen hi Dispeire, 
Whan she is dede the toder will be heire. 

Come forth a Vaunter, now I ring thy hel, 

I spied him soue, to God I make a vowe. 

He loked blacke as fendes doth in Hell, 

** The first,” (quod he) " that euer I did wowe> 
Within a worde she come, I wotte not how. 

So that in armes was my lady free. 

And so hath ben a thousand mo than she. 

“ In England, Britain, Spain, and Picardy, 

, Artois, and Fraunce, and vp in hie Holand, 

In Buigoioe, Naples, and Italy, 

Naueme, and Grece, and vp in hethen lond 
Was neuer woman yet that wold withstond. 

To ben at commaundement whan I wold, 

I lacked neyther siluer, coigne, ne gold. 

“ And there I met with this estate and that. 

And here I broched her, and her I trow ; 

Lo there goeth one of mine, and wotte ye what I 
You fiesh attired haue I laid full Ipwe, 

And soch one yonder eke right well I know : 

1 kept the statute whan we lay ifere. 

And yet yon same hath made me right good chere.** 

Thus hath a Vaunter blowen euery where, 

Al that he knoweth, and more a thousand fold 
His auncestry of kinne was to Lier, 

For first he maketb promise for to hold 
His ladies councel, and it not ynibld, 

Wherfore the secret whan he doth vnshitte. 

Than lieth he, that all the world may witte. 
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And with the word Thoaght bad iarewel and yede; 
Eke forth went I to icene the courts guise. 

And at the doore came m so God me cipede, 
Twenty courteourb of age and of ast^ibe 
Liche high, aikd brode, and as I me adui(», 

'fhe Golden Loue, and Leden Lotie they hi^t. 

The tone was sad, the toder glad and light. 


THE 

For falsing so his promise and behest, 

J wounder sore he hath such fantasie, 

He lacketh wit I trow or is a beast. 

That can no bet himself with reason gie. 

By mine aduisc, loue shall be contrary 
To his auaile, and him eke dishonour, 

So that in court he shall no more sojour. 

“ Take heed,'’ (quod she) this little Philobone, 
Where Enuy rocketh in the comer yond, j 

And sitteth dirke, and ye shall see anone - 

His leane body, fading both face and bond, | 

Himselfe he frettetb, as I vnderstond, i 

Witnesse of Quid methamorphosose, 

The louers fo he is, I will not glose. | 

** For where a louer thinketh him promote, 

Euuy will grutch, repining at his wele, 1 

It swelleth sore about his hertes rote, 

That in no wise he cannot liue in hele. 

And if the faithful to his lady stele, 

Enuy will noise and ring it round s^ut. 

And sey much worse than done is out of dout” 

And Priuy Thought regoysing of himselfe, 

Stood not ferre thence in abite marudlous, 

Yon is,” (thought I) some spirit or some elfe. 
His sabtill image is so curious : 

How is,” (quod I) that he is shaded thus 
With yonder cloth, I not of what colour 
And nere I went and gan to lere and pore. 

And framed him a question full hard, 

** What is,” (quod I) the thing thou louest best, 
Or what is bote vnto thy paines hard. 

Me thinke thou liuest here in great vnrest. 

Thou wandrest aye from south to east and west. 
And east to north as ferre as I can see, 

There is no place m court may holdcn thee. 

“ Whom followest thou where is thy herte iset, 

But my demaund asoile I thee require.” 

Me thought,” (quod he) “ no creature may let 
Me to ben here, and where as I desire : 

For where as absence hath done out the fire. 

My mery thought it kindeleth yet againe. 

That bodely me thinke with my soueraine 

** 1 stand and speake, and laugh, and kisse, and 
halse: 

So that my thought comforteth me fol oft, 

I think god wote, though al the world be false, 

1 will be true, I tbinke also how soft 
My lady is in speacb, aad this on loft * 

Bnngeth miu herte with joy and great gladnes. 
This priuy thought alayeth mine heauines. 

“ And' what I thinke or where to be, no man 
In all this Earth can tell iwis but I : 

And eke there nis no swalow swift, nc swan 
So wight of wing, iie half so yeme can flie. 

For I can bene and that right sodenly. 

In Heuen, in Hell, m Paradise, and here, 

And With my lady whan I will desire. 

I am of counsell, ferre and wide I wote. 

With lorde and lady, and theyr preuitie 
I wotte it all, and be it colde or bote, 

They shall not speake without licence of me, 

• 1 mine in soch as seasonable be. 

For first the thing is thought within the hart, 
any word otft from the mouth astart 


" Yes dmw your herte aith all your force and might. 
To lustinesse and ben as ye haue seid. 

And thinke that I no dropc of faoour bight, 

Ne neuer had vnto your de^e obeid. 

Till sodenly me thought roe was afiraied. 

To scene you waxe so de<le of counteiiaunce, 

And Pile bade me done you some pl^isannce. 

** Oat of her shrine she rose from death to line^ 
And itt mine eare full priuely she spake, 

‘ Doth not your seruaunt hens away to driue, 
Rosial,* (quod she) < and than mine herte it brake. 
For tenderich: and where I fouud moch lacke. 

In your person, than I my selfe bethought. 

And saide, this is the man myoehearte Imtb aoughf* 

“ Gramercy Pity, might I but suffise. 

To yeue due laude vnto thy shrine of gold, 

God wotte I would ; for sith that thou did rise 
From death to Hue for me, 1 am behold, 

To thanken you a thousand times told. 

And eke my lady Rosial the shene, 

Which hath in comfort set mine herte iweoe* 

And here I make mine protestacion, 

And depely swere as mine power to b^e 
Faithful, deuoideof variacioo. 

And her forbeare in anger or in teae. 

And semiceable to my worides quene. 

With al my reason and intelligence 
To done her honour high and reoerence.” 

1 had not spoke so sone the worde, but she. 

My sonerain, did thanke me hertely. 

And said, ^ Al^ ye ritall dwell still with nfe, 

Till season come of May, for than truly, 

The king of kme and all his company. 

Shall hold his feste fiill rially and well,” 

And there I bode till that the season fell. 

On May day whan the larke began to rise. 

To matens went the lusty nightingale. 

Within a temple shapen hauthom wise. 

He might not slepe in all the nightertale, 

But “ Domme labia,” gan he cry and gale, 

“ My lippes open lord of lone I cry. 

And let my mouthlhy preisiiig now bewty,” 

The egle sang ”Vcojte bodies all. 

And let vs joy to kme that is our beslth,H 
And to the depke anon they gan to fell, 

And who came late he preced in by stealth : 

Than sayd the fm^coB our own hertes wealth, 

« Domine Dominos noster 1 wote. 

Ye be the God that done vs brenne thusiiote.” 

“ Cmli enarraat,’^ said the popingay, 

« Your might is told in Heauen and 

And than came in the finch frephe and gay. 

And said this psalme with hertily glad utent ' 

“ Domini est terra,” this laten 

The God of lone hath yerth is gooemannee : 

Aud than the wren gan sc^pea and to ^unoe^ 
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Jube Domino O lord of lone, I pray 
'Commantid me well this lesson for to rede, 

This legende is of ail that woulden dey 
Marters for loue, God yet the souls spede: 

And to thee Uenus sing we out of dr^e, 

By influence of all thy vertue great, 

Besechyng thee to keepe vs in our heat.” 

The second lesson robin redebrest sang, 

Haile to the god and goddcs of our lay,’* 

And to the lectom amorously he sprung, 

^ Haile now,” (quod eke) “ O fresh season of May, 
Our moneth glad that singen on the spray, 

Haile to the doures, rede, and white, and blewe, 
Which by their virtue maketh our lust new.” 

The third lesson the turtil done toke up. 

And thereat lough the mauis in a scorne. 

He said, “ O God, as mote I dme or suppc. 

This folush doue will giue us al an home. 

There ben right here a M better home, 

To rede this lesson, which as well as he, 

And eke as hote, can loue in all degree.” 

The turl^l doue said, “ Welcom, welcom May, 
Gladsom and light to louers that hen txew ; 

I thanke thee lord of loue that doth puruey. 

For me to rede this lesson al of dewe, 

For in good soth of corage I pursue. 

To serue my make HU death vs must depart,” 

And than “ Tu antem” sang he aU apart. 

** Te deum amoris” sang thethmstel cocke, 
Tuball himselfe the first musician. 

With key of armony coude not on locke, 

So swete tewne as that the thrustel can : 

The lorde of loue we praysen,” (quod he) than, 
And so done al the foules great and lite, 

Honour we May, in fajs louers dispite.” 

“ Dominus regnauit,” said the pecocke there. 

The lord of loue that mighty pnnce iwis. 

He is receyued here and euery where : 

Now lubilate sing:”— “ Whatmeaneth tbis^” 
Said than the Imet ; “ welcome lord of blisse 
Out sterte the owle with “ Benedicite,” 

WThat meaneth all this mery fore” (quod he.) 

Laudate,” sang the larke with voice ful shni. 
And eke the kight ** O admirabile. 

This quere wil Hiorow mine ears peis and tbril. 
But what, welcome this May season,” (quod he) 

“ And honour to the lord of loue mote be. 

That hath this festc so solempue and so hie,” 
Amen,” said al, and so said eke the pie. 

And forth the cockow gan precede anon, 

W^th “ Benedictus” thanking God in hast, 

That in this May would visite them ecbon, 

And gladden them all while the feast sbal last : 
And therewithal a laughter out he brast, 

“ I thanke it God that 1 shuld end the song. 

And all the seruice which bath ben so long ” 

Thus sang they all the seruice of the fest. 

And that was done right erly to my dome, 

And forth goth all ,the court both most and lest, 
To fetch the floures fresh, and braunch and blome. 
And namely hautbum brought both page and grome 
With fresh garlants party blew and white, 

And than rejoysen in their great delite. 


Eke ech at other threw the floures bright, 

The primerose, the uiolete, and the gold. 

So tlian ac I beheld the royall sight. 

My lady gan me sodenly behold. 

And with a trewe lone plited many a fold ; 

She smote me through the very heart as bliue, 
And Uenus yet I thanke I am ahue. 

EXPLICIT. 


CliAUCER^S DREAM^ 

NEVER PRINTED BEFORE THE YEAR 1597. 

THAT WHICH HERETOFORE HATH GONE UNDER THE NAME 
or HIS DREAM, IS THE ROOK OF THE DUTCHESS 1 OR THE 
DCAni OF BIANCH, DUTCHESS OP LANCASTER. 


This Dream, devised by Chaucer, seemeth to be a 
covert report of the marriage of John of Gaunt 
the king’s son, with Blanch the daughter of Henry 
duke of Lancaster, who, after long love, (during 
the time whereof the poet fcigneth them to be 
dead) were in the end by consent of friends hap- 
pily manied: figured by a bird bringing in her 
bill an herb which restored them to life again. 
Here also is shewed Chaucer’s match “with a cer- 
tain gentlewoman, who, although she was a 
stranger, was notwithstanding so well liked and 
loved of the lady Blanch and her lord, as Chau- 
cer himself also was, that gladly they concluded 
a inarriage between them. [All this says Tyr-f 
Whitt IS a mere fancy, but there is no ground fojr 
doubting the authenticity of the poem.] 


Whan Flora the queene of pleasaunce. 
Had whole achieued tbobeysauuce 
Of the fresh and new season, 

Tfaorow out query region, 

And with her mantle whole couert 
That winter made bad discoueit, 

Of auenture without light, 

In May I lay vpon a night 
Alone, and on my lady thought, 

And how the lord that her wrought. 
Couth well entayle in imagery 
And shewed had great maistry, 

Whan he in so little space 
Made such a body and a face, 

So great beauty with swich features 
More than in other creatures. 

And in my thoughts as 1 lay 
In a lodge out of the way. 

Beside a well in a forest, 

Where after hunting I tooke rest, 
Nature and kind so in me wrought. 
That halfe on sleepe they me brought. 
And gan to dreame to my thinking, 
With mind of knowliche like makmg^ 
For what 1 dreamed as me thought 
1 saw it, and I slept nought. 

Wherefore is yet my full beleeue, 

That some good spint that eue. 

By meane of some carious port. 

Bare me, where I saw payne and sport, 
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But whether it were I woke or slept, 

Well wot I of, 1 lough and wept, 
Wherefore I woU m remembraimce. 

Put whole the payne, and the pleasauncc, 
Which was to me axeii and hele, 

Would Gc*d ye wist it euery dele, 

Or at the least, ye might o mght 
Of such another baue a sight. 

Although It were to you a payne. 

Yet on the morow ye would be fayne. 

And wish it might long dure. 

Than might ye say ye had good cure, 

For he that dreames, and wenes he see, 
Much the better yet may hee 
Wit what, and of whom, and where. 

And eke the lasse it woll hindere, 

To thinke I see this with mine eene, 

Iwis this may not dreame kene. 

But signe or signidaunce, 

Of hasty thing jsouning pleasaunce. 

For on this wise vpon a night. 

As ye haue heard without light. 

Not all wakyng, ne full on sleepe 
About such houre as iouers weepc, 

Aud cry after their ladies grace, 

Befell me this wonder cace. 

Which ye shall heare and all the wise, 

So wholly as 1 can deuise, 

In playne English ouill written. 

For sleepe writer well ye witten. 

Excused is, though he do irus, 

More than one that waking is, 

Wherefore here of your gentilnesse, 

I you requyre my boistousnesse 
Ye let passe, as thing rude 
And heareth what I woll conclude, 

And of the endityng taketh no he^ 

Ne of the tearmes so God you speed, 

But let all passe as nothing were. 

For thus befell, as you shall here. 

Within an yle me thought 1 was. 
Where wall, and yate was all of glasses 
And so was closed round about. 

That ieauelesse none come in ne out, 
Uncouth and straunge to behold. 

For euery yate of fine gold, 

A thousand fanes, aie turning, 

Entnued had, and briddes singing, 

Diuers, and on each fane a paire, 

With open mouth again thaire. 

And of a sute were all the toures, 
Subtily coruen after floares. 

Of vncouth colours daring aye. 

That neuer been none seene m May, 
With many a small turret hie, 

But man on hue could I non sie, 

Ne creatures, sane ladies play. 

Which were such of theyr array. 

That as me thought of goodlihead. 

They passeden all, and womanhead. 

For to behold them daunce and sing. 

It seemed like none earthly thing, 

Such was their Tucouth countinaunce. 

In euery play of right vsauuce. 

And of one age euenchone, 

They seemed all saue onely one. 

Which had of yeeres sufB^unce, 

For she might neyther sing ne daunce. 
But yet her countenaunce was so glad, 
As she so fewe yeeres had had. 


As any lady that was there 
And as little it did her dere, 

Of lustmes to laugh aud tale 
ts she bad full stuffed a male 
O; iisports and new playes : 
fay.e had she been m her dales, 
inaistresse seemed well to be. 

Of ail that lusty rompanie, 

And so she might 1 you ensure* 

For one the conniugcst creature 
She was, and so said euenchone. 

That euer her knew, there fayled none. 

For she was sober, and well auised. 

And from euery fault disguised, 

And nothing vsed but faith and truth. 

That she nas young it was great ruth, 

For euery where and in ech place. 

She gouemed her, that m grace 
She stode alway with poore and riche, 
That at a word was none her hche, 

Ne halfe so able maistres to be. 

To such a lusty companie. 

Befell me so, when 1 auised 
Had, the yle that me suffised, 

And whole the state euery where, 

Hiat in that lusty yle was there. 

Which was more wonder to deuise. 

Than the joieux paradise, 

I dare well say, for floure ne tree, 

Ne thing wherein pleasaunce might bee. 
There feyled none, for euery wight. 

Had they desired, day and night, 

Riches, heale, beauty, and ease. 

With euery thing that them might please, 
Thinke and haue, it cost no mor^ 

In such a country there before^ 

Had I not bene ne heard tell, 

That lived creature might dwell. 

And when I had thus all aboat. 

The yle auised throughout, 

ITie state, and how they were arayed, 

In my heart I were well payed. 

And in my selfe I me assui^. 

That in my body I was well ured, 

Sith I might haue such a grace. 

To see the ladies and the place. 

Which were so feire I you ensure. 

That to my dome though that nature, 
Would euer striue and do her paine. 

She should not con ne mow attaine, 

The least feature to amend, 

Though she would all her conning 
That to beauty might auaile. 

It were but pame and lost traonile^ 

Such part in their natiuity. 

Was them alarged of beauty. 

And eke they bad a thing notable^ 

Unto their death, ay durable. 

And was, that their beauty should dure. 
Which was neuer scene in creature, 

Saue onely there (as I trow) 

It hath not be wist ne know. 

Wherefore I praise with th^ oonning, 
That during beauty, rich thing. 

Had they been of their lines oerttdoev 
They had been quite of euery pain^ 

And when I wend thus all haueseea^ 
The state, the riches, t^i^ might been 
That me thought impossible were. 

To see one thing more Uum was there. 
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That to beauty or glad conning, 

Serue or anaile might any thing. 

All sodainly as I there stood. 

This lady that coath so much good-. 

Unto me came with smiling chere. 

And said “Benedicite, this yere 
Saw I neuer man here but you. 

Tell me how ye come hider now ? 

And your name, and whei e ye dwell ^ 
And whom ye seeke eke mote ye tell, 
And how ye come be to this place. 

The soth well told may cause you grace. 
And else ye mote prisoner be. 

Unto the ladies here, and me. 

That hane the gouemaunce of this yle :** 
And with that word she gan. to smile. 
And so did all the lusty rout 
Of ladies that stood her about. 

■f* Madame,** (quod 1) this night past. 
Lodged 1 was and slept i^t. 

In a forest beside a well. 

And now am here, how should I tell. 
Wot I not, by whose ordinance, 

But onely Fortunes purueiance. 

Which pats many as 1 gesse. 

To trauaile, paine, and businesse. 

And lettes notlung for their troth. 

But some sleeth eke, and that is ruth. 
Wherefore I doubt her brittilaes. 

Her variance and vnsteadfostnes. 

So that 1 am as yet afraid, 

And of my beyng here amaid. 

For wonder thing seemeth me. 

Thus many fresh ladies to see. 

So faire, so cunning, and so yong, 

And no man dwelling them among : 

Not I not how I hider come, 

Madame,*’ (quod I) “ this all and some. 
What should I faine a long processe 
To yon that seeme such a pnneesse. 
What please you commaund or say. 
Here I am you to obay. 

To my power, and all fulfill. 

And prisoner bide at your will. 

Till you duly euform^ be;. 

Of euery thing ye a^e me.** 

This lady there right well apeud. 

Me by the band tooke, and said. 
Welcome prisoner aduetatcous. 

Bight glad am I ye haue said thus, 

And for ye doubt me to ^splease, 

I will assay to do you ease 
And with that word, ye anon. 

She, and the ladies euerichon 
Assembled, and to counsaile went. 

And after that soone for me sent. 

And to me said on this manere. 

Word for word, as ye shall here. 

To see yoa here vs thinke marumle. 
And how without bote or saile. 

By any subtilty or wyle. 

Ye get bane entre in this yle, 

But not for that, yet shall ye see. 

That we gentill women bee. 

Loth to di^lease any wight. 
Notwithstanding our great right. 

And for ye shall well vnderstond 
The old custome of this lond. 

Which hath continued many yere. 

Ye shall well wete that with vs here 


Ye may not bide, for causes twain®. 
Which we be purposed you to same. 

‘‘ Thone is this, our ordinance. 

Which is of long continuance, 

Woll not, sotlily we you tell. 

That no man here among vs dwell, 

I Wherefore ye mote needs retoume, 

{ In no wise may you here sojoume. 

“ Thotber is eke, that our queene 
Out of the realme, as ye may seene, 

Ts, and may be to vs a charge. 

If we let you goe here at large. 

For which caose the more we doubt, 

To doe a fault while she is out. 

Or suffer that may be noysaunce, 
Againc our old accustomaunce.” 

And whan I had these causes twaine 
Heard, O God what a paine 
All sodainly about mine herte. 

There came at ones and how smart. 

In creeping soft as who should steale^ 

Or doe me robbe of all mine beale. 

And made me in my thoogbt so fraid. 
That in courage I stode dismaid. 

And standing thus, as was my grace, 

A lady came more than apace. 

With huge prease her about. 

And told how the queene without 
Was ariued and would come in. 

Well were they that Under might twin. 
They hied so they would not abide. 

The bridhng their horse to ride. 

By fine, by sixe, by two, by three. 

There was not one abode with me. 

The queene to meet euenehone, 

They went, and bode with me not one. 
And I after a soft pase. 

Imagining how to purchase 
Grace of the queene, there to bide. 

Till good fortune some happy guide 
Me send might, that would me bring 
Where I was home to my wonning. 

For way ne foot knew I none, 

Ne witberward I nist to gone, 

For all was sea about the yle. 

No wonder though me list not smile. 
Seeing the case vneouth and straunge. 
And so in like a perilous chaunge. 
Imagining thus walking alone, 

I saw the ladies enericbone, 

So that 1 might somwhat offer, 

Sone after that I drew me nere, 

And tbo I was ware of the queene. 

And how the ladies on their kneene. 
With joyous words, gladly aduised. 

Her welcomed so that it sufhsed. 

Though she princes hole had he. 

Of all enuironed is with see : 

And thus anisiug, with chere sad. 

All sodainly I was glad. 

That greater joy as mote I thriue, 

I trow had neuer map on hue. 

Than I tho, ne heart more light. 

Whan of my lady I had sight. 

Which with the queene c<»ne was there. 
And in one clothing both they were, 

A knight also there well beseene, 

I saw that come was with the queene, 

' Of whome the ladies of that yle 
Had huge wonder lopg while. 
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Till at tlie last right sol>erly. 

The queene her selfe full cunniDgly, 

With soft words id good wise, 

Said to the ladies young and nise. 

My sisters how it hath befelly 
I trow ye know it one and all. 

That of long time here haue I beene, 
Within this yle biding as queene, 

Liuing at ease, that neuer Wight 
More parfit joy haue ue might. 

And to you been of gouemance, 

Such as you found in whole plcaiance, 

In euery thing as ye knoi», 

After our custome and our low, 

Which how they first found were, 

I trow ye wote all the manere. 

And who queene is of this yle. 

As I haue been long while, 

Ech seuen yeeres not of vsage, 

XJisit the heauenly armitage. 

Which on a rocke so high stands, 

In strange sea out from all loads, 

That to make the pilgrimage 
Is called a long perillous viage, 

For if the wind be not good frend. 

The journey dures to the end 
Of him that it vndertakes, 

Of twenty thousand one not scapes, 

Upon which rock growth a tree, 

That certaine yeeres beares apples three. 
Which three apples who may haue. 

Been from all displeasaunce saue. 

That in the seuen yeere may fall. 

This wote yon well one and all, 

For the first apple and the heart. 

Which growth vnto you neart. 

Hath three vertues notable. 

And keepeth youth me durable. 

Beauty and looke, ener in one. 

And is the best m euericbone, 

** The second apple red and grene, 
Onely with lookes of your yene. 

You nourishes in pleasaunce, 

Better than partidge or fesaunce, 

And feeds euery Hues wight 
Fleasantly with the sight. 

“ The third apple of the three. 

Which groweth lowest on the tree. 

Who it beares may not faile 
That to his pleasaunce may auaile. 

So your pleasure and beauty rich. 

Your during youth euer liche, 

Your truth, your cunning, and your weale. 
Hath aye floured, and your good heale. 
Without sicknes or displeasaunce, 

Or thing that to you was noysaunce, 

So that you haue as goddesses, 

Liued aboue all prmcesscs : 

Now is befall as ye may see, 

To gather these said apples three, 

X haue not failed againe the day, 
Thitherward to take the way, 

Wenihg to speed as I had oft. 

But whan 1 come, I find aloft 
My sister which that here stands, 

Hauing those apples in her hands, 

Auising them and nothing said. 

Bat looked as she were well paid : 

And as 1 stood her to behold, 

Thinking how my joyes weie cold. 


Sfil 

Sith I those apples haue ne might, 

Euen with that so came this knight, 

And in bts armes of me aware. 

Me tooke, and to his ship me bare, 

And said, though him 1 neuer had seen^ 

Yet had 1 long bis lady been, 

Wherefore I shcMiId with him wend. 

And he would to his hues end 
My seruaunt be, and gan to »ng 
As one that had woone a nch thing, 

Tho were my spirits fro me gone. 

So £oda'nly euerichone. 

That in me ap)»eared but death, 

For I felt neither life ne breath, 

Ni. guo i ne harme none 1 knew, 

1 The sodame paine me was so new, 

I 'Fhat had not the hasty grace be 
I Of this ladV) that fro the tree 
Of her gcntilnesse so hied 
Me to comfort, I had died, 

And of her three apples, one 
In mine hand there put anonc, 

Which biouglil againe mind and breath, 

And me recouered from the death, 

Wherefore to her so am I hold. 

That for her all things* do I wold. 

For she was lech of all my sn^art. 

And from great pamt so quite mme hait^ 

And as God wote, right as ye heaie, 

Me to comfort with friendly cheare, 

She did her prowesse and her might. 

And truly eke so did this knight. 

In that he couth, and oft !>aid, 

- That of my wo be was ill paid, 

And cursed the ship that them there brought^ 
The mast, the master that it wrought. 

And as ech thing mote haue an cn^ 

My sister here your brother frend, 

Cem with her words so womarnly 
This knight entreat, and cunningly. 

For mine honour and bis also. 

And said that with her we should go 
Both in her ship, where she was breoght. 

Which was so wonderfully wrought, 

So cleane, so rich, and so araid, 

That we were both cewatent and paid. 

And me to comfort and to please. 

And mine herte to put at ease, 

She toke great paine in little while. 

And thns hath brought vs to this yle, 

Afc» ye may see, wherfore echonc, 

I piay you thanke her one and one. 

As heartily as ye can deuise. 

Or imagine in any wise," 

At once there tho men might seen 
A w ot Id of ladies fall on kneen 
Befoie my lady that there about 
Was left none standing in the rout, 

But altogither they went at ones 
To kneele, they spared not for the stone 
Ne for estate, ne for their blood. 

Well shewed there they couth much go 
For to my lady they made such feast, 
i With such words, that the least. 

So friendly and so faithfully 
Said was, and so cunningly. 

That wonder was seing their youth, 

To here the language they couth, 

And wholly how they goiwfrned were^ 

In thanking of nay lidjf tber-> 
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Aad said by will and maunderacnt. 

They weie at her commaundement, 

■Which was to me as great a joy. 

As winning of the hrnne of Troy 
Was to the haidv Greekes strong, 

Whan they it wan with siege long. 

To see my lady m such a place. 

So receiaed as she was^ 

And whan they talked had a while 
Of this and that, and of the yle, 

My lady, and the ladies there. 

Altogether as they were, 

The qiieene her self*^ began to play. 

And to the agtd lady say: 

** Now seemeth you not good it were, 

Sith we be altogither here, 

To ordalne and deuise the best. 

To set this knight and me at rest. 

For woman is a feble wight. 

To rere a warre against a kniffht. 

And sith he here is m tlrs ]»lace. 

At my list, danger, or grace. 

It were to me great villany, 

To do him anj’’ tiranny. 

But fame 1 would, now will ye here. 

In bis owne country that he were. 

And I m peace, and he at case. 

This were a way ts both to please. 

If It might be, I you b#«eeeh, 

"With him hereof yon laSl hi speech.” 

This lady tho began to smile, 

Auissing her a little while. 

And with glad cherc she i^aid anone, 

Madam I will vnto him gone, 

And with him speake, and of him fcle 
"What he desires euery dele 
And s<<ber.y this ’ady tbo, 

Her sclfe a id oiber ladies two 

She tooke with her, and with sad chere, 

Said to the knight on this manere, 

“ Sir, the p.Inces of this yle. 

Whom for yoin pleasance many mile. 

Ye sought liaue, as I vnderstond. 

Till at the last ye Imut her fond. 

Me sent hath here, and ladies twaine. 

To heare all thing that ye same. 

And for what cause ye haue her sought, 

Fame would she wote, and whol your thought. 
And why yon do her al I this wo. 

And for what cause you be her fo. 

And why of euery wight vnware. 

By fierce ye to your ship hei barf. 

That she so nigh was agone, 

That mind no speech bad she none, 

But as a painfull creature, 

Dying, abode her adnenture. 

That her to see indure that pame. 

Here weell say vnto you plaine, 

Bight on your selfe ye did amisso, 

Semg bow she a princes is.” 

This knight the which cowth his good, 

B-ight of his truth meued his blood. 

That pale he wove as ony lead, 

And lookt as he would be dead, 

Blood was there none in nother cheke, 
Worldlesse he was and semed sicke. 

And so it proued well he was. 

For without mouing any paas, 

All sodainely as thing dying. 

He fell at once downe sowning. 


That for his wo, this lady fraid, 

Unto the queene her h>ed and said, 

“ Cometh on anon as haue you blisse. 

But ye be wise, thing is amisse. 

This knight is dead or will be soone, 
lo wliere he lyeth in a swoone, 

Without word, or answering 
To that I haue said, any thing : 

Wherefore I doubt, that the blame, 

Might be hindering to your name. 

Which floured hath so many yere. 

So Jong, that for nothing heie, 

1 would in no wise he dyed, 

Wherefore good were that ye hyed, 

His life to saue at the least. 

And after that his wo be edast, 

Commaund him void, or dwell. 

For in no wise dare I more mell 
Of thing wherein such penll is. 

As like IS now to fall of this.” 

This queene right tho full of great feare, 
■V\’'ith all the ladies present there. 

Unto the knight came where he lay. 

And made a lady to him say; 

** Ld here the queene, awake for shame. 
What will you doe, is this good game } 
Why {ye you here, what is your mind ? 

I Now is well seene your wit is blind, 

To see so many ladies here, 

And ye to make none other chere, 

But as ye set them all at nought, 

Ansc, for his lone that you bought 
But what she said, a word not one 
He spake, ne answer gaue her none. 

The queene of very pitty tho. 

Her woiship, and bis like also, 

To saue thera she did her pame. 

And quoke for feare, and gan to baine 
For woe, “ Alas what shall I doe, 

What shall I say this man vnto. 

If he die here, lost is my name, 

HovV shal I play this penllous game ^ 

If any thing be here amisse, 

It shall be said, it ngoiir is, 

W’'hereby my name impayre might. 

And like to die eke is this knight:” 

And with that word her hand she laid 
Upon hi^ brest, and to him said, 

** Awake my knight, lo it am I 
That to you speake, now tell me why 
Ye fare thus/and this pame endure, 

Seing \ e be m country sure. 

Among such friends that would you heale, 
Your hertes ease eke and your weale. 

And if I wist what you might ease. 

Or know the thing that you might please, 
I you ensure it should not fade, 

That to your heale you might auaile: 
Wherefore with all my herte I pray 
Ye rise, and let vs talke and play. 

And see how many ladies here. 

Be comen for to make good chere.” 

All was for nought, for still as stone. 

He lay, and word spoke none, 

Long while was or he might braid. 

And of all that the queene had said^ 

He wist no word but at tlie last, 

•* Mercy,” twise be cried fast, 

Tliat pitty was his voice to heare. 

Or to behold his pamefull cheare,!.. 



CHAUCER'S DREAM. 


Which was not famed well was to sein, 

Both by his risage and his eyn. 

Which on the queene at once he cast. 

And sighed as he would to brast. 

And after that he shnght so, 

That wonder was to see his wo. 

For Sith that paine was first named, 

Was neuer more wofull paine attained. 

For with voice dead he gan to plaiue. 

And to himselfe these words same, 

** I wofull wight full of maluie, 

Am wor^e than dead, and yt*t duit-. 

Maugre any paine or death, 

Against ray will I fell my breath : 

Why nam I dead sith I ne seme, 

And sith my lady wilf me sterue, 

Where art thou Death art thou aga-^t, 

Well shall we meete yet at the last. 

Though tiiou thee liide it is for nought. 

For wheie thou dwelst thou shalt be nought, 
Maugre thy subtill double face, 

Here will I die right in this place. 

To thy dishonour and miue ease, 

Thy manner is no wight to please, 

What needs thee sith I thee seche. 

So thee to hide tny paine to eche, 

And well wost thou 1 will not line, 

Who would me all this world heie giue. 

For I haue with my cowardise. 

Lost joy, and heale, and my seruise. 

And made my soueiaigne lady so. 

That while she hues I trow my fo 
She will be euer to her end. 

Thus haue I neither joy ne frend, 

Wote I not whether hast or sloth. 

Hath caused this now by my troth. 

For at the hermitage full hie^ 

Whan I her saw fct with mine iye^ 

1 hied till I was aloft. 

And made my pace small and soft, 

Till in mine armes I had her fast, 

And to my ship bare at the last, 

Whereof she was displeased so. 

That endlesse there seemed her wo, 

And I thereof had so great fere, 

That me repent that I come there. 

Which hast I trow gan her displease, 

And is the cause of my disease:” 

And with that word he gan to cry, 

“ Now Death, Death,” twy or thry, 

And motred wot I not what of slouth. 

And eueu with that the queene of routh, 

Him m her armes tooke and said, 

“ Now mine owne knight be not euill apaid, 
That I a lady to yon sent. 

To haue knowledge of your entent. 

For in good faith I meant but well, 

And would ye wist it euery dele. 

Nor will not do to you ywis,” 

And with that word she gan him kisse. 

And prayed him rise, and said she would 
His welfare by her truth, and told 
Him how she was for his disease ^ 

Eight sory, and fame would him please. 

His life to saue ; these words tho. 

She said to him and many mo. 

In comforting, for from the paine. 

She would he were deliuered faine, 

The knight tho rp cast his een, 

And whgn he saw it was the queen, 


That to him bad these words said, 

Right in his wo he gan to braid. 

And him rp dresses fur to knele. 

The queene auising wonder welei 
Bat ai he rote he ouerthrew. 

Wherefore the queene, yet eft anew 
Him m her annes anon tooke. 

And pitiously gan on him looke, 

Dut for all that nothing she sai^ 

^ Ne spake not like she were well paid, 
j Ne no chrre made, nor sad, ne light, 

S But all in one to eaery wight, 
i There wa^ scene, connmg, with e»tatp. 

In her Without nt»is,e or debate. 

For saue ouely a looke piteous, 

Of womanhead rndispiteous, 

That she showed in countenance. 

For seemed her Uerte from obeisance. 

And not for that she did her reme, 

Him to recure from the peine. 

And his herte to put at large. 

For her entent was to his barge 
Him to bring against the eue. 

With certame ladies and take leuc. 

And pray him of his gentllnesse. 

To suffer her thenceforth in peace, 

As other princes had before, 

And from thenceforth for euermore, 

She would him worship in all wise. 

That gentllnesse might deuise. 

And paine her wholly to fulfill, 

In honour, his pleasure and will. 

And during thus this knights wo. 

Present the queene and other mo. 

My lady and many another w^bt, 

Ten thousand ships at a agbt, 

I saw come ouer the wawy flood, 

. With saile and ore, that as 1 sto^ 

Them to behold, I gan maruaile, 

From whom might come so many a saile. 
For sith the time that 1 was bmre, 

Such a nauy there before. 

Had I not scene, ne so arayed. 

That for the sight my herte played 
To and fro within my brest. 

For joy, long was or it would rest. 

For there was sailes full of floures. 

After castels with huge toures. 

Seeming full of armes bright. 

That wonder lusty was the sight, 

With large toppes, and mastes long. 
Richly depeint and rear among. 

At certame times gan repaire 
Small biids downe from thaire. 

And on the ships bounds about. 

Sate and song with voice full out. 
Ballades and layes right joyously. 

As they cowth in their harmtmy, 

That you to write that I there see. 

Mine excuse is it may not be. 

For why, the matter were to long 
To name the birds and write tlieir song. 
Whereof anon the tidings there 
Unto the queene soone brought wer^ 
With many alas, and many a dOobt^ 
Shewing the ships there without, 

Tho gan the aged lady weeper 
And said Alas our joy on sleepe 
Soone shall be brought, ye bag or xnghd;. 
For we diserbd been by this kmght. 
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For certes it may imne other be. 

But he is of yond cumpanie. 

And they be come him here to secbe,” 
And with that word her failed speche. 
Without remedy we be destroid,*' 

Full oft said ail, and gan conclude, 

Holy at once at the last, 

That best was, shit their yates fast, 

And arme them all in good langage. 

As they had done of old vsage. 

And of fayre wordes make their shot. 

This was their conn^aile and the knot, 

And other purpose tooke they none. 

But armed thus forth they gone 
Toward the walles of the yle, 

But or they come there long while. 

They met the great lord of boue. 

That called is the god of loue, 

That them auised with such chere, 

Kight as he witn them angry were, 
Auailed them not their walls of glasse, 
This mighty lord let not to passe, 

TTie shutting of thf u* yates fast, 

All they had ordaind wa*? but wast^ 

For whan his ships had found land. 

This loid anon with bow in hand, 

Into this yle with huge prease. 

Hied fast and would not cease. 

Till he came there the km ght lay. 

Of queene ne lady by the way, 

Tooke he no heed but forth past, 

And yet all followed at the last, 

And whan tie came where lay the knight. 
Well shewed he, he had great might. 

And forth the queene called anone. 

And all the ladies enenchone, 

And to them said, Is not thus routh. 

To see my seruaunt for his trouth, 

Thus leane, thus sicke, and in this paine. 
And wot not \Tito whom to plaine, 

Raue onely one without mo. 

Which might him heale and is his fb, 

And with that word, his heauy biow 
He shewed tne queene and looked row. 
This mighty lord forth tho anone. 

With o looke her faults ecbone 
He can her shew in little ^eeeh, 
Commaunding her to be his leech, 
Withouten more shortly to say 
He thought the queene soone should obay. 
And in his bond he shoke hs bow^ 

And said right soone he would be know. 
And for she had so long refused 
His service, and his lawcs not \&ed. 

He let her wit that he was ivroth. 

And bent his bow and forth he goth 
A pace or two^ and euen there 
A large draught, vp to his eare 
He drew, and with an arrow ground 
Sharpe and new, the queene a wound 
He gaue, that piersed vnto the herte, 
Which afterward full sore gan suoart. 

And was not whole of many yeare, 

And euen with that “ Be of good cheare. 
My knight,*" quod he, I will thee hele. 
And thee restore to parfite wele. 

And for each paine thou hast endured, 

To haue two joys thou art cured/* 

And forth he past by^the rout. 

With sober cheare walking about, 


And what he said I thought to heaie, 

Well wist he which his seruaunts were> 

And as he passed anon he fond 
My lady and her tooke by the bond. 

And made her cheie as a goddes. 

And of beaute called her priuces. 

Of boiinte eke gaue her the name. 

And said there was nothing blame 
In her, but she was vertuous, 

Saumg she would no pity vse. 

Which was the cause that he her sought. 
To put that far out of her thought, 

And sith she had whole richesse 
Of womanhead, and fnendlinesse. 

He said it was nothing fttting. 

To void pity his owne legging, , 

And gan her preach and with her play. 
And of her beauty told her aie, 

And said she was a creature. 

Of whom the name should endure, 

And in bookes full of pleasaunce 
Be put for ener in remembraunce. 

And as roe thougnt more friendly 
Unto my lady, and goodiely 
He spake, than any that was there. 

And for the appuls, I trow it were. 

That she had in possession, 

Wherefore long in procession, 

Many a pace arme vnder other. 

He welke, and so did with none othery 
But what be would commaund or say. 
Forthwith needs all must obay. 

And what he desired at the lest. 

Of roy lady, was by request. 

And whan they lung together had beene. 
He brought my lady to the queene, 

And to her said, So God you speed. 
Shew grace, consent, that is need,” 

My lady tho full conning! y, 

R'ght well auised, and womanly 
Downe gan to kneele vpon the floures. 
Which Aprill nourished bad with shoures. 
And to this mighty lord gan say, 

“ That pleasetb you, I woU ohay. 

And me restrame from other thought. 

As ye woll all thyng shall be wrought,” 
And with that word kneeling she quoke. 
That mighty lord m armes her tooke. 

And said " You haue a seruaunt one, 

, ITiat truer liuing is there none. 

Wherefore good were, seeing hib tiouth^ 
That on his paines ye had routh, 

And purpose you to heare his speech, 
Fullv auised him to leech, 

For of one thyng ye may be sure, 

He will be yours, while he may dure,"’’ 
And with that word right on his game 
Me thought he lough, and told iny name,, 

■ Winch was to me maruaile, and feie, 

That what to do I nist there, 

: Ne whether was me bet or none, 

There to abide, or thus to gone. 

For well wend I my lady wold 
Iraagen, or deme, that I had told. 

My counsaile whole, or made complaint 
I Unto that lord, that mighty saint. 

So verily, each thyng vnsought. 

He said as he had knowne my thought, 

: And told my trouth and mine vneaso. 

Bet than 1 couth haue for name ease,. 
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Though I had btudifcd all a 
Well wist that loid that I wab soke, 

And would be leched wonder faine. 

No man me blame, mmw was the pame ? 
And whan this lord had all said, 

And long with my lady plaid, 

She gan to smile with spint glade^ 

This was the an^werc tuat she made, 
Which put me there in double ptine, 
That what to do, ne wbat to t-eine 
Wist I not, ne v;hat was the best, 

Ferre was my herte than fro his rest, 
For as I thought, that smiling signe 
Was token, that the herte encline 
Would to requests reasonable. 

Because smiling is fauorable 
To euery thing that shall thriue, 

So thought I tho anon bliue, 

That wordlesse answere in no toun 
Was tane for obbgatioun, 

Ne called surety in no wise, 

Amongst them that called been wise. 
Thus was I in a joyous dout, 

Sure and vnsurest of that rout, 

Right as mine herte thought it were, 

So more or lesse wexe my fere, 

That if one thought made it wele, 
Another shent it euery dele, 

Till at the last I couth no more. 

But purposed as I did before. 

To serue truly my hues space, 

Awaiting euer the yeare of grace, 

Which may fall yet or I sterue, 

If it please her that I serue, 

And serued haue, and well do euer. 

For thyng is none, that me is leuer, 
Than hpr seruice, whose presence 
Mine Heauen is whole, and her absence 
An Hell, full of diuers paines, 

Whych to the death full oft me straines. 
Thus in my thoughts, as I stood. 

That vnneth felt I harme ne good, 

I saw the queene a little paas 
Come where this mighty lord was. 

And kneeled downe m presence there 
Of all the ladies that there were, 

With sober countenaunce auised, 

In few words that well suffised, 

And to this lord anon present 
A bill, wherein whole her entent 
Was written, and how she besought. 

As he knew euery will and thought, 
That of his godhead and his grace 
He would foigy ue all old trespace, 

And vndlsp^eased be of time past. 

For she would euer be stedfast. 

And in his seruice to the death 
Use euery thought while she had breath. 
And sight and wept, and said no more, 
Within was written all the sore: 

At whych bill the lord gan smyle, 

And said he would within that yle 
Be lord and syre, both east and west. 
And cald it there bis new conquest, 

And in great councell tooke the queene, 
long were the tales them betweene. 

And oner her bill he read thrise. 

And wondef gladly gan denlse 
Her features ftire, and her visage, 

And bad good thiift on that image, 
VOL. I. 


i ' And <ayd he troa cd JiCr comp^emt 
Should after car.se her be onTbeint, 

And m bi- sleeue be put the bill, 

VV as there none tnat bis will. 

And forth he walks apace about, 
Beholding all the lusty rout, 

Haife in a tliougiit with smiling chert.', 
Till at the last, as ye shall hcie. 

He turned vnto the queene ageine. 

And said, To mome, !ie;e m tins piein 
I wo!! ye be, and all j jurs. 

That purposed ben tu wtare 
Or of my lusty colour r^e, 

It may not be to you oncusc, 

Ne none of yours in no w se, 

That able be to my seniisp, 

For as I said haue here before. 

I u ill be lord for euermore 
Of you, and of this yle, and all. 

And of all yours, that have shall 
Joy, peace, ease, or m pleasaunce 
Yuur Hues vse without noysaunce , 

Here will I in state be scene,’* 

And turned his visage to the queene, 

“ And you giue knowledge of my will. 
And a ftill amwere of your bill,” 

Was there no nay, ne words none. 

But very obeisaunt seemed echone, 
Queeue and other that were there. 

Well seemed it they had great fere, 

And there tooke lodging euery night, 
Was none departed of that night. 

And some to read old romances, 

Them occupied for their pleasances, 
Some to make verclaies, and laies. 

And some to other diuerse plaies : 

And I to me a romance tooke. 

And as I readmg was the booke, 

Me thought the sphere had so run, 

That it was rising of the Sun, 

And such a prees into the pline 
Assemble gone, that with great paine 
One might for other go ne stand, 

Ne none take other by the hand, 
Withouten they distourbed vere, 

So huge and great the prees was there. 

And after ttiat within two houre^, 

This mighty lord all in floury 
Of diuers colours many a paire, 

In his estate vp in the aire, 

Well two fathom, as his hight.^ 

He set him there in all their sight. 

And for the queene and for the knighl. 
And for my lady, and euery wight. 

In hast he sent, so that neuer one 
Was there absent, but come echone : 
And whan they thus assembled were, 

As ye haue heard me say you here. 
Without more tarrying on bight. 

There to be seene of euery wight, 

Up stood among the prees aboue 
A counsayler, seruaunt of loue, ' 

Which seemed well, of great estate. 

And shewed there, how no debate 
Owe ne goodly might be vsed 
In gentilnesse, and be excused, 
Whereftwre he said, his lords will. 

Was euery wight there should be stilljr 
And in pees, and one accord. 

And thus commavnided at a 
Cc 
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And can h.s tongue to swclie language 
Turae, that yet in all mine age 
Heard I neuer so conningly 
jVIan speake, ne Iialfe so faithfully. 

For euery thing he said there, 

Seemed as it insealed were, 

Or approued for very trew : 

Swiche was his cunning language new, 

And well according to his chere, 

That where I be, me thinke I here 
Him yet alway, whan I mine one 
In any place may be alone : 

First con he of the lusty yle 
All thastate in little while 
Rehearse, and wholly euery thing. 

That caused there his lords comming. 

And enery wele and euery wo. 

And for what cause ech thing was so. 

Well shewed he there in casie speech. 

And how the sicke had need of leech : 

And that whole was, and in grace, 

He told plainly why each thing was. 

And at the la«st he con conclude. 

Voided euery language nide. 

And said, That prince, that mighty lopd^ 
Or his departing, would accord 
All the parties there present. 

And was the fine of his entent, 

Witnesse his presence in your sight. 

Which sits among you in his might:” 

And kneeled downs withouten more, 

And not o word spake he more. 

Tho gan this mighty lord him dresse, 
With cheare auised, to do largesse, 

And said vnto this knight and me, 

** Ye shall to joy restored be. 

And for ye bane ben true ye twame, 

1 graunt you here for eueiy parne 
A thousand joys euery weeke, 

And looke ye be no lenger seeke. 

And both your ladies, lo hem here, 

Take ech his own, beetb of good chcre, 
Tour happy day is new begun, 

Sith it was rising of the Sun, 

And to all other in this place, 
i graunt wholly to stand in giacs. 

That serueth truely, without slouth. 

And to auaunced be by trotrth.*’ 

Tho can this knight, I downe kueele, 
Wening to doe wonder wele, 

“ Seeing O Lord your great mercy, 

Us bath enriched, so openly. 

That we deserue may neuer more. 

The least part, but euermore 
With soule and body truely serue 
You and yours till we «?terue,*' 

And to their ladies thme they stood. 

This knight that couth so mikel good. 
Went in bast, and 1 also, 
loyous, and glad were we tho, 

And also rich in euery thought. 

As he that all hath ought nonght, 

And them besought in bumble wise. 

Us taccept to their seruice. 

And shew vs of their friendly cbeares. 
Which in their treasure many yeares^ 

They kept had, vs to great paine. 

And told how their seruants twaine, 

Were and would be, and so had euety 
Audto the death chaunge would we nener. 


Ne doe offence, ne thinke like ilf. 

But fill their ordinance and will : 

And made our othes fresh new. 

Our old seruice to renew, 

And wholly theirs for euermore. 

We there become, what might we more,' 
And well awaitmg, that in slouth, 

We made ne fault, ne m our tiouth, 

Ne thought not do, I you ensure. 

With our will, where we may dure. 

I This season past, againe an eue. 

This lord of the queene tooke leue,' 

And said he would hastely returne. 

And at good leisure there sojoume. 

Both for his honour, and for his ease, 
Commaunding fast, the knight to please*. 
And gaue his statutes in papers. 

And ordent diners officeis. 

And forth to ship the same night 
He went, and soone was out of sight. 

And on the morrow whan the aire 
Attempred was, and wonder faire^ 

Early at rising of the Sun, 

After the night away was run^ 

Playing vs on the nuage. 

My lady spake of her voyage. 

And said she made small joumit‘s?. 

And held her in straunge countnes^ 

And forthwith to the queene went. 

And shewed her wholly her entent. 

And tooke her leaue with cheare weeping. 
That pitty was to see that parting : 

For to the queene it was a paine. 

As to a martyr new yslaine, 

That for her woe, and she so tender. 

Yet I weepe oft whan I remember. 

She offeid there to resigne. 

To my lady eight times or nine, 

Thastate, the yle, shortly to tell, 

If it might please her there to dwell, 

And said, for euer her Image, 

Should to my lady doe homage. 

And hers be hole withouten more^ 

Ye, and all theirs for euermore ; 

Nay God forbid,” my lady oft; 

With many conning word and soft; 

Seid, “ that euer such thing should beene, 
That 1 consent should, that a queene 
Of your estate, and so. well named. 

In any wise should be attamed : 

But would be faine with all my herte. 
What so befell, or how me smert. 

To doe thing that you might please, 

In any wise, or be your ease,** 

And kissed there, and bad good night. 

For which leue wept many a wight. 

There might men heie my lady praised^ 
And such a name of her araised. 

What of cunning and friendlinesse, 

What of beauty with gentUnesse, 

What of glad and friendly cbeares, 

That she vsed in all her yeares. 

That wonder was-here euery wight 
To say well, how they did their mighty 
And with a prees vpon the morrow, 

To ship her brought, and what a sorrow 
They made, whan she should vnder sail^ 
That and ye wist, ye would meruaile. 
Forth goeth the ship, out goeth the soud^ 
And 1 as wood man vnbond. 
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Por doubt to be behind there, 

Into the sea withouten fere. 

Anon I ran, till with a waw, 

A1J sodenlf I was ouerthraw. 

And with the water to and fro. 

Backward and forward trauailed so, 

That mind and breath, niffh was gone, 

For gof^l ne harme knew I none. 

Til at the last with hookcs twemc, 

Men of the ship with mikel peine, 

To sane my life, did such traiiaile. 

That and ye wist ye would mervaile, 

And in the ship me drew on hie. 

And saiden all that I would die, 

And laid me long downe by the mast, 

And of their clothes on me cast, 

And theie I made my testament, 

And wist my selfe not what I ment, 

But whan I said h&d what I would. 

And to the mast my wo all told. 

And tane my leaue of euery wight. 

And closed mine eyen, and lo»t my sight, 
Auised to die, without more speech. 

Or any remedy to seech 
Of grace new, as was great need: 

My Iad;J- of my paine tooke heed, 

And her bethought how that for trouth 
To see me die it were great routh. 

And to me came in sober wise. 

And softly said, “ I pray you rise, 

Come on with me, let be this fare. 

All shall be wel, haue ye no care, 

I will obey ye and fulfill 
Holy m all that lords will, 

That you and me not long ago, 

After his list commauoded so, 

That there againe no resistence 
May be without great offence, 

And therefore now what 1 say, 

I am and will be friendly aye, 

Rise vp behold this auauntage, 

I graunt yon inhentage, 

Peaceably without stnue. 

During the daies of vour hue,” 

And of her apples m my sleue 
One she put, and took her leiie 
In words few and <«aid, “ Good hele. 

He that all made you send and wele,” 
Wherewith my paines all at ones 
Tooke such leaue, that all my bones. 

For the new durense pleasaunce. 

So as they couth, desired to dattnce^ 

And f as whole as any wight. 

Up rose with joyous herte a light. 

Hole and mstcke, right wele dt ease^ 

And all ftirget had my disease, 

And to my lady where rfie plaid, 

} went anone, and to her said : 

“ He that all joies persons to please 
First ordained with parfite ease, 

And euery pleasure can depart, 

Send you madame, as large a part, 

And of his goods such plenty, 

As he has done you of beauty, 

With hele and all that may be thonght, 

He send you all as he all wrought: 
Madame” (quoth I) “ your seruannt treWy 
Haue I ben long, and yet will new. 
Without chaunge or rqientattnce, 

In any wise or variaunee^ 


I And s> will do as thriae I euer. 

For thing is none that me in leuet 
Than you to pleabc, how euer 1 fare, 
Mme hertes lady aiid my wel&re. 

My life, mine hele, my lech also, 

Of euery th’ng that doth me wo, 

Xfy h#'Ipe at need, and my surete 
Of euery joy that longs to me, 

My succours whole in all wise. 

That may be thought or man deaise, 
Your grace madame «ach haue I found, 
Now m mv need that I am bouod 
To you for euer so Chnst me saue. 

For heale and line of you I haue, 
Wherefore is reasoun I you seme. 

With due obei«auDce till I sterue, 

And dead and quicke be euer yours. 
Late, early, and at all hours,” 

Tho came my lady small alite. 

And m platne En^ish con conslte 
In words few, whole her entent 
She shewed me there, and how she ment 
To meward in euery wise, 

Wholly she came at their deaise. 
Without prooesse or long trauell, 
Charging me to keepe counsell. 

As I would to her glace attame, 

Of which commaundement I was faine. 
Wherefore I passe ouer at this time. 

For counsell cords not well in nme. 

And eke the oth that I haue swore. 

To breake, me were better vnbore. 

Why for untrue Ibr euermore 
I should be hold, that nenermore 
Of me in place shonld be report 
Thing that auaile might, or comfort 
To mewards in any wise. 

And ech wight would me dispise 
In that they couth, and roe reprecne, 
Which were a thing sore for to greeny 
Wherefore hereof more mencion 
Make I not now ne long sermcm. 

But shortly thus I me excuse, 

To rime a councell I refuse. 

Sailing thus two dayes or three. 

My lady toa ards her countree, 

Ouer the wanes high and greene, 

Which were large and deepe between^, 
Upon a time me called and said. 

That of my hele she was well paid, 

And of the queene and of the yle. 

She talked with me long while. 

And of all that she there had scene. 
And of the state, and of the queene. 
And of the ladies name by name, 

Two hourcs or mo, this was her game, 
Till at the last the wddd gan rise. 

And blew so fast, and in such wise. 

The ship that euery wight c-an say, 
Madame er eue be of this day. 

And God lofore, ye shall be there. 

As ye would fainest that ye were. 

And doubt not within sixe hours. 

Ye shall be there, as all is yours,” 

At which words she gan to smile. 

And said that was no long while!, 

That they her set, and vp she rose^ 
And all about the ship she gos^ 

And made good cheare to euery wight, 
Till of the land she bod a sight. 
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Of which sight glad n<id it wot, 

She was abashed and aboot. 

And forth goeth, shortly you to tell. 
Where she accustomed was to dwell. 
And receiued was as good light, 

With joyous cheere and he^rtes light 
And as a glad new auenture, 

Pieasaunt to euery creatuie, 

With which landing tho I woke. 

And found my chamber full of smoke. 
My cheekes eke vnto the earcs. 

And all my body weat with teare-^. 

And all so feeble an'^ m such wise, 

I was, that vnueth might I rise, 

Sfj fare trauailed and so faint. 

That neither knew I kirke ne saint, 

Ne what was what, ne who was who, 

Ne auised, what way I w'ould go, 

But by a venturous grace, 

I rise and walkt, sought pace and pac‘e. 
Till I a winding staire found, 

And held the vice aye m my bond, 

And vpward softly so gan creepe. 

Till I came where I thought to sleepe 
More at mine ease, and out of preace. 
At my good leisure, and in peace, 

Till somewhat I recomfort were 
Of the trauell and great feaie 
That I endured had before. 

This was my thought without more, 
And^ a wght witlesse and faint. 
Without more, in a chamber paint 
Tull of stories old and diuers. 

More than I can now rehearse, 

I7nto a bed full soberly. 

So as 1 might full sothly, 

Pace after other, and nothing said, 
nil at the last downe I me laid. 

And as my mind would giue me leue, 
All that I dreamed had that eue. 
Before all I can rehearse, 

Kight as a child at scboole his verse 
Doth after that he thinketh to thriue, 
night so did I for all my Hue, 

T thought to haue in remembraunce. 
Both thepaine and the pleasaunce. 
The dreame whole, as it me befell. 
Which was as ye here me tell. 

Thus in my thoughts as I lay. 

That happy or vnhappy day. 

Wot I not so haue I blame, 

Of the two, which is the name : 

Befell me so, that there a thought. 

By processe new on sicepe me brought, 
And me gouemed so in a while, 

That againe within the yle, 

Me thought I was, whereof the knight. 
And of the ladles P had a sight, 

And were assembled on a greene, 
Knight and lady, with the queene. 

At which assembly there was said, 

How they all content and paid. 

Were wholly as m that thing, 

That the kuight there should be king, 
And they would all for sure witnesse 
Wedded be both more and lesse. 

In remembraunce without more. 

Thus they consent for euermore. 

And was concluded that the knight 
Depart should the same night. 


And forthwith there tooke his voiage,i 
To journey for his marriage, 

And returnc with such an host, 

Tliat wedded might be least and most, 
Thi^ ■was concluded, written and sealed. 
That It might not be repealed 
In no wise but aie be firme, 

And all should be within a tearme. 
Without more excUsation, 

Doth feast and coronation, 

This knight ■which had thereof the charge. 
Anon into a little barge. 

Brought was late against an eue. 

Where of all he tooke his leaue. 

Which barge was as a mans thought. 
After his pleasure to him brought, 

The queene her selfe accustomed aye 
In the same barge to play, 

It needeth neither mast ne rother, 

I baue not heaid of such another. 

No maister for the gouemaunce. 

Hie sayled by thought and pleasaunce. 
Without labour east and west. 

All was one, calme, or tempe^ 

And I went with at his request. 

And was the first prayed to the fest. 

Whan he came in bis countree, 

And passed had the wauy see, 

In an bauen deepe and large 
He left his rich and noble barge. 

And to the court shortly to tell. 

He went, where he wont was to dwell. 

And was receiued as good right. 

As heire, and for a worthy Imight, 

With all the states of the lond, 

= Which came anon at his first sond. 

With glad spirits full of trouth, 

Loth to do fault or with a slouth, 

Attaint be in any wi&e, 

Their riches was their old seruise. 

Which euer tiew had be fond, 

Sith first inhabit was the lond, 

And so receiued there hir king, 

That forgotten was no things 

That owe to be done ne might please, 

Ne their soueraine lord do ease. 

And with them so shortly to say, 

; As they of custome had done aye, 

1 For seuen yere past was and' more. 

The father, the old wise and bore 
King of the land tooke bis leue 
Of all his barons on an eue, 

J And told them how his dayes past 
J Were all, and comen was the last, 

. And hertily prayed hem to remember 
! His sonne, which yong was and tender, 
That borne was their prince to be. 

If he returae to 'that countree 
Might, by aduenture or grace. 

Within any time or space. 

And to be true and friendly aye. 

As they to him had bene alway : 

Thus be them prayd, without more. 

And tooke his leaue for euermoi e* 

Khowen was, how tender in age. 

This young prince a great viage 
Uiicoutl\and straung, honours to seche^ 
Tooke iu'hond with little speeche. 

Which was to seeke a princes. 

That he desired inwe than riches. 
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Tor her great name that floured so, 

That I'n that time tiiere was no tno 
Of her estate, ne so well named, 

For borne was none that cuer her blamed : 

Of which pnnces somewhat before. 

Here haue 1 spoke, and some will moic. 

So thus befell as ye shall heare, 

Cnto their lord they made such cheare. 

That joy was there to be present 
To see their troth and how they ment. 

So very glad they were ech one, 

That them among there was no one. 

That desired more nchf*s. 

Than for their lord such a princes, 

I'hat they might please, and that were faire. 
For fast desired they an heire. 

And said great surety were ywis. 

And as they were speaking of this. 

The prince himscife him auised, 

And in plaine English vndisgnis^. 

Them shewed hole his jonmey^ 

And of their counsell gan them prey. 

And told how he ensured was. 

And how his day be might not passe, 
Without diflame and great blame. 

And to him for euer shame. 

And of their counsell and auise. 

There he prayth tliem once or twise. 

And that they would, withm ten dates, 

Auise and ordaine him such w'aies. 

So that it were no displeasauuce, 

Ne to this realme ouer great gneuaunce. 
And that he hane might to his feast, 

Sixty thousand at the least. 

For his intent within short while 
Was to retume vnto his yie 
That he came fro, and k^e his day. 

For nothing would he be away. 

To counsaile tho the lords ancm. 

Into a chamber euexychone, 

Togither went, them to deuise, 

How they might best and in what wise, 
Puruey for their lords pleasaunce, 

And the realmes continuatince 
Of honor, which in it before 
Had continued euermore. 

So at the last they found the waics. 

How within the next ten dates. 

All might with paine and diligence 
Be done, and cast what the djspence 
Might draw, and in conclusion. 

Made for ech thing preuision. 

Whan this was done, wholly tofore 
The prince, the lords all b^re 
-Come, and shewed what they had done;. 

And hpw they couth by no reason 
Find, that within the tea dales 
He might depart by no waies. 

But would be fifteene at the least. 

Or he retume might to his feast: 

And shewed him euery reason why 
It might not be so hastily. 

As he desired, ne his day 
He might not keepe by no way. 

For diners causes wonder great : 

Which whan he heard, in such an heat 
He fdl, for soTow and was seioe, 

Still in his bed whole that w^ce, 

And nigh the tother for the shame^ 

And for the 4oiibt> «nd fac the blame 


\ That iHi^nt on Irm b** aret, 

J Anri oft vpon hiS brest he bet, 

1 And said, “ Alas mine honour for aye, 
Flaue I here lost cleanp this day. 

Dead t;o-iM I be, alas mv name 
Shall ave be more hene* forth in 
And I d!d*onoured and repreued. 

And neuer more shall be belceued 
And mad^* swich soniw, that in trouth. 

Him to behold it was great routh : 

And so endured the dayes fiftene. 

Till that the lords cn an euen 
Him come, and told they ready were, 

\nd shewed »n fow words there, 
flow and r.pat wise they had pu»*aeyd 
For his estate, ard to him said, 

That twenty thousand knights of name. 
And fourty thousand without blame. 

All come of noble iigine, 

Togifier in a coHipane, 

Weie lodged on a nuers side, 
fhm and his pleasure there taflide, 

Tiie prince tho for joy vp rc^. 

And whfne thev lodged were, he gO’*< 
Without more that same night. 

And these his supper made to dight. 

And with them br^e till it was dey, 

And forthwith to take his journey, 

Leuing the straight, holding the large. 

Till he came to bis noble barge, 

And when this pi mce, this lusty knight 
With his people in armes bright, 

. Was comen where he thought to pas. 

And knew well none abidli^ was 
Behind, but all were ttere present. 
Forthwith anon all his intent 
He told them there, and made his cries 
Through hU ostc that day twise, 
Cominaunding euery liu^ wgbt, 
lliere being present in bis sight. 

To be the morow on the rioage. 

Where he begin would his viage. 

The morrow come, the cry was kcjpt. 

Few was there that night that slept. 

But ti ussed and puitieied foi the morrow^ 
For fault of ships was all their sorrow. 

For saue the barge, and other two. 

Of ships there saw I no mo: 

Thus m their doubts as they stood. 
Waxing the sea, commmg the flood. 

Was cried, « To ship goe eu^ wight,” 
Than was but hie, that hie might. 

And to the barge me thought edhooe 
They went, without was not cme, 
Hors^ male, trasse, ne bagage. 

Salad, speare, gard brace, ne 
But was lodged and roome ynougb. 

At which shipping me thought I lough. 
And gan to mamsule in my thought, 

How euer such a ship was w rough t. 

For what pei^le that can encrfeasei 
Ne neuer so thicke might be the prcaatc. 
But all had roome at their will. 

There was not one was lodged ill. 

For as I trow, my selfe the last 
Was one, and lodged by the mast. 

And where I looked I saw such 
As all were lodged in a towna. 

Forth goth the ship^ said was the creed. 

And oa thwr knees fee a««St 
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Downe kneeled euery wight a while, 

And pi died fast that to the yie 
lliey might come in safety. 

The prince and all the company. 

With worship and without blame. 

Or disclaunder of his name, 

Of the promise he should retourne, 

With* I the time he did sojoiirne, 

In bis lond biding bis host, 

This was their prayer least and most, 

To keepe the day it might not been, 

That he appointed had with the queen. 

To returne without slouth, 

And so a<?suTed had his trouth, 

For wbich fault this prince, this knight, 
During the time slept toot a night. 

Such was his wo and his disease, 

For doubt he should the queene displease. 
Foith goeth the ship with such speed, 

Right as the prince for his great need 
Desire would after his thought. 

Till it vnto the yIe him brought, 

Wheie in hast vpon the sand, 

He and his people tooke the land, 

With hertes glad, and chere light, 

Weening to be m Heauen that night : 

But or they passed a while. 

Eutnng in toward that yie. 

All clad in hlacke with chere piteous, 

A lady which neuer dispiteous 
Had be in all her life tofore. 

With sory chere, and herte to tore, 

Unto this prince where he gan ride, 

Come and said, ** Abide, abide, 

And baue no hast, but fast retourne, 

No reason is ye here sojoume, 

For your vntruth hath vs discr«ed, 

Wo worth the time we vs allied 
With you, that are so soone vntrew, 

Alas the day that we you knew, 

Alas the time that ye were bore, 

For all this lond by you is lore, 

Accursed be he you hider biought. 

For all your joy is tumd to nought, 

Your acquaintance we may cotnplaine, 
Which is the cause of all our paine.” 

Alas madame,” quoth tbo this knight. 

And with that from his horse he light, 

With colour pale, and cbeekes lene, 

^ Alas what is this for to mene, 

What haue ye said, why be ye wroth, 

You to displease I would be loth, 

Know ye not well the promesse 
1 made haue to your pnncesse, 

Which to perfounne is mine intent, 

So mote 1 speed as I haue ment, 

And as 1 am her very trew, 

Without change or thought new. 

And also fully her seruand. 

As creature or man liuand 
May be to lady or pnncesse, 

For she mine Heauen, and whole richesse 
Is, and the lady of mine heale, 

My worlds joy and all my weale, 

What may this be, whence corns this speech, 
Tell me madame I you beseech, 

For sith the first of my lining. 

Was I so fearfull of nothing. 

As I am now to hcare you speake, 

For dout I feele mme herte breal^e ij 


Say on madame, tell me your will. 

The remnaunt is it good or ill,’* 

“ Alas"* (quod she) “ that ye were bore. 

For, for your loue this land is lore. 

The queene is dead and that is ruth. 

For sorrow of your great vntruth. 

Of two partes of the lusty rout. 

Of ladies that were there about, 

That wont were to talke and play. 

Now are dead and cleane away. 

And vnder earth tane lodging new, 

Alas that euer ye were vntrew, 

For whan the lime ye set was past, 

The queene to connsaile sone in hast, 

What was to doe, and said great blame, 

Your acquaintaunce cause would and shame. 
And the ladies of their auise 
Prayed, for need was to be wise, 

In eschewing tales and songs. 

That by them make would ill tongs, 

And sey they were lightly conquest, 

And prayed to a poore feast, 

! And foule had their worship weiued. 

Whan so vnwisely they conceiued, 

Their rich treasour, and their heale, 

Their famous name, and their weale. 

To put in such an aiienture, 

Of which the sclaunder euer dure 
Was like, without helpe of appele, 

Wherefore they need had of counsele, 

For euery wight of them would say, 

Their closed yie an open way 
Was become to euery wight, 

And well appreued by a knight, 

Which he alas without paysaunce. 

Had soone acheued thobeisaunces 
All this was moued at counsell thrise, 

And concluded daily twise, 

That bet was die without blame, 

Than lose the riches of their name. 
Wherefore the deaths acquaintaunce 
They ehese, and left haue their pleasaunce. 
For doubt to hue as repreued, 

In that they you so soone beleeued, 

And made their othes with one accord. 

That eat, ne dnnke, ne speake word. 

They should neqer, but euer weping 
Bide in a place without parting, 

And use their dayes in penaunce. 

Without desire of allegeaunce, 

Of wbich the truth anon con preue. 

For why the queen forth with her leue 
Toke at them all that were present, 

Of her defauts fully repent. 

And died there withouteu more, 

Thus are we lost for euermore, 

What should I more hereof reherse, 

Comen within come see her herse, 

Where ye shall see the piteous sight. 

That euer yet was shewen to knight, 

For ye shall see ladies stood. 

Ech with a great rod in bond. 

Clad in black with visage white. 

Ready each other for to smite. 

If any be that will not wepe, 

Or who that piakes countenaunce to slepe, 
They be so bet, that all so blew 
They be as cloth that died is n^w. 

Such as their parfite repentance. 

And tlius they kepe tfipir ordioancei 
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Aiid will do /euer to the death, 

While them endures any breath.’* 

This knight tho in armes twaiiie, 

This lady tooke and gan her «.aine, 

** Alas my birth, wo worth my life,” 

And euen with that he drew a knife, 

And through gowne, doublet, and sherl. 

He made the blood come from his herte. 
And set him downe vpon the greene, 

And full repent closed his eene, 

And saue that ones he drew his bieath. 
Without more thus he tooke his death. 

For which cause the lusty hoast. 

Which in a baltaile ou the coast, 

At once for soitow such a ory 
Gan rere thorow the company. 

That to the Heaven heard was the so\tne. 
And vnder therth als fer adowne. 

That wild beasts for the feare, 

So sodainly afrayed were, 

That for the doubt, while they might dure. 
They ran as of their lives vnsure. 

From the woods vnto the plaine. 

And from the valleys the high mountaine 
They sought, and ran as beasts blind, 

That cleane forgotten had their kind. 

This wo not ceased, to counsaile went 
These lords, and for that lady sent, 

And of auise what was to done. 

They her besought she say would sone^ 
Weeping full sore all clad in blake, 

This lady softly to them spake. 

And said, ** My lords by my trouth, 

This mischiefe it is of your slouth, 

And if ye had that judge would right, 

A pnnce that were a very knight, 

Ye that ben of astate echone. 

Die for his fault should one and one. 

And if he hold had the promesse, 

And done that longs to gentilnesse. 

And fulfilled the princes behest, 

This hasty forme had bene a feast, 

And now is vnrecouerable, 

And vs a slaunder aye durable. 

Wherefore I say as counsaile. 

In me is none that may auaile. 

But if ye list for remembraunce, 

Puruey and make such ordmaunce. 

That the queene that was so meke, 

With all her women dede or seke, 

Might 10 your land a chappell haue, 

With some remembraunce of her graiie. 
Shewing her end with the pity. 

In some notable old city, 

Nigh unto an high way, 

Whore euery wight might for her pray. 
And for all hers that haue ben trew,” 

And euen with that she changed hew, 

' And twise wished, after the death. 

And sight, and thus passed her breath. 
Than said the lords of the host, 

And so conclude least and most, 

That they would euer in houses of thacke, 
Their hues lead, and weare but blacke. 
And forsake all their pleasaunces, 

And turn all joy to penaunces. 

And beare the dead prince to the barge. 
And named them should haue the charge. 
And to the hearse where lay the queen. 
The remoi^uot went and down on kneen, 


Holding their bonds on high gon crie, 

I “ Mercj”, mercy,” euerish thrie. 

And cursed the time that euer sibuth 
. Should haue such masterdome of trouth. 
And to tho barge a long mile. 

They bare her forth, and in a while 
All the ladies one and one, 

B5’^ companies were brought echone. 

And past the sea and tooke the land. 

And in new hcrses on a sand. 

Put and brought vere all anon. 

Unto a city closed with stone. 

Where it had been vsed aye 
The kings of the land to lay. 

After they raigned m honours. 

And writ was which were conquerours, 

In an abbey of ounnes which were blake. 
Which accustomed were to wake, 

And of vsage rise ech a night. 

To pray for euery lines wight, 

And so befell as in the guise, 

Ordemt and said was the seruise. 

Of the prince and of the qneen. 

So deuoutly as might been. 

And after that about the herses, 

Many onsons and verses. 

Without note full softely, 

Said were and that .full heartily, 

That all the night till it was day 
The people in the church con pray. 

Unto the holy Trinity, 

Of those soules to haue pity. 

And whan the night past and ronne 
Was, and the new day begonne, 

The yong morrow with rayes red. 

Which ffom the Sunne ouer all con spred, 
Atempered clere was and feire. 

And made a time of wholsome aire, 

Befell a wonder case and strange, 

Among the people and gan change 
Soone the word and euery woo. 

Unto a joy and some to two: 

A bird all fedred blew and greene, 

With bright rayes bke gold betweene. 

As small thred ouer euery joynt. 

All fulLof colour strange and cohat. 
Uncouth and wonderfull to sight. 

Upon the queens herse con light, 

And song full low and softely, 

Three songs in her harmony, 

Unletted of every wight. 

Till at the last an aged knight. 

Which seemed a man in great thought. 
Like as he set all thing at nought. 

With visage and ein all fbrwept. 

And pale, as man long vnsl^t. 

By the herses as he stood. 

With hasty hondling of his hood. 

Unto a prince that by him past. 

Made the bridde somewhat agast. 
Wherefore she rose and left her songi 
And depart from us among. 

And spread her wings for to passe 
By the place he entred was. 

And m his hast shortly to tdil, 

Him hnrt, that backeward downe he fell 
From a window richly pemt, ' 

With lines of many divers seint. 

And bet his wings and bled fast, 

And pf the hurt 11 ^ died and past, 
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And lay there well an houie and moie, 

Till at the last of btiddeb a facoroj 
Come and sembled at the place 
Where the window brohen was, 

And made swiche wamonlacioun, 

That pity was to heaie the soim, 

And the warbles of their thiWcs, 

And the complaint of then notes, 

Which from joy clcane was i euersed. 

And of them one the glas soone peised, 
And in his bcke of colours nine. 

An herbe he brought flourelesse all giene. 
Full of small leaues and plame. 

Swart and long with many a vaine, 

And wheie his fellow lay thus dede, 

This hearbe down laid by his hede, 

And dressed it full softdy. 

And hong his head and stood thereby, 
Which hearb in lesse than halfc an houre, 
Gan oner all knit, and after floure 
Full out and wexe ripe the seed, 

And right as one another feed 
Would, in his beake he tooke the graine, 
And in his fellowes beake certaine 
It put, and thus within the third 
Up stood, and pruned him the bird. 
Which dead had be in all our sight, 

And both togither forth their flight 
Tooke singihg fiom vs, and their lene, 
Was none disturb hem would ne greue. 
And whan they parted were and gone 
Thabbesse the seeds soone echone 
Gadred had, and in her hand 
The herb she tooke, well auisand 
The leafe, the seed, the stalke, the flouie. 
And said it had a good sauom, 

And was no common herb to find, 

And well approued of uncouth kind, 

And than other more vertuouse, 

Who so haue it might for to vse 
In his need, flowre, leafe, or giaine. 

Of their heale might be certaine ; 

And laid it downe upon the herse 
Where lay the queene, and gan reherse, 
Echone to other that they had seene, 

And taling thus the sede wex greene. 

And on Uie dry herse gan spring, 

Which me thought a wondious thing, 

And after that floure and new seed. 

Of which the people all tooke heed. 

And said, it was some great miracle, 

Or medicine fine moie than tnacle. 

And were well done there to assay, 

If it might ease m any way. 

The corses, which with torch light, 

They waked had there all that night, 
Soone did the lords there consent, 

And all the people thereto content. 

With easie words and little fare, 

And made the queenes visage bare, 
Which shewed was to all about. 
Wherefore in swoone fell whole the rout, 
And were so soiy most and least, 

That long of weeping they not ceast. 

For of their lord the remembraunce, 

Unto them was such displeasaunce, 

That for to Hue they called a pamc, 

So were they very true and plaine, 

And' after this the good abbesse, 

Of the graine gan chese and dresse. 


Three, with her fingers cleane and small. 

And in the queeucs mouth by tale, 

One after other full easily, 

She put and full conningly. 

Which shewed soone such vertue, 

That preued was the medicine true. 

For with a smiling countenaunce 
The queene vprose, and of vsaunce. 

As she was wont to euery wight. 

She made good cheere, for which sight. 

The people kneeling on the stones, 

Thought they m Heaven were soule and bones 
And to the prince where he lay. 

They went to make the same assay. 

And whan the queene it vnderstood. 

And how the medicine was good, 

She prayed she might haue the graines, 

To releue him from the paines 
Which she and he had both endured, 

And to him went and so him cured. 

That within a little space, 

Lusty and fresh on Hue he was. 

And in good hele, and hole of speech, 

And lough, and said, “ Gramercy leech,’’ 

For which the joy throughout the town. 

So great was that the hels sown 
Afraied the people, a joumay, 

About the city every way, 

And come and asked cause and why 
They rongen were so stately ? 

And after that the queene, thabbesse 
Made diligence or they would cesse, 

Such, that of ladies soone a rout, 

Shewing the queene was all about, 

And called by name echone and told, 

Was none forgotten young ne old. 

There might men see joyes new. 

Whan the medicine fine and tiew. 

Thus restoied had eueiy wight, 

So well the queene as the knight, 

Unto perfit joy and hele, 

That Acting they were in such wclc 
As folke that would in no wise, 

Desire more perfit paradise* 

And thus whan passed was the sorrow, 

With raikel joy soone on the morrow. 

The king, the queene, and euery lord, 

With all the ladies by one accord, 

A generall assembly 

Great cry through the country, 

The which after as their intent 
Was turned to a parliament. 

Where was ordained and auised, 

Euery thing and deuised, 

That please might to most and least, 

And there concluded was the feast. 

Within the yle tO be hold 

With full consent of young and old, 

In the same wise as before, 

As thing should be withouten moie. 

And shipped and thither went 
And into straunge realmes sent, 

To kings, queenes, and duchesses, 

To diuers princes and princesses. 

Of their linage and can pray. 

That it might like them at that day 
Of mariage, for their sport, 

Come see the yle, and them dispoit. 

Where should be jousts and tumaies, 

And armes done in other waies, 
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Signifying ouer all the day 
After Aprill withm May, 

And was auised that ladies tweine, 

Of good estate and well beseine. 

With certaine knights and squieis. 

And of the qneenes officers, 

In manner of an embassade, 

With certain letters closed and made, 
Should take the barge and depart, 

And seeke my lady euery part. 

Till they her found for any thing. 

Both charged haue queene and king, 

And as their lady and maistres, 

Her to beseke of gentilnes, 

At the day there for to been, 

And oft her recommaund the queen, 

And prayes for all loues to hast, 

For but she come all woU be wast, 

And the feast, a businesse 
Without joy or lustinesse: 

And tooke them tokens and good speed 
Praid God send, after their need. 

Forth went the ladies and the knights. 

And wcie out fourteene daies and nights, 
And brought my lady in them barge. 

And had well sped aud done their charge : 
Whereof the queene so hartily glad 
Was that in soth such joy she had. 

Whan the ship approched lond. 

That she my lady on the sond 
Met, and in armes so constrame, 

That wonder was behold them twaine. 
Which to my dome during twelue houres, 
Neither for heat ne watry shoures, 
Departed not no company, 

Saumg themselfe but none them by. 

But gaue them laysour at their ease, 

To rehearse joy and disease, 

After the pleasure and courages. 

Of their young and tender ages : 

And after with many a knight. 

Brought were, where as for that night, 
They parted not, for to pleasaunce, 
Content, was herte and countenaunce, 
Both of the queene, and my maistresse, 

' This was that night their businesse : 

And on the morrow with huge rout, 

This prince of lords him about, 

Come aud to my lady said. 

That of her comming glad and well apaid 
Ne was, and full cunningly 
]Eler thanked and full heartily, 

And lough and snuled, and said y wis. 
That was in doubt, in safety is ; 

And commaunded do diligence. 

And spare for neither gold ne spence, 

But make ready, for on the morow, 
Wedded with saint John to borow, 

He would be, withouteii more, 

And let them wite this lese and more. 
The morow come, and the seruice 
Of manage in such a wise 
Said was, that with more honour, 

Was ncuer prince ne conquerour 
Wedde ne with such company. 

Of gentilnesse in chinalry, 
i^e of ladies so great routs 
Ne so beseen as all abouts 
They were there, I certifie 
You on my life withouten lie. 


And the feast hold was in tentis, 

As to tell you mine entent is. 

In a rome a laige plaine 
Under a wood in a champaine, 

Betwbet a riuer and a well. 

Where neuer had abbay, ne sell 
1 Ben, ne kirke, house, ne village, 
j In time of any mans age : 

I And dured three months the feast, 

In one estate and neuer ceast. 

From early the rising of the l^nne, 

Till the day spent was and yronne, 

In justing, dauncing, and lustinesse, 

And all that sowned to gentilnesse. 

And as me thought the second morrow. 
Whan ended was all old sorrow, 

And in surety enery wight . 

Had with his lady slept a night, 

The prince, the queene, and all the rest, 
Unto my lady made request. 

And her besought oft and praied, 

To mewards to be well apaied, 

And consider mine old trouth, 

And on my paines haue routh. 

And me accept to her seiuise. 

In such forme and in such wise, 

That we both might be as one, 

Thus prayed the queene, and euerichone : 
And for there should be no nay, 

They stint justing all a day, 

To pray my lady and requere. 

Be content and out of fere, 

' And with good herte make friendly cheare, 
And said it was a happy yeare: 

At which she smiled and said y wis, 

I trow well he my seruannt is, 

And would my welfare as I tris^ 

So would I bis, and would he wist 
How and I knew that his trouth 
Continue would without slquth, 

And be such as ye here report, 

. Restraining both courage and sport, 

4 1 couth consent at your request, 
t To be named of your fest, 

{ Aud do after your vsaunce, 

{ In obeying your pleasaunce, 

Ac your request this I consent, 

‘To please you in your entent, 

And eke the soueraine aboue. 

Commanded hath me for to loue, 

' And before other him prefer, 

Against which prince may be no wer. 

For his power oner all raigneth. 

That other would for nou^t him painetb^ 
And sith his will and yonrs is one. 

Contrary in me shall be uoue,” 

Tbo (as me thought) the promise 
Of marriage before the mese. 

Desired was of euery wight, 

To be made the same night, 

To put away all maner douts 
Of euery wight thereabouts. 

And so was do, aud on the morrow. 

Whan euery thought and euery sorrow 
Dislodged was out of mine herte, 

With euery wo and euery smert, 

Unto a tent prince and princes, 

Me thought, brought me aud my maistrc;,; 
And said we were at full age 
There to conclude our marriage, 
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With ladies, blights, and squiers, 

And a great host of ministers, 

With mstruments and sounes diuerse, 

That long were here to rehearse, 

Which tent was church perochiall, 

Ordaiut was m especiall, 

For the feast and for the sacre, 

Where archbishop, and archdiacre 
Song full out the seruise. 

After the custome and the guise, 

And the churches ordmaunce, 

And after that to dine and dannce 
Brought were we, and to diners playes, 
And for our speed ech with prayes, 

And merry was most and least, 

And said amended was the feast, 

And were right glad lady and lord, 

Of the marriage and thaccord, 

And wished us hertes pteasannce, 

Joy, hele, and continoaunce, 

And to the ministrils made request, 

That in encreasing of the fest, 

They would touch their cords. 

And with some new joyeux accords, 

Mooue the people to gladnesse, 

And praiden of all gentilnesse, 

Ech to paine them for the day, 

To shew his cunning and his play, 

Tho began sownes mcruelous, 

Entnn^ with accords joyous, 

Bound about all the teuts, 

With thousands of instruments, 

That ^uery wight to daunce them pained, 
To be merry was none that famed, 

Which sowne me troubled in my sleepe, 
That fro my bed forth I lepe, 

Wenmg to be at the feast, 

Bat whan I wohe all was seast, 

For there nas lady ne creature, 

Saue on the wals old portraiture 
Of horsmen, haukes, and hounds, 

And hurt deere full of wounds, 

Some like bitten, some hurt with shot, 

And as my dreame seemed that was not. 
And whan I wake, and knew the tronth, 
And ye had seen of very routh, 

I trow ye would hane wept a weke, 

For neuerman yethalfe so seke, 

I went escaped with the life, 

And was for fault that sword ne knife 
I find ne might my life tabndge, 

Ne thing that kerued, ne had edge, 
Wherewith I might my woful pains 
Haue voided with ble^ing of my vains, 
Eo here my blisse, lo here my paine, 
Which to my lady I do complame. 

And giace and mercy her require, 

To end my wo and busie feare, 

And me accept to her seruise, 

^er her seruice in such auise, 

That of my dreame the substaunce 
Might tume once to cognisaunce, 

And cognisaunce to very prcue. 

By full consent, and go^ leUe, 

Or els without more I pray, 

Thai this night, or it he day, 

I mote vnto my dreame returne, 

And sleeping so forth aie sojourne 
About the yle of pleasaunce, 

Under my ladies obejsaunce, 


In her seruise, and in such wise, 

As it please her may to deuise, 

And grace ones to be accept, 

Like as I dreamed whan I slept, 

And dure a thousand yeaie and ten, 

In her good will, amen, amen. 

Fairest of faire, and goodliest on Hue, 

All my secret to you I plaine, and shriue, 
Requiimg grace and of complaint, 

To be healed or martyred as a samt, 

For by my trouth I sweare, and by this booke, 

Ye may both heale, and slea me with a looke. 

Go forth mine owne true herte innocent, 

And with bumblesse, do thine obseruaunce, 

And to thy lady on thy knees present 
Thy seruise new, and think how great pleasance 
It IS to hue vnder thobeisance 
• Of her that may with her looks soft 
Giue thee the bhsse that thou desirest oft. 

Be diligent, awake, obey, and drede, 

And not too wild of thy countenaunce, 

But meeke and glad, and thy nature feed. 

To do each thing that may her pleasance, 

I Whan thou shalt sleep, haue aie in remembrance 
Tbimage of her which may with lookes soft 
Giue thee the blisse that thou desirest oft. 

And if so be that thou her name find 
Written in booke, or els vpon wall, 

Looke that thou as seruannt true and kind, 
'Hiine obeisaunce as she were therewithal!, 
Faming in lone is breeding of a fisdl 
From the grace of hei, whose lookes soft 
May giue the blisse that thou desirest oft. 

Ye that this ballede read shall, 

I pray you keepe you from the fall. 


TffJS FLOWER AND THE LEAF. 


A gentlewoman out of an arbour in a grove, seeth 
a great company of knights and ladies in a 
daunce upon the greene grass : the which being 
ended, they all kneel down, and do honour to 
the daisie, some to the flower, and some to the 
leaf. Afterward this gentlewoman leameth by 
one of these ladies the meaning hereof, which is 
this: They which honour the flower, a thing 
fading with every blast, are such as look after 
beauty and worldly pleasure. But they that 
honour the leaf, which abidethwith the root, 
notwithstanding the frosts and winter storms, are 
they which follow vertue and during qualities, 
without regard of worldly respects. 


Whan that Phebus his chaire of gold so hie 
Had whirled vp the sterry sky aloft, * 

And in the Boole was entred certainely, 
Whan shoures sweet of rame discend^ oft, 
Causing the ground fele times and oft. 

Up for to giue many an wholesome aire, 
And enery plaine was clothed faire 
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With new green, and maketli small floures 
To springen here and there m field and m mede, 
So very good and wholesom be the shouies. 

That It renueth that was old and dede, 

In winter time and out of euery sede 
Springeth the hearbe, so that euery wight 
Of this season wexeth glad and light. 

And I so glad of the season swete. 

Was happed thus vpon a certaine night. 

As I lay m my bed, sleepe full vnmete 
Was vnto me, but why that I ne might 
Rest, I ne wist, for there nas earthly wight 
As 1 suppose had more hertes ease 
Than 1, for I nad sicknesse nor disease. 

Wherefore I meruail greatly of my selfe, 

That I so long withouten sleepe lay, 

And vp I rose thee houres after twelfe. 

About the springing of the day, 

And on 1 put my geare and mine array, 

And to a pleasaunt groue I gan passe. 

Long or the bright Sonne vp risen was. 

In which were okes great, streight as a line, 
XJpder the which the grasse so fresh of hew. 

Was newly sprong, and an eight foot or nine 
Euery tiee well fro his fellow grew, 

With branches brode, lade with leues new. 

That sprongen out ayen the sunne sheue. 

Some very red, and some a glad light grene. 

Which as me thought was right a pleasant sight. 
And eke the bnddes song foe to here, 

Would haue rejoyced any earthly wight. 

And I that couth not yet in no manere 
Heare the nightingale of all the yeare, 

Pul busily herkeued with herte and with eare, 

If I her voice perceiue coud any where. 

And at the last a path of little biead 
1 found, that greatly had not vsed be, 

For it forgrowne was with grasse and weed. 

That well vnneth a wight might it se: 

Thoght I this path some whider goth parde. 

And so I followed, till it me brought 
To nght a pleasaunt herber well ywrought, 

That benched was, and with turfes new 
Freshly turued, whereof the grene gras. 

So small, so thicke, so short, so fresh of hew, 
That most like vnto green well wot I it was. 

The begge also that yede in compas, 

And closed m all the greene herbere. 

With sicamour was set and eglatere. 

Wrethen in fere so well and cunningly. 

That euery branch and leafe grew by mesure, 
Plaine as a bord, of an height by and by, 

I see neuer thing I you ensure, 

So well done, for he that tooke the cure 

It to make ytrow, did all his peine 

To ipake it passe all tho that men haue seine. 

And sbapen was this herber roofe and all 

As a prety parlour, and also 

The hegge as tbicke as a castle wall. 

That who that list without to stond or go, 
Though he would all day prien to and fro, 

He should not see if there were any wight 
Within or no, bnt ope witbin well might 
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Perceiue all tho that yeden there without 
In the field that was on euery side 
Couered with com and grasse, that out of doubt, 
Tliough one would seeke all the world wide. 

So nch a field coud not be espide 
On no coast, as of the quantity, 

For of all good thing there was plenty. 

And I that all this pleasaunt sight sie. 

Thought sodainly I felt so sweet an aire 
Of the eglentere, that certainely 
There is no herte I deme m such dispaire, 

Ne with thoughts froward and contraire. 

So ouerlaid, but it should soone haue bote. 

If it had ones felt this sauour sote. 

And as I stood and cast aside mine eie, 

I was ware of the frirest medle tree 
That euer yet in all my life I sie. 

As full of blossomes as it might be, 

'Fherein a goldfinch leaping pretile 
Fro bough to bough, and as him list he eet 
Here and there of buds and floures sweet. 

And to the herber side was joyning 
Tliis faire tree, of which I haue you told, 

And at the last the brid began to sing, 

Whan he had eaten what he eat wold. 

So passing sweetly, that by manifold 
It was more pleasaunt than I coud deuise. 

And whan his song was ended m this wise. 

The nightingale with so merry a note 
Answered him, that all the wood xong 
So sodainly, that as it were a sote, 

1 stood astonied, so was I with the song 
Thorow rauisbed, that till late and long, 

I ne wist in what place I was, ne where, 

And ayen me thought she song euen by mine ere. 

Wherefore I waited about busily 
On euery side, if I her might see, 

And at the last I gan full well aspie 
Where she sat in a fresh grene laurer tree. 

On the further side euen right by me, 

That gaue so passing a delicious smell, 

Accoi^g to the eglentere full well. 

Whereof 1 had so inly great pleasure. 

That as me thought 1 surely rauished was 
Into Paradice, where my desire 
Was for to be, and no farther passe 
As for that day, and on the sote grasse 
I sat me downe, for as for mine entent. 

The birds song was more conueoient. 

And more pleasaunt to me by manifold. 

Than meat or drinke, or any other thing, 
Thereto the herber was so fresh and cold. 

The wholesome sauours eke so comforting. 

That as 1 demed, sitfi the beginning 
Of the world was neuer scene or than 
So pleasaunt a ground of none earthly man. 

And as I sat the birds harkening thus. 

Me thought that 1 heard voices soda^y. 

The most sweetest and most delicious 
That euer any wight I trow truly 
Heard in their life, for the armony 
And sweet accord was in so good musike, 

That the noice to angels most was like. 
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At the last out of a groue euen by, 

That was right goodly and pleasant to sight, 

I sie where there came singing lustily 
A world of ladies, but to tell aright 
Their great beauty it lieth not in my might, 

Ne their array, ncuerthelesse I shall 
Tell you a pait, though I speake not of all. 

The surcotes white of veluet wele sitting. 

They were in clad, and the semes echone, 

As It were a manner garnishing. 

Was set with emerauds one and one, 

By and by, but many a rich stone 
Was set on the purfles out of dout 
Of colors, sleues, and traines round about. 

As great pearles round and orient. 

Diamonds dne and rubies red, 

And many another stone, of which I went 
The names now, and, euench on her head 
A rich fret of gold, which without dread 
Was full of stately rich stones set, 

And euery lady had a chapelet 

On her head of fresh and greene. 

So wele wrought and so meruellously, 

That it was a noble sight to seene, 

Some of laurer, and some full pleasantly 
Had chapelets of woodbind, and sadly 
Some of agnus castus were also 
Chapelets fresh, but there were many of tho 

That dauDced and eke song full soberly, 

But all they yede in manner of compace, 

But one .there yede in mid the company, 

Soole by her selfe, but all followed the pace 
That she kept, whose heauenly figured face 
So pleasant was, and her wele shape person, 
That of beauty she past hem euerichone. 

And more.iichly beseene by manifold 
She was also m euery manner thing, 

Cn her head full pleasaunt to behold, 

A crowne of gold rich for any king, 

A braunch of agnus castus eke bearing 
In her hand, and to my sight truly, 

She lady was of the company. 

And she began a roundell lustely, 

That “ Suse le foyle, de vert moy,” men call, 
Seen et mon ioly cuer en dormy,*' 

And than the comp^uy answered all. 

With voice sweet entuned, and so small. 

That me thought it the sweetest melody 
That euer I heard in my life soothly. 

And thus they came danncing and dnging 
Into the middest of the mede echone. 

Before the herber where I was sitting. 

And God wot me thought I was wel bigone, 

For than I might anise hem one by one. 

Who fairest was, who coud best dance or sing. 
Or who most womanly was in all thing. 

They had not daunced but a little throw, 

Whan that I heard not ferre off sodainly. 

So great a noise of tbundring trumps blow, 

As though it should hnue departed the skie. 

And after that within a while I sie, 

From the same groue where the ladies come out, 
Of men of armes comming such a rout, 


As all the men on eatth had ben assembled 
In that place, wele hoi’sed for the nones, 
Stermg so fast, that all the earth trembled : 
But for to speake of nches and stones. 

And men and horse I trow the large wones, 

Of Pretir John ne all his tresory, 

Might not vnneth haue boght the tenth party. 

Of their array who so list heare more, 

I shall rehearse so as 1 cau alite : 

Out of the groue that I spake of before, 

I sie come first all in their clokes white, 

A company that ware for their delite, 

Chapelets fresh of okes seriall. 

Newly sprong, and trumpets they were all. 

On euery trumpe banging a broad banere 
Of fine tartarium were full richely bete, 

Euery trumpet his lords armes here 
About their neckes with great pearles sete, 
CoIIers brode for cost they would not lete. 

As It would seem for their schochones echone, 
Were set about with many a precious stone. 

Their horse harneis was all white also. 

And after them next in one company, 

Came kings of armes and no mo 
In clokes of white cloth of gold richly, 
Chapelets of greene on their heads on hie. 

The crowns that they on their scochones here, 

, Were set with pearle, ruby, and saphere. 

And eke great diamonds many one. 

But all l^ir horse harneis and other geare 
Was in a sute according aierychone, 

As ye haue heard that foresaid trumpets were, 
And by seeming they were nothing to lere. 

And their guiding, they did so manerly. 

And after hem came a great company 

Of berauds and purseuaunts eke. 

Arrayed in clothes of white veluet, 

And hardily they were no thing to scke. 

How they on hem should the harneis set, 

And euery man had on a chapelet 
Scochones and eke horse harneis indede. 

They had in sute of hem that before hem yede. 

iNext after hem came in armour bright 
All saue their heads, seemely knights nine, 

And euery claspe and naile as to my sight 
Of their harneis were of red gold fine, 

With cloth of gold, and furred with ermine 
Were the tiappors of their stedes strong, 

, Wide and large, that to the ground did hong. 

And euery bosse of bridle and paltrell 
That they had, was worth as 1 would wene, 

A thousand pound, and on their heads well 
Dressed were crownes of laurer greue. 

The best made that euer 1 had sene, 

And euery knight had after him riding 
Three henshmen on him awaiting. 

Of which euery on o short tronchoun 
His lords helme bare, so richly dight, 

That the workt was worth the ransoun 
Of a king, the second a shield bright 
Bare at his necke, the thred bare vpright 
A mighty spere, full sharpe ground and kene, 
And euery child ware of leauCs gren^ 



39 ? 


THE FLOWER 

A fresh chapelet vpon his haires bright. 

And clokes white of fine veluet they were, 

•their steeds trapped and raied right 
Without difference as their lords were, 

And after hem on many a fresh corsere, 

Theie came of armed knights such a rout, 
Tliatthey besprad the large field about. 

And all they ware after their degrees 
Chaplets new made of laurer grene, 

Some of oke, and some of other trees, 

Some in their bonds bare boughs shene, 

Some of laurer, and some of okes kene, 

Some of hauthome, and some of woodbind, 

And many mo which I had not in mind. 

And so they came their horses freshly stering 
With bloody sownes of hir trompes loud. 

There sie I many an vncouth disguising 
In the array of these knights proud. 

And at the last as euenly as they coud. 

They took their places in middes of the mede, 

And euery knight turned his horse hede 

To his fellow, and lightly laid a spere 
In the rest, and so justes began 
On euery part about here and there. 

Some brake his spere, some drew down hors and man, 
About the field astray the steeds ran, 

And to behold their rule and gouemaunce, 

1 you ensure it was a great pleasaunce. 

And so the justs last an houre and more, 

But tho that crowned were in laurer grene, 

Wan the^prise, their dints were so sore. 

That there was none ayensthem might sustene. 
And the justing all was left off clene,- 
And fro their horse the ninth alight anone, 

And so did all the remnant euericbone. 

And forth they yede togider twain and twain. 

That to behold it w'as a worthy sight 
Toward the ladies on the greene plmne, 

That song and daunced as I said now right: 

The ladies as soone as they goodly might, 

They brake of both the song and dance. 

And yede to meet hem with ful glad semblance. 

And euery lady tooke full womanly 
By the bond a knight, and forth they yede 
Unto a faire laurer that stood fast by. 

With leues lade the boughcs of great brede, 

And to my dome th^r-e neuer was indede 
Man, that had seene halfe so faire a tree. 

For vnderneath there might it weH haue be 

An hundred persons at their owne plesance 
Shadowed fro the heat of Phebus bright. 

So that they should haue felt no greuance 
Of raine ne haile that hem hurt might. 

The sauour eke rejoice would any wight. 

That had be sicke or melancolius, 

It was so very good and vertuous. 

And with great reuerence they enclining low 
To the tree so soot ancL fiure of hew, 

And after that within a little throw 
They began to sing and daunce of new. 

Some song of loue, some plaining of vntrew, 
Enuironning the tree that stood vpright, 

And euer yede a lady and a knight* 
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And at the last I cast mine eye aside. 

And was ware of a lusty company 
That came roming out of the field wide, 

Hond in bond a knight and a lady, 

The ladies all in surcotes, that nchely 
Purfiled were with many a rich stone. 

And euery knight of green ware mantles on,. 

Embrouded well so as the surcotes were. 

And euench had a chapelet on her bed, 

Which did right well -vpon the shining here^ 
Made of goodly floures white and red. 

The knights eke that they m hond led 
In sute of hem ware chapelets euerychone. 

And before hem went minstrels many one. 

As harpes, pipes, lutes, and sautry 
All in greene, and on their heads bare 
Of diuers floures made full craftely 
All in a sute goodly cbapclets they ware, 

And so dauDciug into the mede they fare. 

In mid the which they found a tuft that was 
All ouer^rad with floures in compas. 

Whereto they enclined euerychone 
With great reuerence, and that full humbly, 

And at the last there began anone 
A lady for to sing right womanly 
A bargaret in praising the daisie. 

For as me thought among her notes swete. 

She said “ Si douset et la Margarete.” 

Than they all answered her in fere, ^ 

So passingly well, and so pleasaundy. 

That it was a blisfnl noise to here. 

But 1 not it happed suddainly. 

As about noone ^e Sonne so feniently 
Waxe hote, that the prety tender floures 
Had lost the beauty of bir fresh colours* 

For shronke with heat, the ladies eke to brent, 

. That they ne wist where they hem might bestow, 
^The knights swelt for lack of shade nie shent, 
And after that within a little throw. 

The wind began so sturdily to blow, , 

That down goeth all the floures euericbone, 

So that in all the mede there laft not one. 

Save such as succoured were among the leues. 
Fro euery storme that might hem assaile. 
Growing vnder hedges and thicke grenes. 

And after that there came a storme of hidle, 

And raine m fere, so that withouten faile, 

The ladies ne the knights nade o threed 
Drie on them, so dropping was hir weed. 

And whan the storm was cleane passed away^ 
Tho in white that stood vnder the tree. 

They felt nothing of the great affray. 

That they in greene without had in ybe, 

To them they yede for routh and pite. 

Them to comfort after their great disease, 

So faine they were the helplesse for to ease. 

Than I was ware how one of hem in grene 
Had on a crowne rich and well sitting, 
Wherefore I demed well she was a queue. 

And tho in greene on her were awaitmg, 

The ladies than in white that were comming 
Toward them, and the knights*in fere 
Began to comfort hem, apd malte hem chemr 
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The queen in white, that was of great beauty. 
Took by the bond the queen that was in grene, 
And said, “ Suster, I have right great pitie 
Of your annoy, and of the troublous tene. 
Wherein ye and your company haue bene 
So long alas, and if that it you please 
To go with me, I shall do you the ease, 

« In all the pleasure that I can or may,” 
Whereof the tother humbly as she might. 
Thanked her, for in right ill array 
She was with storm and heat I you bebight, 

And euery lady than anone right 

That were in white, one of them took in grerte 

By the bond, which whan the kiughts had sene. 

In likewise ech of them tooke a knight 
Clad in greene, and forth with hem they fare. 
To an hegge, where they anon right 
To make their justs they would not spare 
Boughes to hew down, and eke trees square, 
Wherwith they made hem stately fires great. 
To dry their clothes that w'ere wringing weat. 

And after that of hearbs that there grew, 

They made for blisters of the Sunne brenning, 
Very good and wholesome ointments new, 
Where that they yede the sick fast anointing, 
And after that they yede about gadering 
Pleasaunt salades which they made hem eat, 
For to refresh their great vnkindly heat* 

The lady of the Leafe than began to pray 
Her of the Floure (for so to my seeming 
They should be as by their anay) 

To soupe with her, and eke for any thfing, 

That she should with her all her people hnng: 
And she ayen m right goodly manere, 
Thanketh her of her most friendly cheare. 

Saying plainely that she would obay 
With all her herte all her commaundement. 
And than anon without lenger delay 
The lady of the Leafe bath one ysent 
For a palfray, after her intent, 

Arrayed well and feire in bameis of gold. 

For nothing lacked, that to him long shold^ 

And after that to all her company 

She made to puruey horse and euery thing 

That they needed, and than full lustily, 

Euen by the herber where I was sitting 
They passed all so pleasantly singing, 

That it would haue comforted any wight, 

But than 1 sie a passing wonder sight 

For than the nightingale, that all the day 
Had in the laurer sete, and did her might 
The whole seruice to sing longing to May* 

All sodamly gan to take her flight, 

And to the lady of the Leafe forthright 
She flew, and set her on her bond softly^ 

Which was a thing I marueled of greatly. 

The goldfinch eke, that fio the medle tree 
Was fled for heat into the bushes cold. 

Unto the lady of the Flower gan flee, 

And on her bond he set him as he wold. 

And pleasauntly his wings gan to fold, 

And for to sing they pained hem both as sore, 
As they had do of ^ the day before. 


And so these ladies rode forth a great pac^. 

And all the rout of knights eke in fere. 

And r that had seen all this wonder case, 

Thought I would assay iu some manere, 

To know fully the trouth of this matere. 

And what they were that rode so pleasantly. 

And whan they were the herber passed by, 

I drest me forth, and happed to mete anone 
Right a faire lady 1 you ensure. 

And she come riding by her selfe alone. 

All in white, with semblance fnl demure : 

I saluted her, and bad her gpod auenture 
Might her beifall, as I coud taiost humbly, 

And she answeied, My daughter gramefcy.**’ 

Madaipe” (quod I) “ if that I durst enquere 
Of you I would fame of that company 
Wit what they be that past by this arbere,” 

And she ayen answered right friendly : 

“ My faire doughter, all tho that passed here by 
In white clothing, be seruaunts euerichone 
Unto the Leafe, and I my selfe am one. 

** See ye not her that crowned is” (quod she) 

“ All m white ?” — “ Madame” (quod I) yes 
“ That is Diane, goddesse of chastite. 

And for because that she a maiden is, 

In her bond the braunch she beareth this, 

That agnus castus men call properly, 

And all the ladies in her company 

Which ye se of that hearb chaplets weare. 

Be such as han kept alway bir maidenheed : 

And all they that of laurer chaplets beare, 

Be such as hardy were and ‘manly indeed, 
Uictonous name which neuer may be dede, 

And all they were so worthy of their bond, 

In hir time that none might hem withstond. 

** And tho that weare chaplets on their hede 
Of fresh woodbind, be such as neuer were 
To loue vntrue m word, thought, ne dede, 

But aye stedfast, ne for pleasance ne fere, 

Thogh that they shuld their hertes all to tere, 
Would neuer flit but euer were stedfast, 

Till that their hues there asunder brast.” 

Now faire madame” (quod I) “yet I would pray, 
Your ladisbip if that it might be. 

That I might know by some maiier way, 

Sith that It hath liked youi beaute. ' 

: The tiouth of these ladies for to tell me, 

What that these knights be in iich armour, 

And what tho be in grene and weare the flour ? 

“ And why that some did reuerence to that tre. 
And some vnto the plot of floures faire •” 

** With right goodwill my fair doghter” (quod she) 
“ Sith your desire is good and debonaire, 

Tho nine crowned be very eiemplairc, 

Of all honour longing to chiualry, 

And those certaine be called the nine worthy, 

“ Which ye may see riding all before, 

That in hir time did many a noble dede, 

And for their worthinesse full oft haue bore 
The crowne of laurer leaues on their hede, 

As ye may in your old bookes rede. 

And how that he that was a conquerour. 

Had by laurer alway his most honour.- 
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** And tho that beare bowes in. their bond * 

Of the precious laurer so notable, 

Be such as were I woU ye vnderstond, ^ 

Noble knights of the round table, 

And eke the douseperis honourable, ^ 

Which they beare in signe of victory. 

It is witnesse of their deeds mightily. 

Eke there be knights old of the garter, 

That m hir time did right 'worthily. 

And the honour they did to the laurer, 

Is for by they haae their laud wholly, 

Their tnumpb eke, and marshall glory. 

Which vnto them is more parfit richesse. 

Than any wight imagine can or gesse. 

• 

“ For one leafe giuen of that noble tree 
To any wight that hath done worthily. 

And it be done so as it ought to be, 

Is more honour than any thing earthly, 

Witnesse of Rome that founder was truly 
Of all knighthood and deeds maruelous, 

Record I take of Titus liuius. 

And as for her that croimed is in greene^ 

It is Flora, of these floures goddesse, 

And all that here on her awsutmg beene. 

It are such that loued idlenesse. 

And not delite of no businesse. 

But for to hunt and bauke, and pley in medes, ! 
And many other such idle dedes. i 

And for the great delite and pleasaunce 
They haue to the floure, and so reuerently 
They vnto it do such obeisaunce , 

As ye may see.’’—" Now faire Madame” (quod I) 

" If I durst aske what is the cause and why, 

That knights haue the signe of honour, 

Rather by the leafe than the ffour,’^ 

" Soothly doughter” (quod she) “ this isthctrouth. 
For knights euer should be perseuering. 

To seeke honour without femtise or slouth. 

Fro wele to better m all manner thing. 

In signe of which with leaues aye lasting. 

They be rewarded after their degree. 

Whose lusty green May, may not appaired be, 

" But aie keping their beautie fresh and greene. 
For there nis storme that may hem deface, 

Haile nor snow, wind nor frosts kene, 

Wberfbre they haue this property and grace 
And for the floure within a little space 
Woll be lost, so simple of nature 
They be, that they no greeuance may endure. 

" And euery storme will blow them soone away, 
Ne they last not but for a season, 

That IS the cause, the very trouth to say, 

That they may not by no way of reason 
Be put to no such occupation.’^ 

" Madame’' (quod 1) "with all mine whole seruise^ 
I thanke you now in my most humble wise. 

For now I am ascertained throughly. 

Of euery thing I desired to know.” 

I am right glad that I haue said soothly 
Ought to your pleasure if ye will me trow 
(Quod she ayen) " but to whom do ye owe 
Your seruice, and which will ye honour, 

Tel me I pray, this yere, the Leafe ©r the Flour.'* 
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" Madame” (quod I) " though I least worthy. 
Unto the Leafe I owe mine obseruaunce:” 

" That is” (quod she) " right well done certainly. 
And I pray God to honour you auaunce, 

And kepe you fro the wicked remembraunce 
Of male bouch, and all bis crueltie. 

And all that good and well conditioned be. 

For here may I no lenger xx)w abide, 

I must follow the great company 

That ye may see yonder before you ride,” 

And forth as 1 conth most humbly, 

I tooke my leue of her as she gan hie. 

After them as fast as euer she might. 

And I drow homeward, for it was nigh night 

And put all that I had seene in writing 
Under support of them that lust it to rede; 

O little booke, thou art so vneonning. 

How darst thou put thy self in prees for drede. 

It is wonder that thou wexest not rede, 

Sith that thou wost full lite who shall behold 
Thy rude language, full boistously vnfold, 

EXPLICIT. 


CHAUCEB?S A. B. C 

CALL£J> 

LA PRIERE 1>£ NOSTRE DAME. 


Chaucer’s A. B. C. called La Priere de nostre 
Dame : made, as some say, at the request oi 
Blaneb, duchess of Lancaster, as a prayer foi 
her private use, being a woman in her religioo 
very devout. 


A. 

Almightv and all merciable queene. 

To whom all this world fleeth for succour. 

To haue release of si one, of sorrow, of teoe. 
Glorious Virgine of all flouris floor. 

To thee I flee confounded m errour, 

Helpe and releeue almighty debonaire, 

Haue mercy of mine perillous langour, 
Uenquist me hath my cruell aduersaire«- 

B. 

Bounty so flxe hath in my herte his tent, 

1 hat well I wote thou will my succour be. 
Thou canst not warn that with good entent, 
Axith thine helpe, thine herte is aye so free : 
Thou art largesse of plaine felicite, 

Hauen and refute of quiete and of rest, 

Lo bow that theuis seuen chasen me, 

Helpe lady bright, or that mine ship to brest. 

C. 

Comfort is none, hut in you lady dere. 

For lominesmne and mine cou^oun, 

Which ought not in’thine presence for to ape 
Han taken ou me a greeuous actionn. 

Of veray right and disperatiuun. 

And as by right they mighteu well susteiu 
That [ were worthy mine damnatiouo, 

Nere mercy of you blisfoll queue. 
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D. 

Dout is there none, qaeca of misericord. 

That thou nart cause of grace and mercy here, 
God vouchedsafe through thee with vs to accord : 
For certis, Chnst is blisful modir dere, 

Were now the bow bent in swiche manere, 

As it was first of justice and of ire, 

The nghtfull God would of no mercy here : 

But through thee han we grace as we desire. 

E. 

Euer hath mine hope of refute in thee be : 

For here beforne full oft in many a wise. 

Unto mercy hast thou receiued me. 

But mercy lady at the great assise, 

Whan we shall come brfoie the high justise. 

So httle freut shall than in me ben found. 

That hut thou or that day correct me, 

Of very right mine werk will me confound. 

F. 

Fljnng, I fiee for succour to thine tent, 

Me for to hide fro tempest full of diede, 

Besefcmg you, that ye you not absent, 

Though I be wick: O help yet at this nede, 

All haue I been a beast m wit and dede. 

Yet lady thou mee close in with thine own grace. 
Thine enemy and inin^ lady take hede, 

Unto mine death in point is me to chase. 

G. 

GFacious maid and modir, which that neuer 
Were bitter nor m earth nor m see, 

But full of sweetnesse and of meicy euer. 

Help that mine fader be not wroth with me: 
Speake thou, for I ne dare him not see, 

So haue I done m earth, alas the while. 

That certes but if thou mine succour be. 

To sinke eteme he will mine ghost exile. 

H. 

He vouchetlesafe, tell him, as was his will. 

Become a man as for our alliaunce, 

And with his blood he wrote that blisfull bill 
Upon the crosse as generall acquetaunoe. 

To euery penitent in full criaunce: 

And therefore lady bright, thou for vs prey, 

Than shalt thou stent all his greeuaunce. 

And maken our foe Xo fallen of his prey. 

t 

I wote well thou wilt been our succour, 

Thou art so full of bounty in certaine. 

For whan a soule falleth m errour, 

Thine pity goeth, and haletb him againe, 

Thau maketh thou his peace with his souerain, 

And bringest him out of the crooked strete ; 

Who so thee loueth, shall not loue in vaine, 

That shall he find, as he the life shall lete. 

K. 

Ealenderis enlumined been they. 

That in this world been lighted with thine name, 
And who so goith with thee the right wey, 

Him that not drede in soule to been lame, 

Now queen of comfort, sith thou art the same. 

To whom 1 seech for my medicine: 

liet not mine fo no more mine wound cntame, 

Mine hele into thine bond all 1 resine* 


L. 

Lady, thine sorrow can I not portrcy 
Under that crosse, ne his gieuous pennaunces^ 
But for your bothis peine, I you prey. 

Let not our alder fo make his bostaunce, 

That he hath in his lestis with mischaunce, 

I Conuict that, ye both han bought &o dere : 

As I said erst, thou ground of substaunce, 
Continue on vs thine pitous eyeu dere. 

M. 

Moyses tliat saw the bosh of fiambis rede 
Brennmg, of which than neuer a sticke biend, 
Was sign of thine unwenimed maidenhede, 
Thou art the bosh, on which there can descend 
•The Holyghost, which that Moyses weend 
Had been on fire : and this was in figure. 

Now lady from the fire vs defend, 

Which that in Hell eternally shall dure. 

N. 

Noble princesse, that neuer haddest pere, 
Ceites if any comfort in vs bee. 

That commeth of thee, Chiistis moder dere. 

We han none other melody ne glee. 

Us to rejoyce in our aduersite, 

Ne aduocat none, that will and dare so prey 
For vs, and that for as little hire as ye, 

That helpen for an Anemary or twey. 

O. 

O very light of eyen tho been blind, 

O very lust of labour and distresse, 

O treasorere of bounty to mankind, 

The whom God chese to moder for humblesse, 
From his ancelle he made thee maistresse 
Of Heauen and Earth, our bill vp to bede, 

This world awaiteth euer on thine goodnes, 

Foi thou ne failedest neuer wight at nede. 

P. 

Purpose I haue sometime for to enquere, 
Wherefore and why the Holyghost thee sought. 
Whan Gabrielis ^oice come to thine ere. 

He not to werie vs swich a wonder wrought, 

But for to save vs, that sithen bought : 

Than needeth vs no weapon vs to saue,' 

But onely there we did not as vs oughf^ 

Do penitence, and' mercy aske and haue. 

Q 

Queen of comfort, right whan I me bethmk; 

I That I agilt haue both him and thee, 

[ And that mine soule is worthy for to sinke : 

' Alas 1 Caitifr, wbeder shall 1 flee, 

Who shall vnto tlime sonne mine mean be 
Wlio but thine selfe, that art of pity well, 

Thou hast more routh on our aduersitie. 

Than in this world might any tongue tell. 

R. 

Redresse me moder, and eke me chastise, 

For certainly my faders chastising 
Ne daie I not abiden in no wise, 

So hideous is his full reckenmg, 

Moder of whom our joy gan to spring, 

Be ye mine judge, and eke my soules leech, 
jfor euer in you is pity abounding, 

To each that of pity will you beseech. 
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s. 

Sooth IS, he ne graunteth no pity 
Without thee: for God of his goodnesse 
Forgiueth none, bu£ it like vnto thee: 

He hath thee made vicaire and maistresse 
Of all this world, and eke gouemcresse 
Of Heaueu : and represseth his justise 
After thine will : and therefore in witnesse 
He hath thee crowned in so royal wise. 

T. 

Temple deuout, ther God chese his wonniug, 
For which these misbeleeued depriued been. 
To you mine soule penitent I bring, 

Receiue me, for I can no farther Seen. 

With thorn IS venemous, Heauen queen, 

For which the erth accursed was ful sore, 

I am so wounded, as ye may well seene. 

That I am lost almost, it smert so sore. 

V. 

Uirgine that art so noble of apparaile, 

That leadest vs into the Wgh toure 
Of Paradise, thou me wish and counsaiie. 
How I may haue thy grace and thy succour : 
All haue I been in filth and in errour. 

Lady on that countrey thou me adjonme. 
That cleaped is thine bench of fresh flour. 
There as that mercy euer shall sojoume. 

X 

Xpen thine sonne that in this world alight 
Upon a Crosse to sufier his passioun. 

And sufired eke that Longeus his hart pight, 
And made his herte blood renne adoun, 

And all this was for my saluatioun : 

And 1 to him am fals and eke unkind, 

And yet he will not mine dampnationn : 

This thanke I you, succour of all mankind. 

Y. 

Ysaac was figure of his death certaine. 

That so ferre forth his fiider would obey, 

That him ne rought nothing for to be slain ; 
Right so thy sonne list a lambe to dey : 

Now lady full of mercy I you prey, 

Sithihe his mercy sured me so large. 

Be ye not scant, for all we sing or say, 

ITiat ye been fro vengeannee aye our targe. 

Z. 

Zacharie yon clepitb the open well, 

That wisht sinfull soule out of his gnilt. 
Therefore this lesson out 1 will to tell, 

That nere thine tender heart, we were ^ilt. 
Now lady bright, sith thou oanst and wilt 
Been to the seed of Adam merciable, 

Bring vs to that paleis that is built 
To penitentis, that ben to mercie able. 

EXPLicrp. 


CERTAIN BALLADES. 

Sometime the world so stedfast was and stable, 
That mans word was an obligatioon. 

And now it is so ftilse and deceivable. 

That word and deed as in conclusionn 
Is nothing like, for toumed is vp so donn 
AH the world, through mede and fikelnesse, 
That all is lost for lack of stefifastnesse. 

VOL. I. 


What maketh the world to be so variable 
But lust, that men haue in dissension. 

For among vs a man is hold vnable, 

But if he can by some collusion 

Doe his neighbour wrong and oppression : 

What causeth this but wilful! wretchednesse. 
That all is lost for lack of stedfastnesse. 

Trouth is put downe, reason is hold fable, 

Ueitue hath now no domination. 

Pity is exiled, no man is merciable. 

Through couetise is blent discretion. 

The world hath made a permutation, 

Fro right to wrong, fro trouth to fikelnesse. 

That all is lost for lacke of stedfastnesse. 

LENVOYE. 

Prince desire to be honourable. 

Cherish thy folke, and hate extortion, 

Sufier nothing that may be reprouable 
To thine estate, done in thy re^on, 

Shew ibrth the yerd of castigation, 

Drede God, do law, lone trouth and worthinessc, 
And wed thy folke ayen to stedfastnesse. 

t EXpLTcrr. 
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Fly fro the prease, and dwell with soothfastnesse, 
Snffise vnto thy good though it be small. 

For horde hath hate, and climbing tikelnesse, 
Prease hath enuy, and wele is blent oner all, 
Sauour no more than thee behoue shall, 

Rede well thy selfe that other folke canst rede. 
And trouth thee shall deliuer, it is no drede. 

Paine thee not ech crooked to redresse 
In trust of her that toumeth as a ball. 

Great rest staudeth in little businesse. 

Beware also to spom agahete a nail. 

Striae not as doth a crocke with a wall, 

Deme thy sdfe that demest others dede. 

And trouth thee shall deliaer it is no dr^e. 

That thee is sent receiue in buxomnesse, 

The wrastling of this world asketh a fell, 

Here is no home, here is but wildemesse. 

Forth pilgrime, forth beast out of thy stall, 

Looke vp on high, and thanke God of all, 

Weiue thy lusts, and let thy ghost thee lede. 
And trouth thee shall deliuer, it is no drede. 

EXPLICIT. 


A BALLADE 

OF THE VILLAGE WITHOUT FAINTING. 
PLAnrriFE to fortune* 

Tbir wretched worldes transmutation, , 

As wele and wo, now poor, and now honour. 
Without order or due discretion, 

Gouemed is by Fortunes errour, 

But natheless the lacke of her fiswonr 
Ne may not doe me sing, though that I die, 
L’ay tout pardu, mon temps ot labour. 

For finally fortune I defie. 

Yet is me left the sight of my veasono. 

To know fnend fro ^ in tlqr miiTow, 

So mnch hath yetthytoirattngvp and doan 
Ytaught me to knowea in an hour, 

D d 
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Dili truly no forc(» of thy letlctour 
To him that ouer himselfe hath maistre. 

My snffisaunce shall be niy succour, 

For finally fortune I defie. 

0 Socrates, thou stedfast champion, 

She might neuer be thy turmentour, 

Tliou neuer dredest her oppression, 

Ne m her chere found thou no fauour, 

Thou kne»v the deceit of her colour, 

And that her most worship is for to lie, 

1 know hei eke a false dissimuloui, 

For finally fortune 1 defie. 

THE ANSWERS OF FORTUNE. 

No man is wretched, but himselfe it wene, 

Ne that hath in himselfe suffi"»aunce, 

Why saist thou than I am to thee so kene. 

That hast thy selfe out of my gouemance^ 

Say thus, graunt mercy of thine babundance 
That thou hast lent or this, thou shalt not stnue, 
What wost thou yet how I thee woll auance, 

And eke thou hast thy best fnend aliue. 

I hanr tnee taught deuision betwecne 
Friend o'’ effect, and friend of countenaunce, 
Tiieencedeth not the gall of an hme, 

That cureth eyen darke for her pennaunce 
Now see t thou clere that were in ignoraunce. 

Yet holt thine anker, and yet thou maist arnue 
There bounty bcareth the key of my substance. 
And eke thou btist thy best friend aiiue. 

How many bauc 1 refused to sustene, 

Sith 1 ha- ' thee lustred in thy pleasaunce, 

Wo’’^ thr.i *han make a statute on thy quene, 
That 1 slitth tie aye at thine oidmaunce, 

Tliov born aH in my reigne of vaiiaunce, 

About tbs whc'e -ft ith othei must thou driue, 

My lore is bet, tnan wicke ’s thy greuaunce, 

And eke thou hast thy best fueacl aliue. 

THE ANSWEUE TO maTUNE. 

Thy lore 1 dampne, it is aduersity. 

My frend maist thou not reue blind goddesse. 
That I thy friends know, I thnnke it thee. 

Take hem againe, let hem go he a presse, 

The niggardes m keeping hir ricbesse, 

Pronostike is, thou wolt hir toure assaile, 

Wickc appetite cotameth aye before sickness?, 

In gener^ this rule may not faile. 

FORTUNE. 

Thou pinebest at my mutability, 

Foi I thee lent a droppe of my nchesse. 

And now me liketh to withdiaw me, 

Why shouldest thou my royalty oppresse, 

The sea may ebbe and flow more and lesse. 

The welken hath might to shine, rain, and hail. 
Right so must I kithe my brotilnesse. 

In generall this rule may not fail. 

THE PLAINTIFE. 

Lo, the execution of the majesty, 

That all purucigheth of his rightwisenesse. 

That same thing fortune clepen ye. 

Ye blind beasts full of ieaudtiesse. 

The Heauen hath property of sikeinesse. 

This world hath euer restlesse trauaile, 

The last day is end of mine entresse. 

In generall this njle not fade. 


THENUOYE OF FORIONE. 

Ptinres I pray you of your gentdnc«-'>c 
XiCt not this man and me thus cry and plain. 
And I shall quite you this businesse, 

Aud if ye liste releue him of his pain. 

Pray ve his best frende of his noblesse, 

That to some better state he may attain. 


LENUOY. 

To broken been the statutes hie in Heauen, 
That create were eternally tendure, 

Sithe that I see the bright goddes seuen, 

Mowe wepe and wade, and passion endure, 

As may in yeaith a mortall creature : 

Alas, fro whens may this thing precede. 

Of which erruur I die almost for drede. 

By word eterne whilom w'as it shape. 

That fro the fifth cercle in no maneie, 

Ne might of teares dounc escape, 

But now so weepeth Uenus m hei sphere, 

That with her teares she wol drench vs here, 
Alas Scogan this is for thine offence. 

Thou causest this deluge of pestilence. 

Hast thou not said in blaspheme of the goddjs. 
Through pride, or through thy gret rekelnes, 
Such things as in the law of loue forbode is, 
That for thy lady saw not thy distresse, 
Theifore thou yaue her vp at Mighelmesse? 
Alas Scogan of oide folke ne yong, 

Was neuer erst Scogan blamed for his tong. 

Thou drew in scome Cupide eke to record. 

Of thilke rebell word that thou hast spoken, 

Fo» which he woli no longer be thy loid, 

And Scogan, though his bow be not broken, 

He w^oU not with his arowes be ywroken 
On thee ne me, ne none of our figure, 

We shall of him haue neither hurte ne cure. 

Now certas frend I diede of thine vnhape. 

Lest for thy gilte the wreche of lone procedc 
On all hem that been hore and round of shape. 
That be so likely folke to spede, 

' Thau we shall of our labour haue our mede, 

But well I wot thou wolt answere and say, 

Lu old Grisell list to reime and play. 

Nay Scogan say not so, for I me excuse, 

God help? me so, in no rime doubtles, 

Ne thinke I ncuei of sleepe wake my muse, 

1 That lusteth m my sheath still in pees, 

While I was yong I put her forth m prees. 

But all shall passe that men prose or time. 

Take euery man his tourne as for liis time. 

Scogan thou knelest at the stremes hedde 
Of grace, of all honour, and of worthiness, 

In thende of which 1 am dull as deddc, 
Forgotten m solitary wildemesse, 

Yet Scogan thmke on Tullius kindness, 

Mind thy frende there it may fructifie, 

Farewel, and looke thou neuer eft loue defie# 

EXPLICIT. 
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Go forth kingy nile thee by sapience, 

Bishop be able to minister doctrine, 

Lorde to true couasaile yeue audience, 
Womanhode to chastity euer encline, 

Knight let tfay deedes worship determine, 

Be righteous judge in sauing thy name, 

Rich do almose, lest thou lese bliss -with shame. 

People obey your king and the law, 

Age be ruled' by good leligion, 

True «eiuaunt be diedful and kepe thee vnder aw, 
And thou pooi e, fie on presumpcion, 

Inobedrence to youth is vtier destnicbon, 
Remember you how God hath set you lo, 

And doe your part as ye be ordeined to« 


TO ms EMPTY PURSE. 

To you my purse and to none other wight 
Complaine I, for ye be my lady deie, 

I am sorry now that ye be light. 

For certes ye now make me heauy chere, 
Me were as lefe laid ypon a here, 

For which vnto your mercy thus I crie, 

Be heauy againe or els mote I die. 

Now vouchsafe this day or it be n»ght, 
That I of you the blissful so*vne may heie, 
Or see your coloiii like the Sunne bngbt, 
That of yelowness had neuer pere. 

Ye be my life, ye be my hertes stere, 
Queene of comfort and of good companie, 
Be heauy againe, or els mote I die- 

Now purse that art to me my hues light, 
And sauiour, as downe in this world here, 
Out of this towne helpe me by your might, 
Sith that you woli not be my treasure, 

For I am shane as nere as any firere. 

But I pray vnto your curtesie. 

Be heauy agame, or els mote I die. 

EXPLICIT. 


A BALLAD 

wans BY CHAUCER, TEACHING WHAT IS OEHTILKESS, OR 
WHOM IS WORTHY TO BE CALLED GEWTILL. 

The firs't stocke father of gentilnes, 

What man desireth gentil for to bee, 

Must followe his trace, and all his wittes dreis, 
TTertue to love, and vices for to flee, 

For vnto vertue longeth dignitee. 

And not the revers &lsly dare I deme. 

All weare he miter, crowne or diademe. 

This first stocke was full of rightwisnes, 

Trewe of his worde, sober, pitous and free, 

Cleneof his goste and loved besinesse, 

Against the vice of slouth in hon^ite, 

And but his eyre love vertue as did he. 

He is not gentill though he rich seme. 

All weare he miter, crowne or diademe. 
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Uicesse may well be heir to old richei»se, 

But there may no man, as men may wel see, 
Byquethe his eyre his vertues noblenesse, 

That is appiopned vnto no degree. 

But to the first father in majestee, 

That inaketh hia eyres them that him quemc 
All weare he miter, crowne or diademe. 

EXPLICIT. 


A PROVERB 

AGAINST COVETISE AND NEGLIGEN’CE. 

What shall these clothes manifold 
liO this hote somers day, 

After great heat commeth cold. 

No man cast his pilch away. 

Of all this world the large compasse 
It will not m mine armes twaine, 

Who so mokel well enbrace, 

Xitel thereof he shall distraine. 

EXPLICIT 


A BALLAD 

WHICH CHAUCER MADE AGAINST WOMEN UNCONSTANT. 

Madame, for your new fangleness, 

Many a serx^aunt have you put out of your grace, 
I take my leave of your unstedfastness. 

For well I wote, while ye to live haue ?pace, 

Ye cannot love full half yere in a place, 

To new things your lust is ever kene, 

In stede of blew, thus may ye wear all grene. 

lUght as a mirrour that nothing may enpresse. 

But lightly as it cometb, so mote it passe, 

So ftures your love, your works bear witnes 
There is no faith may your berte enbrace. 

But as a wedercocke, that turneth his face 
With euery wind, ye fare, and that is seene. 

In stede of blew, thus may ye weare all grene. 

Ye might he shrined, for your brothilnes, 

Better than Dalyda, Cresseide, or Candace, 

For ever in changing stondeth your sikernes. 

That catche may no wight, firam your herte a race, 
If ye lose one, ye can well twein purchace 
AI light for somar, ye wot well what I meene, 

In stede of blew, thus may ye weare all grene.* 

EXPLICIT. 


CHAUCEWS WORDS 

UNTO HIS OWN SCRIVENER." 

Adam Scriuener if ever it thee befell, 

Boece or Troiles for to write new. 

Under thy long locks thou maist baue the scall^ 
But after my making thou write more trew, 

So oft a day I mote thy werke renew, 

It to correct and eke to rubbe and scrape. 

And all is thorow thy negligence and rape. 
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30ECIUS 

BE CONSOLATIONE PHILOSOPHIC* 


(Uirmma qui quondam studio fiorenitperegi^ 
Flebllis keu mastns cogor inire modou 

A las, l wepyng am constrained ta begin verse 
of sorowefull matter, that whilom inflonsbyng 
gtudie made delitable ditees. For lo, rendyng 
mases of poetes, enditea to me thinges to be writen, 
and drene teares. At laste no drede ne might 
onercome tho mases, that thei ne werren fellowes, 
and folowden my waie, that is to saie; whan I was 
eanled,. thei that weren of my youthe, whilom weel- 
fnll and grene, comforteu now scffowfiill wierdes, 
of me old man: for clde is cornea vnwarely vpon 
me, hasted by the harmes that I bane, and sorowe 
hath eommaiinded bis age to bee in ma Heeres 
hore arert shad ouertime licbe vpon my heatd : and 
the slacke sTcinne trenibleth of mine empted bodie. 
Thilke death of men is welefull, that ne commeth 
not in yeres that be swet, btit cometh to wretches 
often icleped: alas, alas, with how defe an eare 
death cruell tnmetb awaie fro wretches, andnaieth 
for to close wepyng iyen. While fortune vnfaith- 
fuU, fauoured me with light goodesy that sorow- 
full boure, that is to saie, the death,^ had almoste 
drente myne hedde : but now for fortune cloudie, 
hath chaunged her deceiuable chere to mewarde, 
myne vopitous Ufe draweth along vngreable dwell- 
ynges^ 0 ye my frendes, what, or wherto auaunt- 
ed ye me to been welfuU ^ For he that hath fall^ 
etodein no stedfast degree. 


Hoc dum mecum tadtus tpse reputajemf quermo- 
niamque lacrimaUlem stih officio destgnarem : adtir 
iisse mihi supra verticem visa est mulier, reverendi 
admodum vulhis, oculu ardentibus, et ultra com- 
munem, 

In the meane while that I stil recorded these 
tb 3 mges with my self, and marked my wepelie 
complainte, with office of poinctell ; 1 sought stond- 
yng abouen the bight of mine hed a woman of full 
greate reuerence, by semblaunt. Heriyenbren- 
nymg, and clere, seyng ouer the common might of 
menne, with a liuely colour, and with soi'he vigour 
and strength that it ne might not been nempned, 
all were it so, that she were fall of so greate age, 
that menne woulden not trowen m no manere, that 
she were of our elde. 

The stature of her, was of doutous judgemente, 
for sometyme she constrained and shronke her 
seluen, like to the common measure of menne r 
and sometyme it semed, that she touched the 
Heauen, with the hight of her hedde. And whan 
she hone her hedde higher, she perced the self 
Heauen, so that the sight of menne lookyng was m 
idell : her clothes wer maked of right delie thredes, 
and subtel craft of perdurable mattier. The whicbe 
clothes, she had wonen with her owne bandes, as 
I knewe well after, by her self declaryqg, and 
shewyng to me the beautie: the yrhiche dofoes a 
darkenesse of a forieten and dispised elde^ bad 
dusked and darked, as It is woi^ to ddrke by 
smoked images. 

lu the netherest hemme or border of these 
clothe^ menne redde iwouen therein a Gtekishe A. 
that signifieth the life actlue, and aboue that letter, 
in the hiest bordure,, a Grekishe C. that signifieth 
the life contemplamer And betwene these twoo 
I letters, there^ere seen degrees nobly wrought, in 
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maner of ladders, by whiche degrees, meime might 
climbeafrom the netherest letter, to the vpperest : 
nathelesse handcs of some men, hadden kerue 
that clothe, by violence or by strength, and eueriche 
manne of hem, had borne awaie soche peces, as 
he might getten. And forsothe this foresaied wo- 
man, bare smale bookes in her right hande, and in 
her left hand, she bare a scepter. And whan she 
save these poeticall muses, approchyng aboute my 
bed, and endityng wordes to my wepynges, she was 
a litle amoued, and glowed with cruell lyen. Who 
(qnod she) hath suSered approchen to this sicke 
manne, these common strompettes, of which is the 
place, that menne call theatre, the whiche onely 
ne asswagen not his sorowes with remedies, but 
thei would feden and norishe hym with swete 
venime^ Forsothe, that been tho that withthomes, 
and pnekynges of talcntes of affeccicns, whiche 
that been nothyngs fructous not profitable, dis- 
troien the come, plentuous of fruictes of reason. 
For thei holden hertes of men in vsage, but thei 
ne deliuer no folke fro maladie. But if the muses 
had withdrawen fro me with your flatteries, any 
an vneonnyng and vnprofltable manne, as been 
wont to finde commenly emong the people, 1 would 
well suflre the lasse greuously. For why, in soche 
an vnprofltable man, myne ententes were nothyng 
endamaged. But ye withdrowen fro me this man, 
that he hath been nourished in my stupes or scoles 
ofClealicta, and of Achademicis m Grece. But 
goeth now rather awaie ye mermaidens, whiche 
that been swete, till it be at the last, and suffreth 
this man to be cured and healed by my muses, 
that is to say, by my notefull sciences. And thus 
this companie of muses iblamed, casten wrothly 
the chere, dounward to the yearth, and shewing 
byrednesse hir shame, thei passeden sorowfully 
the thresholde. And 1 of whom the sight plounged 
in teares was darked, so that I ne might not know, 
what that woman was, of so imperiall auctfaoritie, 
1 woxe all abashed and stonied, and cast my sight 
doune to the yerth, and began still for to abide 
what she would doen afterward. Then came she 
nere^ and set her donne vpon tiie vtteimost comer 
of my bed, and she behoMyng my chere^ that was 
cast to the yearth, heauie and greuous of Wepytig, 
complained irith these woords (that 1 shall saine) 
tl^ pertnihadon of my thoai^t. 


jBea quam precipiti mersa profundo Mens hebet, et 
propria luce relicta, Tendit in ewternas tre tene- 
brut, Terrems quoties Jlutihus aucta Cresdi in 
immensum rmaAa cma, Hio quondam cab liber 
eperto- 

Az:.As,howe the tl^onght of this man, dreinte in ouer- 
ihrowyng depenesse, dulleth and forleteth his proper 
derenesse, mintyng to gone into fonun darkenesse, 
as ofre as his anoious besines wexeth without mea- 
sure, that is driuen with worldlie mindes. Thisman 
that whilome was fre^ to whom the Heauen was 
open and knowen, and was wont to gone in heauenly 
{Mthes, and sawe the lighinesse of the redde Sunne, 
and hehelde the sterres of the colde Moone, , 
whiche sterre in Heauen, vseth vanderyng re- 
courses iflitte by diners spheres. This manne ouer- 
comer had coiliprehended all this thyng, by nomber 
of acconq^g in asbponofhie. And ouer this, he 


was wont to seken the causes, whens the sowning- 
windes mouen, and besien the smothe water of the 
sea. And what spinte toumeth the stable Heauen. 
And why the sterre riseth out of the red east, to 
fallen in the westeren wanes. And what attemp- 
reth the lustie houres of the first sommer season, 
andhighteth and apparaileth the yearth with rosie 
floures. And who maketh the plumtuousautumpne, 
in full yeres fleeten with boauie grapes. And eke 
this manne was wonte, to tell the diuers causes of 
nature that were hidde. Alas, how lightlie is empt- 
ed the light of his thought, and his necke is pressed 
with heauie chaines, andbeareth his chere enclined 
adowne for the greate weight, and is constrained to 
looken oivthe foie yearth. 


Sed magis mediciriT ( inguit J iemp>jLs est qitam querel'r, 
Soe Turn veto totis in me mtenia lumimbus* Philo* 
Tii ne itle es fait} qm nostro quondam lacte nutri- 
tas, nostns educaius alimsntis, in xinUts caumi ro^ 
hur eoaseras ? 

But tyme is now of medicine (quod she) more then 
complainte. Forsothe than she entendynge to me 
warde, with all the lookyng of her iyen saied. Art 
not thou he (quod she) that whilome I nourished 
with my milke, and fostred with my meates, were 
escaped and commen to the courage of a parfaite 
manne : Certes, I yaue thee soche armours, that if 
thou thyself, ne haddest firste caste hem a waie, 
thei shoaldcu haue defended thee iu sikemesse, 
that male not bee ouercomen. Knowest thou not 
me? why ait thou still: is it for shame, or for 
astoniyng ? It were me leuer it were for shame, but 
it semelh me that astom 3 n[ig bath oppressed thee. 
And when she sawe me not onely stil, but rathei 
without office of tongue, and all dombe, she laied 
her hande softelie vpon my breast, and saied: 
Here is no perill (quod she) he is fallen into a li- 
trage, whiche that is a common sickenesse, ,to 
hertes that been deceiued. He hath a little ffir- 
jeten. hymselfl But certes he shall light lie re- 
membren hyinself, if so bee that beha& knowen 
me er nowe. And that he maie doen so, 1 will 
wipe his iyen a little, that be darked by the cloude 
of mortall tbynges. These woordes saied she, and 
with the lappe of her gamemente, iplited in a 
frounce she dried myne iyen, that weren full of the 
wawes of my wepynges. 


Tunc me dfscussa liquemnt node ienehripj Lummibus- 
que prior reiiit vigor, Ut mm practpiii glome-- 
ranixtr sidera CHorOf Nbnbosisque polus steiit im- 
hnbus, Sol laiet, ac non dum calo venieniibut 
asiris, dfc. 

Thus whan that mghte was discussed a^e, darke- 
nesse forlete me, and to my iyen repaired again 
her first strength. And right as by*ensample, as 
the Sunne is hidde when the s^rres been couerde 
with cloudes, by a swifte winde that hight Chorus, 
and the finpoamente stante dercked by weqte 
plungie cloudes. And that the sterres not ap- 
peren vpon the heauen, so that the night sem&l 
sprad vpon the yearth. If then the wind that 
hight Boreas, tsent out of the cane, of the eountrey 
of Trace, beateth this night, that is to saine, chas- 
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»*tli it awale, and discouereth the closed daie. 
Than sbineth Phebus, ishaken with sodaine light, 
and smiteth with his beames in maroeilyng lyen- 


ffaud dtter tnstitue nehulis dissoluits, hausi cesium^ 
et ad cognoscendam medteantU fadem^ mentem re- 
cepu Itaque uhi m earn deduxt ocvlos, intuitum- 
que defixij respiao Tmtncen meam, in cujus ab 
adolescenhaf dfc. 

Right so and none otherwise, the cloudes of sorowe 
djssolued. and dooen awaie, I tooke beauen, and 
receiued mynde to knowen the face of my phisi- 
cien : so that I sette myne iyen \’pon her, and fas- 
tened my lookyng, 1 beheld my nourice Philoso- 
phle, in whose house I had conuersed fin my 
yontbe, and 1 saied thus. O thou maistresse of all 
rertues, discended from the sonerain seate, why art 
thou commen into this solitarie place of myne 
exile : art thou comen, for thou art made coulpa- 
ble with me of false blames. O (quod she) my 
nourice, should I forsake thee now, and should I 
not parten with thee by commen trauaile, the 
Cbaige that thou haste suffered for enuieof my 
name ? Certes, it were not lefull ne sittyng to Phi- 
losophie, to leten without com panic, the waie of 
hym that is innocente : should I then redout my 
blame, and agrise as though there wer befallen a 
newe thing ? for trowest thou that Pbilosopbie, bee 
now alder^t assailed in perilles, by fblke of wicked 
maner > haue I not striuen with full grate stnef, 
in olde tyme, before the age of my Plato, ayenst 
the foolehardinesse of foly: and eke the same 
Plato liuyng, his maister Socrates, deserued \\c- 
torie of vnnghtfull death in my presence. The 
heritage of the whiche Socrates, the heritage, is to 
saine the doctrine, of the which Socrates, in his 
opinion of felicite, that I cleape welefulnesse: 
whan that the people of Epicuriens and Stoicines, 
and many other, enforced theim to go rauish, 
enery man for his parte, that is to saine; that 
euerich of hem would drawen, to the defence of his 
opinion, the wordes of Socrates. Thei as in partie 
of their praie, to droune me, criyng and debatyng 
there ayenste, and coruen and renten my clothes, 
that I had wouen with myne owne handes. And 
with tho clothes that thei had araced out of my 
clothes, thei wenten awaie, wen3nQg that I h^d gone 
with hem eoery dele. In whiche Epicuriens and 
Stoiciens, for as moche as there semed some traces 
and steppes of my babite. The fblie of wenyng 
tho Epicunens and Stoiciens, my iaxmliers, per- 
uerted some, throng the errour of the wicked 
multitude of hem : this.is to sam, for thei semed 
philosophers, thei weren pursued to the death and 
slame. So if thou hast not knowen the exilyng of 
Anaxagoras, ne the enpoisoning of Socrates, ne the 
tonrmentes of Zeno, for thei weren straungers, yet 
mightest thon haue knoweh the Senecas, the 
nios, and the Soranos ; of wluche fblke, the renome 
is neither oner olde ne vnsoleiiipnbw The whiche 
meime nothyng els ne brought to the death, but 
ondy for thei were enfbrm^ of my maners, and 
setn^to mooste vnlike to the studies of wicked 
folke. And for thy thou oughtest not to wondren, 
though that I in the bitter sea, be dnuen with 
tempestes blowing about. In the whicbe this is my 
moste purpose, that is to sain, to displeasen wicked 


men. Of whiche shrewes, all be the hooste neuer 
so greate, it is to dispise, for it is not gouemed with 
no leader of reason, but it Is rauished onely ^ flet- 
3mg errour, folihe and lightlie. And if thei some^ 
tyme, make an hooste ayenst ts, assaile vs as 
strenger: our leader draweth together, his ri- 
chesscs into his toure, and thei been eateatiief 
about sarpleris or sachelles, vnprofitable for to 
taken. But we than been high aboaen, siker from 
all tumulte and woode noise, warenestored and en- 
closed in soche a Paleis, whither as the clateryng 
or anoiyng folie, maie not attaine, we scome soche 
raueners, and henters of foulest thynges. 


Quisquis composito serenus cevo, Fatum sub pedibus 
egit superhttm: JFbrtunamque tuens utramqutrec^ 
tus, Jnvictum poimt tenere mlium, &!c. 

Who so it bee that cleare of vertne, sadde, and well 
ordinate of liu3mg, that hath putte vnder foote the 
proude wierdes, and looketh vpright vppon either 
Fortune, he maie holden his chere vndiscomffted. 

The rages ne the manaces of the sea, commpu- 
yng and chasyng vnware, heat from the bottome, 
ne shall not moue that manne, ne the vnstahle 
mountaigne that bight Uesenus, that writheth out 
through his broken chimeneis, smok3nag fires^ ner 
the waie of thonder leite, that is wonte to smden 
high toures, ne shall not moue that man. Where- 
to than wretches drede ye tirauntes, that been 
wood, and felonnous with any strength ? hope after 
ijothyng, ne drede thou not : and so shalte thou 
disarmen the ire of thilke vnmightie tirauntc. 
But who that quak3mg dredeth, or desireth thyng 
that is not stable of bis right, that manne that so 
dooeth, hath caste awaie his shilde, and is remoued 
fro his place, and enlaseth hym in the chaine, witli 
the whiche he maie be drawen. 


Sentisne (biqult) htvc$ atqiieanimo Ulahuntur tuo^ 
expers ne es lyra ^ quid fie$ ? quid lachrmus ma- 
nos ^ St operam methcanhs expectas, oportet ui vul- 
nus detegas tuuiru 

Felest thou (quod she) these th3mgs: and entren 
thei aught in thy courage ? art thou like an asse 
to the harp? why wepest thou? why spillestb 
thou teares : if thou abidest after heipe of the 
leche, thee behoueth discouer thy wounde ? Tho I 
hkd gathered strength in my courage, and an- 
swer^ and saied. And nedeth it (quod I) of re- 
bearsyng, or of amonidon, and sheweth it net 
inough by hymself, the sharpenes that wexifetir 
woode against me. Ne moueth it not thee to sh 
the face, or the maner of this place ? Is this the 
librarie that thou haddest chosen for a right cer- 
tain liege, to thee in mine hous there as thou dis- 
putest oft wi|h me, of the science of thynges, 
touch3mg diuinite, and touchjmge mankynde ? was 
than myne habite soche as it is now, was my face 
or chere, soch as it is now, whan I a^ith the 

secretes of nature, whan thou enfmTDedest my ma- 
ners, and the reason of all my Sfb, to the ensam- 
ple of thorder of Heauen ? Is not this the guerdone 
that I referre to thee^ to whom I haue be obei- 
saunt? Certes, thon eoibrmedest by the monthe of 
Plato this sentence, that is to same: that comea 
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thingesor Oi'-mnuaUios Keion blisfall, if thei that 
had studied ail tally to wisedome, youerneden 
thilke thynges: or els if it so befell, that the go- 
ueroours of communalties, studien to gette wise- 
dome. Thou saidest eke by the mouthe of the 
saied Plato, that jtwas a necessaiie cause, wi'^e 
menne to taken and desiren the gonernaunce of 
comen thynges, for that the gouernaunce of citees, 
deft in the handes of felonous tourmentors, cite- 
zeins ne sboulden not biingen m pestilence and 
distruccion to good folke. And therefore I fol- 
lowyng thilke aucthonrs, desired to put forthe in 
execucion and in acte, of comen administracion 
thilke thinges, that I had learned of thee, emong 
my secrete reding whiles, thou and God, that put 
in the thoughtes of wise folke, been knowen with 
me, that nothyng ne brought me to mastne or dig- 
nitie, but the common stndie of all goodnesse 
And therfore cometh it, that betwene wicked folk 
and me, havie been greuous discord es, that ne 
mighten not bee relea'^ed bj'’ praiers . for this Ii- 
bertie hath the fredome of conscience, that the 
w rathe of moie mightie folke, hath alwaie been 
dlspised of me, for saiiaoion of rght How oft 
haue I resisted and withstande, that man that 
hight Canigast, that made alwaie thassaut, ayenst 
the prosper fortunes of poor feoble folke } How eft 
eke bane I put of or cast out hym Triguill, pro- 
uosteof the kynges hous, bothe of the wronges 
that he had begonne to doen, and eke fully per- 
formed ? How often bane I couered and defended 
by the aucthoritie of me, put ayenst pcrilles, that 
is to sainei put myne aucthoritie in penll, for the 
.nhretched poore folke, that the conetise of straun- 
gers vnpunished, turmenteden alwaie w.th m.s- 
eases, and gi'cuaunees out of nomber? Neuer 
maiine yet drowe me fro right to wiong. Whan I 
sawe the fortunes and the r chesses ot the people 
of the proumeds, been harmed and amenused, 
either by prime rauines, or by comeu tributes or 
cartages, as sory was J as thei that suffieden the 
harme. Glose. Whan Theoderike Ling of Gothes 
in a dedde yere had his garneis full of come, and 
commaunded that no man should buye no come, 
till his come wer sold, and at a greuous dere pi ise. 
Beoce withstoode that ordinaunce, and oueicame 
it, knowyng all this the king Theodonke bymself. 
Coempcion is to sale, comen achate or buiyng to- 
gether, that were estabbshed vpon the people, by 
soche a maner imposicion, as who so bought a bus- 
hell of corne, be must yeuen the kyng the fiueth 
paite. Textns. Whan it was in the sore hongrie 
tyme, there was established greuous and vnprofi- 
table coempcion, that men seen well, it sbuld 
greatlie tourmenten and endomagen all the pro- 
uince of Campaine. I tooke strife ayenst the 
prouost of the pretor e, for the common profile. 
And the know 3 mg of it, I onercame it, so that the 
coempcion was not asked, ne tooke effecte. 

Pauline a counsailour of Roome, the nchesses of 
the wbiche Pauline, the hondes of the paleis, that 
is to saie, the offi:ers wonldeu haue deuoured by 
hope and couetise : yet drowe I out of the iowes, 
of hem that gapeden. And for as raoche as the 
paine of the accusacion a judged beforne, ne 
should not sodainly honten, ne punishen wrong- 
fully Albine a counsailour of Roome, I putte me 
ayenst the hates, and indignacions of the accusour 
Cipnan. Ts it not then inough, sens that I haue 
purchased great discordes ayenst myself > but I 


ought bee more assured ayenst other folke, that 
for the lone of right wisnesse I neuer reserued no- 
thyng to myself, to hemwarde of the k 3 mges halle, 
by whiche I were the more siker. But thiough 
tho same accusours accusyng, [ am condempned. 
Of the nomber of whiche accusouis, one Basilms 
that whilome w'as chased out of the kynges seruice, 
is now compelled in accusyng of my name, for node 
of foraine money. 

Also, Opilion and GaudenciUs, haue accused me: 
all be it, so that the justice regall had whilome 
demed theim bothe, to gone into exile, for hir 
tretcheries and fraudes without nombei . To whiche 
judgement thei nolden not obeye, but defended 
hem by the sikemesse of bolie house-., that is to 
same, fledden into seintewane: and than whan 
this was appeiceiued by the kynge, he com- 
maunded, but if thei auoided the citee of Ra- 
uemie, by certayne daye assigned, that menne 
should maiken hem on the toiebedde, with an 
hotte yroE, and chasen hem out of the toune. 
Now what thyng semeth might be likened to this 
crueltie, for certes, this same daie was receiued, 
the accusing of my name, by thilke same accu- 
soures ? What maie bee saied hereto ? Hath my 
studie and my connynge deserued thus, or els the 
foresaied dampnacion of me, made theim nghtfuU 
accusours or no ? Was not fortune ashamed of 
this ? Certes, all had not fortune ben ashamed, 
that innocence was accused, yet ought she haue 
had shame of the filthe of myne accusours. But 
aske thou m some, of what gilte 1 am accused. 
Men saine that I would sauen the companie of the 
senalours. And desirest thou to heren, in what 
maner T am accused, that I should haue distourbed 
the accusour tobearen letters, by whiche he sliould 
haue made the senatonrs giltie, ayenst the kynges 
roiall maiestie. O maistresse, what demest thou 
of this? Shall 1 forsake this blame, that! ne bee 
no shame to thee ? Certes, I haue would it (that is 
to saie) the sauacion of the senate, ne I shall neuer 
let to wilne it, and that 1 confesse and am a 
knowe,but the entente of the accusour to been dis- 
turbed, shall cease. Shall I ciepe that a felonie 
or a synne, that I haue desired the sauacion of the 
order of the senate. And certes, bad thilke same 
senate, doen through hir decretes and hir ludge- 
raentes, as though it wer a sinne and a felonie, that 
IS to wilne the sauacion of them. But folie that 
lieth alwaie to hymself, maie not chaunge the me- 
rite of thynges, ne 1 trowe not by the ludgemente 
of Socrates, that it wcie lefull to me, to hide the 
sothe, ne assente to leasynges: but ceites, how so 
euer it bee of this, I putte it to gessen or prisen, of 
the lodgement of thee, and of wise folke, of whiche 
thvnge ail the ordinaunce and the sothe (for as 
moche as folke that been to comen after onr dales, 
shal knowen jt) I haue putte it m scripture, and 
in remembi aunce. For touchyng the 1 etters false- 
ly made, by whiche letters I am accused, to haue 
hoped the fredome of Itoome, what apertaineth 
me to speaken thereof. Of whiche letters, the 
fraude had been shewed apertlie, if I had had li- 
bertie for to haue vsed and been at confession of 
mine accusours, the whiche thyng in all nedes 
bath great strength, for what other fredom maie 
menne hopen ^ Certes, I would that some other 
freedome might be hoped, I would than haue aun- 
swered, by the woordes of a man, that hight Ca- 
mus : for whan he was accused of Canius, Cesar 
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Gerhianes soonne. that he was knowyng and con- 
seutyng, of a coniuracion made ayenst hym. This 
Camus aunswered thus: If I had wiste it, thou 
haddest not wiste it. In whicbe tiiyng, sorowe 
hath not so dulled my witte, that I plain onely, 
that sliieude folke apparailen felonies againste 
vertue, but I wonder greatly, how that ihei maie 
performe thinges that thei liaue hoped for to deon, 
for why ne wil ne shreudnesse that cometh para- 
uenture of onr defaute. But it is like a monster 
and a marueile, how that in the presente sight of 
God, maie been acheued and performed soche 
thynges, as cuery felenous manne, hath conceiued 
m his thought againste mnocentes. For whiche 
thynge, one of thy familors not vnskilfull, asked 
thus : If God is : whens comen wicked thynges. 
But all had it been lefiill that felonous folk, that 
nowe desii en the blood, and the death of all good 
menne. And eke of the senate, haue wiln^ to 
gone distroyen me, whom thei haue seen alwaie 
batailen and defenden good men and eke all the 
senate, that had not deserued of the fathers (that 
is to saine of the senatours) that thei shoulden will 
my destruccion. Thou remembreste well as I 
gesse, that whan I would doen or saine any thyng, 
thou thyself alwaie presente ruledest me. 

At the citee of Werone, whan that the king 
gredie of comen slaughter, caste hym to tran- 
sporten vpon al thorder of the senate, the gilte 
of his roial maiestie, of the whiche gilte, that Alb n 
was accused, with how greate sikemesse of perill 
to me, defended I all the^nate : thou wotest well 
that £ saie sothe, ne I ne auaunted me neuer in 
praisyng of myself. For alwaie, whan any wight 
recemeth precious renome, in auauntyng of hym- 
self, or his werkes, he amenuseth the secree of his 
conscience. 

But now thou maiest well seen, to what ende I 
am comen for myne innocencie, I receiue paiue of 
false felonie, for gwerdone of verie vertue. And 
what open confession of felome had euer judges, so, 
accordaunte in cruelte, that is to same, as myne 
accusyng hath, that either errour of mannes witte, 
or elt> condicion of fortune, that is vncertaine to 
all mortall folke, ne submitted some of hem, that 
is to saie, that it ne enclined some judge to haue 
pite or compassion. For although I had been ac- 
cused, that I would brenne holie houses, and 
strangle pnestes with wicked swearde, or that 1 
had greiflied death to all good men, algates the 
sentence should haue punished me presente con- j 
fessed and conuicte. 

But now I am remoued from the citee of Rome, 
almoste fine hundred thousand paas, I am without 
defence dampned, to proscnpcion and to death, foi 
the studies and bounties that I 'haue doen to the 
senate. But o well been thei worthie of merite, as 
who saieth : naie, there might yet neuer none of 
hem bee conuict of soche a blame as mine is. Of 
whiche trespace mine accusours seen full wel the 
dignite for thei would darken it with medling of 
some felouie, Thei baren me on bond and sated, 
that I had polute and defouled my conscience with 
sacrilege, for couetise of dignitie : and certes, thou 
thyself that art planted in me, chacedest out of the 
sie^e of my corage, all couetise of mortall thynges, 
ne sacrilege, ne had no leaue to haue a place in 
me bofoipe thyne iyes. For thou dioppcdest euery 
daie m mine eares, and in my thought thilke com- 
maundemente of Pythagoras, Uiat is t<> saie: 


4fl 

menne shall seruen to God, nn<3 not to goddes 
Ne it was not coooeniente ne none neede, to taken 
helpe of the foulest spirites, I that thou hast oi- 
demed, and set in soche excellence, that thou 
madest me like to Gotl, and ouer this, the right 
cleane secrete chambei of myne hous, that is to 
saie, my Wife, and the companie of mine honest 
frendes, and my wiues father, as well holie as 
woithy to bee reuerensed for his deedes, defenden 
me from all soche sospeccion of soche blame. But 
oh malice. For thei that accusen me, taken of the 
pbilosopbie faith of so great blame, for thei trowen 
that I haue had affinite to malifice or enchaunt- 
ment, bicause that I am replenished, and fulfilled 
with thy teachynges, and enformed of thy maners. 
And thus it suffiseth not onely, that thy reuerence 
ne auaile me naught, but if thou of thy frewill, ra- 
ther bee blemished with mine offencion. But 
certes, to the harmes that I haue, there betideth 
yet this encrease of harme, that the gessyng and 
the iudgementeof moche folke, ne looken no thyng 
to the desertes of thinges, but onely to the auen- 
ture of fortune, and ludgen that only soche thinges 
been puruueied of God, which that temporalle wil- 
fulnesse commaundeth. Glosa. As thus, that if 
a wight haue prosperite, he is a good mamae^ and 
worthie to haue that prosperitie, and who so hath 
aduersitie, he is a wicked manne, and God hath 
forsake hym, and he is worthie to haue that aduer- 
sitie. This is the opinion of some folke, and therof 
cometh that good gessing, first of all thing forsaked 
wretches. Certes, it greueth me to thinke right 
now, in diners sentences that the people saith of ai% ; 
and thus moche I saie, that the last charge of con- 
trarious fortune is this, that whan any blame is 
laied vpon a caitife, men women, that he hath de- 
serued that'he sufiereth. And I that am put a waie 
from good men, and disposed of dignities, and de- 
fouled of my name by ges'^yng, haue snffred tur- 
mentes for my good deedes. Certes, me seemeth 
that I see the felonous couines of wicked men 
habounden in iote and in gladnesse, and I se that 
euery lorell, shapeth hym to finde newe frandes, for 
to accuse good folk, and I se that good folke bee 
ouertbrowen, for drede of my penll, and euery 
luxurious tormentour, dare dooen all felome vn- 
punished, and bee excited thereto by yeftes, and in- 
nocentes be not onely dispoiled of sikemesie, but of 
defence, and therto me list to cnen to God m this 
maner. 


0 sielliferi condiior qi Ms, Qm perpetuo mxus solto, Hct-^ 
pido ccelim iurltme verms, Legemque pati sidera 
cogis, Ut ntmcpicTia hcada cornu. Toils fjairis et ob^ 
via Jiammis. Condat Stellas tuna minores: Nwie 
obscuro pallida cornu Phcebo prop} ioi lumma perdai, 
i^c. 

Thou maker of the wheele, thatbeareth thesterrcs, 
which that art fastened to thy perd arable chaire, 
and tumest the Heauen with a raueshyng sweigb, 
and coustrainest the sterres to suffire thy lawe : so 
that the Moone some tyme shining with her full 
homes, metyng with al the beames of the Sunne 
ber brother, hideth the sterres that been lesse. 
And sometime whan the Moone pale, with hei 
darke homes appiocbeth the Sunne, leseth her 
lightes: and that the etiin sterre Hesperus, whiche 
'that in the first tyme of the night, bringeth fir&te 
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bcr colde arising, cometli eft ayen her -vsed course 
and is pale by the morowe at risynge of the Sunne, 
and h then icleped Lucifer. Thou restrainest the 
daic by shorter dwellyng, in the tyme of the colde 
winter, that maketh the leaues fall Thou diuidest 
the swifte tides of the night, when the hote Som- 
mer is comen. Thy might attempreth the vari- 
aunt seasons of the yere, so that Zephenis the de- 
bonaire winde, bringeth ayen in the firste sommer 
$eas(», the leaues that the winde that higbte Bo- 
reas, bath reft awaie in autampne, that is to sale, 
the last ende of sotnroer, and the sedes that the 
Sterne that bight Arcitures sew, bee woxen high 
comes, whan the sterre Sirius enchaseth hem. 
There is ttoth3mg Tnbounden from this olde lawe, 
ne fbrietteth the wetke of his proper estate. 

O tbon gouemonr, goueming all thinges by cer- 
taine ende^ why refusest thou onely to goueme 
the werkes of menne by due maner : why sulfrest 
thou, that slidyng fortune toumeth so greate en- 
terchaunges of thynges, so that anoyous paine that 
should duelie ptmishe felones, punissheth inno- 
centes : and folke of wicked maners, sitten m high 
chaires, and ennoycng folke treden (and that vn- 
rightfhlly) on the neckes of holy men. And vertue 
dere and shinyng naturally, is hid inderke derke- 
nesses, and the rightful man beareth the paine 
and the blame of the felons. Ne the fbrsweringe, 
ne the frande cooerde and kempt with a false co- 
loure, ne annoyeth not to i^rewedenesse, the 
which shrewdnesse, whan hem list vsen hir strength, 
they rdoysen hem to put vnder hem the soue- 
riKne kynges, which that the people without nom- 
bre dr^en. O you what so euer thou be that 
knyttest al bondes of thinges, loke on these 
wretches, ertbes, wc men that been not a foule 
partie, but a fayre parte of so groat a werke t we 
ben tourmented in this see of foitime. Thou go- 
uemour, with drawe, and restreine the rauisbing 
flodes, and fasten and ferme these vearthes stable, 
wyth thilke bonde, Mrj-th whiche thon gouemeste 
heuen that is so large. 


HiPc uht coniinmio dohre dehtram : ilia tuUu pla~ 
eido miilque mm qTxesttbus mota. Pki. Cum te 
(inqtmi) mtsslum, lacrmantemqtie vidmem • dlica 
miserum entle^ue, cagrurn, Serf quam id longtn^ 
quum esset exUtum. 

Whak I had with a contynuall sorowe sobbed, or 
broken oute these thinges, she with her chere pe- 
sible and nothinge amoued with my complaintes, 
said thus. Whan I say ye (quod she) sorowful 
and weping, I wist anon that thou wer a wretch 
and exiled : but I wist neuer how fere thin exile 
was, yf the tale ne had yshewed it me. But ceites 
al be thou ferre fro thy countrey, that nart not 
put oute of it, but thou hast failed of thy way and 
gone a my^se. And if thou hast leuerfor to wene 
that thou be put out of thy countre, than haste 
thou put out thyselfe, rather than any other wight 
hath, for no wight (but thou thyself) ne might 
neuer haue done that to thee : for yf thou remem- 
bre thee of what countre thou art borne, it nis nat 
gouemed by emperours ne by gouernement of 
multitude, as weren the countreis of hem of 
Athenes, but one lorde and one k3nig, and that is 
■God, that is lord of thy countrey, which that rc- 


ioyseth him of the dwelling of his cytefeins and’ not 
for to put hem m exile. Of the which lord it is a 
fredome to be gouemed by .the bridle of hym, and 
obey to his lustice. Hast thou forgotten thilke? 
olde lawe of thy cyte, m the which cyte it is or- 
demed and established, that what wyght hath leuer 
founde therein his seete or his house than els wher, 
he maie nat be exiled by no nghte from that 
place ? For who so that is conteined within the pa- 
lais of thilke, cyte, there is no drede that he maye 
deserue to be exiled. But who that letteth thee 
wil tenhabite there, he forletteth also to deserue to 
be a citezein of thilke cite. So that I say, that the 
face of this place ne mouethe me not so mykel, as 
thyne owne face. Ne I ne aske not rather the 
walles of thy libiarie, apparayled and wrought 
with yuory and with glasse, than after the seete of 
thy thought, in whiche I put nat whilon bookes, 
but I put that, that maketh bookes worthy of 
price or precious : that is to say, sentence of my 
bokes. And certainly of thy desertes bestowed m 
comen good, thou haste sayd soth, but after the 
multitude of thy good dedes, thou haste sayd 
fewe. And of the honestie or of the falsenesse of 
.thinges that bene opposed against the, thou haste 
remembred thinges that be knowen to all folke. 
And of the felonies and fraudes of thin accusouis, 
it semeth the to haue touched it, forsoth right- 
fully and shortly : al mighfen tho ‘same thinges 
better and more plentuously ben coutbe in the 
mouthe of the people, that knowethe all thisu 
Thou haste eke blamed ^greatlye and complained 
of the wrongefull deede of the senate. And thou 
haste sorowed for my blame, and thou hast wopen 
for the dommage of thy renoun that is apeired, 
and thy last sorowe enchased ayen fortune, com- 
playnest the guerdons ne be not euenly yolden to 
the deseits of folke. And in'thy latter ende of thy 
woode muse, thou praydeste that thylke peace 
that gouerncthe the Heuen, shulde goueme the 
Cl the. But for that many tribulacions of affec- 
tions haue assailled the, and sorow and yre and 
weping to drawen the diuersly, as you art now 
feeble of thought, mightier remedies ne shullen not 
vet toueben the, for which we wUIen somdele vsen 
lyghter medicynes, so that thylke passions that he 
waxen harde in swellynge by perturbacions flow- 
ynge into thy thoughte, raowen were easy and 
«?ofte, to receiue the strength of a more mighty 
and moiC egre medicyne by an easier touchyng. 


Cum Fhoshi Tadrts grave Canert ^ 2 dus mestuat. Turn 
laTga ncgantibus Sulcissemina credidit^ Ehims tJe- 
rens fde, Quemas pergat ad arhmes* Nunquam 
pwpureum nmus Ledurus violas petas^ dfe. 

Whan that the heuy sterre of the Cancre enchas- 
eth by the beames of Phebus: that is to saine^ 
Whan that Phebus the sonne is in tb^ signe of 
Cancie, who so yeuethe than largeli his sedes to 
the felds that refiisen to receiue hem, let him gon 
begilal of tiust that he had to his come, to aie- 
liorns of okos. Yf thou write gather violettes, ne 
go thou nat to the purple wodde, whan the field 
chirkinge agrisethe of coldo, by the felnesse of the 
winde that bight Aquilone. Yf thou desyrest or 
wilt vsen grapes, ne seke thou nat a gloutons 
honde to slrainc and presse the stalkes of the vyne 
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In Ihe firste sommer ceason. For Baccus the god 
of wiiic> bathe rather yeuen his yeftes to Au- 
tumpne the latter code of sommer. God tokeneth 
and assyneth the tymesablynge hem to hir propre 
olfyces^ne he suffreth not the stoundes, which that 
bitn selfe bath deuyded and contrayned, to ben 
ymedled togider : and for thy he that forletteth 
certaine ordinaunce of doynge by ouerthrowing 
way, he ne hath no glad issue or ende of his 
werkes. 


Pritnum igitur, paterisne me paucults rogaiionibus 
statun tu(e mentis altingere, atgue tentare^ ut gui 
modus sit iuce curatioms intelhgam^ S^c. 

Firste woldest thou suffre me to touche and as- 
saye, the estate of thought by a fewe demaundes, 
so that I may vnderstand by, the mancr of thy cii- 
racion ? Aske me (quod J) at thy will, that thou 
wolt, and I shal answer. Tho saide she thus: 
Whether wenest thou (quod she) that this world be 
gouenied folishly by happes and fortunes, or els 
wenest thou that there be in it any gonemement 
of reason ? B. Certes (quod I) I ne trowe nat in no 
maner that so certame thinges shulde be moued 
by fortunous fortune. But I wote wel that God, 
maker and maister is gouemour of his werke, ne 
was neuer yet day that might put me out of the 
sothnesse of that sentence. P. So is it (quod she) 
for the same thing sange thou a litel here befome, 
and bewailedest and weptest, that onely men 
were put out of the cure of God, for of all other 
thinges thou ne doutest nat, that they nere go- 
uemed by reason. But oughe, I wonder certes 
gretly why that thou art sicke, sens that thou arte 
put in so holsome a saitence : but let vs seken 
deper. I coniecte that there lacketh I not what 
But say me this. Sens that thou ne doutest not 
that this worlde be gouemed by god, with whicbe 
goueniayle takest thou hede that it is gouemed ? 
Unneth (quod I) know I the sentence of thy ques- 
tion, so that I ne maie not yet answeren to thy de- 
maundes. 1 was not discerned (quod she) that 
there ne failed some what by whicbe the malady 
of perturbacion is crepte into thy thought, so as 
the strength of thy paleys shinynge is open : but 
saye me this. Reinembrest thou what is thende of 
of thyng^: and 'whider theutenciou of al kinde 
tendeth. I haue herde tolde it some tyme (quod 
1) but drerinesse bathe dulled my memory. Certes 
(quod she) thou wotest well whence all thinges he 
comen and proceden, I jrote wel (quod I) and 
au]:iswerde, that god is be^nninge of al. And howe 
may this be (quod she) that sens thou knowest the 
beginning of thinges, that thou knoweste nat what 
is the ende of thinges, but soche hen the customes 
of pertnrbacion, and this power thei hau that they 
may moue a man from his place, that is to say, 
from the stablenesse and perfe^cm of his knowinge, 
but certes they may nat al arace him, ne alien him 
In all ; but I wold ^at thou woldest answere to 
this. Kemembrest thou that thou arte a man: 
B. Why shulde I not remembre that (quod I) Phi. 
Mayst thou not td me than (quod she) what 
thiuge is a man ? Askest thou not me (quqd I) 
whe^er that 1 he a reasonable mortall best, I 
wote well and confesse^that I am it» Wiste thou 
neuer yet that thou were anye other thinge (quod 


she). No (quod I). Nowe well knowe I (quod 
she) other cause of thy maladye, and that righte 
gieat: thou haste lefoe for to knowne thy selfe 
what thou art, through whiche 1 bane plainly 
founden the cause of thy maladie, or els the entre 
of recouering of thy heale. For why ? for thou art 
confounded with foryetynge of thy selfe : for thou 
sorowdeste that thon art exiled of thy propre goodsi 
And for thou ne wyste what is thende ctf" thinges, 
for thy demcst thou that felouous and wiked men, 
be mighty and welful : and for thou bast forieten 
by which gouemementes the world is gouemed, for 
thy wenest thou that these mutations 'of fortune 
Helen without gouemour. These be the causes 
not onely to malady, but certes gret causes to 
deth: but I thanke tbeactour, and the maker of 
heale, that nature bath not al forieten the. 1 
haue great nourbhyng of thin heale, and that is 
the sothe sentence of gouemaimce of the world, 
that thou bileuest that the goueming of it is not 
subiecte ne vnderput to the folie of these happes 
aueuturoHS, but to the reason of God, and therfore 
doute the nothing, for of this litel spark thine 
heate of lyfe shall shyn& But for as moch as it is 
not time yet of faster remedies, and the nature is 
of thonghtes thus disceiued that as ofte as they 
caste awaye sothe opinions, they clotben hem in 
false opinions. Of the which false opinions the 
derkenesse of pertourbacion wexeth vp, that con- 
foundeth the very in sight. And that darkenesse 
shal I som what assaye to maken thinne and 
weake, by lyght and meaneliche remedies, so that 
after that the derkenesse of disseiuynge thinges be 
dooen awaye, thon maye knowe the shymng of 
very lyght. 


NMms atris Omdxta nullum Funderepossunt Sydera 
lumen. Si mare oohens Turbidus Auster Mtsceai 
eestum: Vtirea dudtm, Pargue teremsy SCc, 

The sterres couered with blacke cloudes ne mowe 
ycten adoun no light, if the trouble wynde that 
hyght Auster, tumynge and walowynge the see 
medeleth the hete, that is to sayne the boylyngo 
vp from the botome. The wawes that were why- 
lome cleare as glasse, and lyke to the fayre bright 
dayes, wythstante anon the syghtes of men, by the 
fylthe and ordure that is resolued. And the flet- 
yng streme that reileth doune diuersly firom high 
mountaigne<s is arrested and resisted ofte tyme by 
the encountryng of a stone, that is departed and 
follen from some roche. And for thy, yf thou 
wilte loken and deme sothe with clere light, and 
holden the way with a right path weiae thou ioy, 
driue fro drede, fleme thon hope, ne let no sorow 
approchc, that is to sayne : let non of these four 
passyons onercome or blende the. For cloudy 
add derke is thilke thoughte and bonnde with 
bridels wher as these thinges reignen. 

SXFIICIT LiBsa paiMCfi 
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BOOK IL I 

i 

Post hare Jiaj/l/ipfr ohiicuii, alque uhi attrntionom 
mram maduta taiiturmtate coUrgit^ sic erofsa 
est. Si pmitus cBgniudtnis tu<B causas^ kabt- j 
tumqu", fife. I 

After th’s she stjnte a little, and after that she I 
had gadered by a temper stylnesse myne attencion, I 
as who so m’gbt saynthus: After these thynges 
she stynte a lytell, and whan she apperceiued by 
a temper stilnesse, that I was ententife to heren 
her, she began to speke m this wise If 1 (quod 
she) haue vnderstonden and knowen vtterly, the 
causes and the habite of thy maladye, thou lan- 
guishest and art defected for desire and talent of 
thy rather fortune. She that ylke fortune onelye 
that is chaunged as thou famest to the warde, hath 
peruerted the clcrenesse and the estate of thy 
courage I vnderstonding the felle or many folde 
Colours and diseeites of thilke meruaillous monstre 
fortune, and how she vseth fill flateryngfamiliarite 
with hem that she enforceth to begile, so long, til 
that she confound with vnsuffeiable sorow, hem 
that she hath lefc in dispaire vnpumeied. And if 
tl;iou remembrest well the kxadc, the manercs, and 
the desertcof thilke fortune, thou shall wel knowe 
that as in here thou ncuer ne hadest. ne baste 
yloste anye faire thinge ; but (as I trowe) I shal 
not greatly trauailen to done thee remembren on 
these thinges. For thou were wont to hurtelen 
and diopiscn hei with many .woordes, whan she 
was blandishyng and piesente, and puisudest hei 
with sentences that weren draweii oute of myne 
entre, that is to saye, of mme enformacion . but 
no sodamc mutacion ne betidetb not without a 
maner chaunging of coivges. And so it is befal, 
that thou arte a lytel depaited fio the peace of 
thy thoughte, bat now is tyme that thou diinke 
and ataste some sofle and delitable thynges, so 
that whan they bee entied withm thee, it mowen 
make way o strenger dnnkes of medecynu. Come i 
now forthe therfore the suasion of swetnes retho- ■ 
rien, which that goeth oiiely the nght waie, while ' 
shd forsaketh not myne estatutes. And with rhe- 
torike come forthe musyke a damosell of oure 
house, that singeth nowe lighter modes or prola- 
cions and now heauier. What eiletli the man^ 
What it is that hath caste the in to mourning and 
in to weping ^ I trowe that thou haste sene some 
new thing and vneouthe ? Thou wenest that for- 
tune be chaunged ayen me, but thou wenest wrong 
if that thou wene alway tho bene her maners She 
hathe rather kept as to thee warde, her propre 
stahlenesse in the chaunging of her selfe : nght 
soch was she whan she flatterede thee and discerned 
the, with 'I'nleful likinges and false wijfulnesse. 
Thou haste nowe knowen and atteinte the doubtous 
or double visage of thilk blinde goddesse fortune. 
She that yet couereth and wymplethe her to other 
folke, hath shewed her self euerydele to thee: yf 
thou approuest her and thinkest that she is good, 
vse her maners and plaine the nat, and yf thou 
agnseste her false tiecherye, dispise and caste 
away her that playeth so harmefully, for she 
that IS now cause of so moch sorowe to thee, | 
shulde be to thee cause of peace and of ioye. She ; 
hath forsaken the forsoth, the which that neuer i 


man may be syker, that sh<* ne shal forsaken mm* 
G.'ose. But nathelesse some bookes haue the texte 
thus. Forsothe she hath foisaken the, ne ther 
nys no man siker that she ne hath not forsaken. 
Holdest thou than thylke welefulnesse precious to 
the that shal passen, and is present fortune dere- 
worth to that, which that nys not faithful! for to 
dwel, and whan she goth awaye, that she bimgeth 
a wight in sorowe. For sens she may not be 
with holden at a mannes wyll, she maketh him a 
wretclie whan she departethe fro hym. What 
other thinge is flyttmge fortune, but a maner she- 
wing of wretchidnesse that is to come. 'Ne it suf- 
fiseth not onely to loken on thing that is presente 
before the eyen of a man, but wysedom loketh and 
mesureth thende of thinges, and the same chaung- 
yng from one to another, that is to same, frota 
aduersite in to prospente, maketh that the manaces 
of fortune ne ben not for to dreden, ne the flater- 
inge to he desired. Thus at laste it behoueth thee 
to suffren with eiicn wil m pacicnce, all that is 
done within the floore of fortune, that is to saye, 
in this woilde, sitbe thou hast ones put thy necke 
vnder the yoke of hei. For if thou wolt writen 
a lawe of wending and of dwelling to fortune, 
which that thou hast chosen fiely to ben thy lady : 
arte thou nat wrongful in that, and makest fbitune 
wroth and asper by thine impacience, and yet thou 
mayst nat chaungen her ? 

Yf thou comroittest and betakest thy sayles to 
the wynde, thou shaft be shouen, nat thider that 
thou woldest, but whidcr that the wind shoueth 
the. Yf thou castest thy seedes in the feldes, 
thou shuldcste haue in minde that the yeres bene 
amonges other while plentuous, and other while 
harem. Thou hast betaken thy selTe to the gouer- 
naunce of fortune, and for thy it behoueth thee to 
ben obeisaunt to the maners of thy lady. Enfoicest 
thou the to aresten oi witholden the swyftnesse 
and the sweygh of her touining whele. O thou foie 
of all moital foolee, if foitune began to dwel stable, 
she cessed than to ben fortune.’ 


iJcec cuv'i svperba veiterit vices dextra, JExastuantis 
more fertur Eunpi. Dudum iremendos ^evapio^' 
tent regeSf Humtemque victi mblevat fallax vuU 
turn. Non ilia dura miscros audit) hand cuiat 
Jletus. 

Whan foi-tune wyth a proude nghte hand, with 
toumed her chaunging stounds, she feretb like the 
maners of the boiling Euripe. 

Giosa. Eunpe is an arme of the see, that 
ebbethe and floweth, and some tyme the streme is 
on 0 side, and somtime on that other. 

Texte. She crewel fortune casteth adoun kynges, 
that wbylom weren ydrade, and she deceiuable 
enhaunceth vp the humble chere of him that is 
discomfited : ne she neither heretb ne recketh of 
wretched wepinges. And she Is so bard, that she 
laugheth and scorncth the weping of hem, the 
whiche she hathe maked to wepe with her ’ fie 
will. Thus she playeth and thus she proueth her 
strengthes, and sheweth a great wonder lo al her 
seruauntes if that a wighte is seen welefull, and 
oueithrowe in an houre. 
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Vellm aitlem fauia iccum^ foiiuTKS ipsws 

a^ifare Tit igitiir an jus postuht an'mathm le. 
f iluid iu 0 homo 1 earn me agi^ coUdianu qne~ 
Telis, S^c, 

Certes I wold pleden with the a fewe thvnges, 
v^iynge the wordes of fortune : take hede iio\;e thy 
selfe, \f that she as.ke right. O thou man, \>her- 
fore makeit thou me gyltie by thyn euery dayes 
plammges : 

What wrong haue I done the ^ what goodes 
haue I berafit that were thyn ^ Stryue or plete 
with me before what iuge that thou w\lt, oi the 
possessyon, of nchesses, or of dignities, and if thou 
mast fahewen me, tliat euer any mpital marine 
hath leceiued any of tho thinges to ben his m 
propre, than wil 1 graunt frely, that thiike thinges 
were thme, which that thou askest. Whantiiat 
nature brought the forth out of thy motheis wombe, 
I receyued the naked and nedy of all thinges, and 
I nourished the with al my nehesses, and Tias ledv 
and ententife through my fauour to sastaiue the : 
ami that maketh the nowe impacient ayensit me. 
And I enuironned the with al haboundaunce and 
shmynge of al goodes, that ben m my iighte: 
nowe It lyketh me to with diawe mm honde. Thou 
hast had grace as he that hath vsed for«yne go^ides. 
Thou haste no right to playne the, as though thou 
haddest viterly lorlornc al thy thyngcs. Why 
plainest th<*(j thaane? 1 haue done to the no 
wionge. Il.vclie«ses, honours, and soehe other 
thinges ben of myi'ght. My scruaunUs k^noven 
me for hir lady , they come with me and doparttn 
whan I a code. I daio wed afferme haidely, that 
if tho tniuges, of whiche thou playnest that thou 
hast forlorn had bon thm. thou ne haddest not 
forlorn hero. Shall I than be defended only to vse 
my right ? Certes it is leful to the Heuen to make 
clere daies, and after that to oiici come tho same 
dales with derke nightes. The you* hath eke leaue 
to appaiaile the visage of the eithe, now with 
floures, and nowe with fnute, and to confomide 
hem somtime with raiues and with colde 
The see hath eke Ins right, to ben somtime caulme 
and blandishinge, with smothe w'ater, and some- 
time to be horrible with wawes and with tempests. 
But couetise of men, that may not be staunched, 
shall it binde me to be stedfeste, sythen that sted- 
fastenesse is vncootbe to my maners. Soche is 
my strength, and soche play I play coinenly- 1 
turne the whirlmge whele with the turning cerkle, 
I am glad to chaungen the lowest to the hyest, 
and the hiest to the lowest Worth vp if thou wolte, 
so It be by this lawe, that thou ne hold nat that I 
do the wrong, though thou dtscende adown, whan 
the reason of my play askethe it. WiSte thou not 
howe Cre&us kyng of Lidiens, of whiche king Cyrus 
was full sore agaste, a lytel beforme that this 
Cresus was caughte of Cyrus, and ledde to the 
fyre to be biende, but that a rayne discended from 
Heuen that rescowed him ? And it is out of mynde 
howe that Paulus counsul of Rome, whan he had 
taken the king of Perciens, weped petously for the 
captiuite of the selfe kinge? What other thing 
bewaylen the crienges of tragedies, but onely the 
dedeb of ibrtune, t^t with an aukwarde stroke 
.ouertumeth the realmes of greate nobleye. Glose. 
Tragedie is to same, a ditee of a piosperite fi>r a 
tyme, that endeth in wretchednesse. Lemedest 


not thou 111 Grece whan thou wer yonge, thatin 
the entre or m the seeler of Jupiter, there ben 
couched two tonnes, that one is ful of good, that 
other IS full of harroe ? What right hast thou to 
plaine, if thou baste taken more plentously of the 
good byde, that is to bayne of richesse and pros- 
pente > and what eke if 1 be not all departed fro 
the ^ what eke if my mutabylite yeueth the right- 
ftill cause of hope to haue yet better thinges ? 
Natheleb dismaye the not in thy thought. And 
thou that arte put in the oomune realme of al, ne 
desyre not to lyuen by thm owne proper right. 


St quanta! rapidti fatihus incttus Ponius versai are^ 
nas» Aut qvot stelliferis edtta noctibust Ccslo sidera 
fulgent: Juntas fimdat opes, nec leirakat manum 
Plena copia cornu : Jffumanum miseras hand ideo 
genus Vess 'tflere querelas^ S/^c. 

Though c plenty goddesse of riches, hyide adowne 
wyth a full home, and with drawe not herhande, 
as manye nchesse as the see tumethe vpwarde 
sandes, whan it is moued with ravyshmge blastes, 
or ellcb as manye rychesses as there shinen bright 
sterres m the Heuen on the steiry nightes : yet for 
all that mankinde nold not cesse to wepe wretched 
plaints. And al be it so that God receiued hir 
prayers, and yeueth hem as foole large moche 
golde, and apparaileth couetuus folke with noble 
or clere honours- yet semeth him haue gotten 
nothing. But alway cruel rauyne deuouringe ai 
that they haue gotten, sheueth other gapinges, 
that IS to saye, gapeu and desiren yet after mo ly- 
chesses. What biideles might with holden to any 
ctrtame endo the disordinate couetise of meu whan 
euer the rather that it deteth in large yeftes, the 
more brennethe m hem the luste of haning ? 
Certes he that quaking and dredefull weneth him 
«>elfe nedj’, he ne hu^th neueimore riche. 


His igtlur^ si pro se tecum, verus fortuna loqueretuTy 
quid profecto contiahisceres, non haheres. At sz 
quid €i,t quo quetidam iuam lure tuearisy prefer as 
oportet, 

Thereore if that fortune speake with thee for her 
selfe in this maner, forsothe thou ne haddest nat 
what thou mighteste answere. And yf thou hast 
any thmge, wherwith thou mayst rightfully de- 
fendeu thy complainte, it beboueth the to sbewen, 
and I woll yeven to the space to tellent it. Boece. 
Certamli (qupd I) than, these ben faire 3 rthmges, 
and anointed with bony swetne&se of rhetorike and 
musike, and onely while they beu herde and sowne 
in eeres they ben delicious. But to wretches it is a 
cleperfelynge of harme, this is to sam, that wretches 
felen the harmes that they suftre more greuousty, 
than the remedies or the dehtes of these wordes 
may gladden or conforten hem. So that whan 
these thinges stmten for to sown in eares, that 
sOTOw that is inset greueth the thought, P. Right 
so it dothe (quod she.) For these ne ben yet no 
remedies of the malady, but they ben a maner 
norishinge of thy sorowes, that rebel ayenst thy 
curacion. For whan tyme is,* I sbal moue and 
aiust soch thinges, that precen hem fill depe. But 
nathlesse, that tbon Shalt not wjlne to leten thy 
selfe a wretche. Haste thou forleten the numbie 
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and the mamer of tliy welfulnessc, I speake not 
how that the soueraigne men ot the citye, toke 
thee m cure and kepmg, whan thou were orphclyn 
of father and of mother and were chosen in affy- 
nite of princes of the cite. And thou beganne 
rather to be Icfe and tlere than for to be a neigh- 
boflr, the which tiling is the moste precious kmde 
of any propinquite or aliance that maye ben. 
Who is it that ne sayde tho that thou ne were 
righte weleful, with so great nobley as thy fathers 
in lawe, and with the chastite of thy wyfe, and 
with thoportunite and noblesse of thy masculine | 
children, that is to sayn, thy sonnes. And ouer j 
all thys (me lyste to passeu of common thinges) ! 
how thou haddest in thy youth dignities, that were 
warned to old men, but it deliteth me nowe to 
comon to the singuler vpheapmge of thy welfiil- 
nesse. If anyfrute of moital thinges may haue 
any wighte, or price of we^efulnesse myghtest 
thou euer foryeten foi any chaige of harme that ; 
mighte befal, the remembraunce of thilke daye, 
that thou saw thy two sonnes made counsailours, 
and ladde togytber from thy house, vnder so great 
assemble of senatours, and vnder the bhthnesse Of | 
the people ^ and whan thou saw hem sette m the 
court m bye chaires of dignities. Thou rhetorien 
OT pronouncer of kinges praisinges, deseruedest 
glory of whte and of eloquence, whan thou sittinge 
bitwene thy two sonnes connsai lours, in the place 
that higbt Circo, and fnlfiJledest the byddmg of 
the multitude of people that was sprade about the 
with so large praysynge and laude, as men synge 
in victories. Tho yaue thou to fortune as I tiow^ 
that IS to say, tho feoffedest thou fortune with 
glorions wordes, and deceiuedest her, whan she 
acoyed and norisheed the as her owne delices. 
Thou bare away of fortune a yefie, that is to sajr, 
soche guerdon that she neuer yaue to priuate 
man. Wilt thou therefore laye a rekeninge with 
fortune? She hath nowe first twyncled vponthe 
with a wicked eye. If thou consider the nombre 
and the manner of thy blisses and of thy sorows, 
thou maist nat forsaken that nait yet blUful. For 
if therfore thou wenest thy selfe not weleful for 
tho thinges that semeden ioyfnl hen passed ther nis 
not why thou shuldest seme thy selfe a wretch, for 
thinges that semed now sory, passen also. Art 
thou now comen a sodayne gest into tlie shadow or 
tabernacle of this life ? or trowest thou that any 
stedfestnesse, be in mannes thinges ? Whan oft a 
swifte houre dissolueth the same man, that is to 
sale, whan the soule departed ftom the body. For 
al though that selde is there any faitbe that for- 
tunous thynges would dwellen, yet nathelesse the 
last dayc of a mannes lyfe is a maner deathe to 
fortune, and also to thike that hath dwelt. And 
Ihcrefore what wenest thou dare rccke, if thou 
forlet her in diyns:^ or els that she fortune forlete 
the in deyn awaye. 


Cum polo PheebuSf roseis quadrigis Lucem spergere 
ccPperHy Pallet albentes hebetata vnltus Flamms 
Stella preniintibusy dfc. 

Whan Phebus the sonne beginnethe to prede hys 
ulerenesse with rosea chariottes, thane the sterre 
idymmed palethe her white cheres by the flambes 
•of the sonne that ouercommethe the sterre light, 


that is to sayne whan the sonne is rysen, the dayc 
sterre wexethe pale and leseth her light. For the 
great lightnesse of the son, whan the wode wexeth 
rodi of rosen floures in the first sommer ceasou, 
through the breth of the winde Zepherus that 
wexeth warme, if the cloudie wind Auster blowe 
felliche, than goeth away farinesse of thonaes. 
Oft the see is clere and caulme with mouing 
floodes, and ofte the homble wind Aquilon moueth 
boiling tempeste and ouerwhelueth the see. If 
the forme of this world is so seld stable, and if it 
tumeth by so many entcrchaunges : wylt thou than 
trusten in the tomblyng fortunes of men ’ Wylt 
thou trowen on flyttynge goofies ? It is certain and^ 
established by lawe perdurable, that nothing that 
IS engendred is stedfast ne stable. 


TumegOf peta mquam, commemoias 6 mi Inium oui- 
nmm nub ix • nec mjficiari possum jirospentatis mece 
'oe'oassmumcuisum, Sed hoc est, qmd, dfc. 

Than said I thus : O nourice of all vertues, thou 
saiest ful sothe ne I may not forsake the right swift 
course of my prospentie, that is to saine, that the 
prosperitie, ne becomen to me wonder swiftlie and 
sone. But this is a thynge that greatlie smarteth 
me, whan it rememhre^ me. For in all aduer- 
sities of fortune, the moste vnselie kynde of con- 
tranous fortune, is to haue been welefull, Phi- 
But that thou ablest thus (quod she) the tourmente 
of thy false opimon, that maiest thou not rightfullie 
blamen, ne aretten to thynges, as who saieth, that 
thou hast yet many habonndances of thynges. 
Textus. For all be it so, that the idell name of 
auenturous welefulnessc, moueth thee now, it is 
lefuU that thou reken with me, of howe many 
thynges, thou haste yet plentie. And therefore, 
if that thilke thing that thou haddest for more 
precious, in al thy richesse of fortune, be kept to 
thee, yet by the grace of God, vnwemmed and 
vndefouled: maiest thon than plaine rightfully, 
vpon the miscliief of fortune, sithen thou hast yet 
thy best thinges ? Certes, yet liueth in good point 
thilke precions honour of mankinde, Symachus 
thy wiues father, whiche that is a man made of ai 
sapience and vertue, the whiche manne thou 
wouldest buye, with lie price of thyne owne life, 
he bewaileth the wronges, that menne doen to 
thee, and not for himself. For be liveth in siker- 
nesse, of any sentence put ayenst hym. And yet 
liueth thy wife, that is altempre of witte, and 
passyng other women, in clennesse of chastitie. 
And for I would closen shortlie her bounties, ahe is 
like her father : I tell thee, that she liueth lothe of 
this life, and kepeth to thee onelie her ghoste, and 
is all mate, and ouercome by wepyng and sorowe, 
for desire of thee. In the whiche th 3 mg onelie, 
I mote graunten thee, that thy wilfiilnesse is 
amenused. What shall J saine eke of thy two 
sonnes counsailours, of which as of children of hir 
age, there shineth the likenesse of the witte of bit 
father, and of hir eld father? And sithen the 
soueraine cure of all mortall folke, is to sauen hir 
owne lines, if thou knowe thy sdf, thy gooddes 
make thee more welefull* For yet ben there things 
dwelled to thee ward, that no man doubteth, 
that thei ne been more dereworthe to thee, than 
thyne owne life. And for thy dne teares, fpr 
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yet IS not euery fortune, hatefull to thee ward; 
lie ouer greate tempest, ne hath not yet fallen 
vpon thee, whan tbyne ancres cleucn faste; that 
neither well suffren the conmfort of this tyme 
presente, ne the hope of tyme comynsr, to passai 
ne to fallen. Bo. And I praie (quod 1) that faste 
mote thei holdeu : for the whiles that they holden, 
how so eoer that thynges been, I shall well fleten 
forfche and escapen* But thou maiest well seen, 
how great apparailes and araic, that me lacked, j 
that be passed awaie from me. P. I haue sora- j 
what auaiinced and furthered thee (quod she) if 
that thou anoie not, or fortbmke not of all thy for- 
tune, as who saieth, I haue somewhat comforted 
thee, so that thou tempest not thee thus, with all 
thy fortune, sithen thou hast yet thy beste thuiges. 
But I maie not suffien thy delices, that plainest so 
wepyiig and anguibhous, for that there lacketh 
flomwhat to thy welfulnes. For what man is be 
that IS so sad, or of great parfite welefulnesse, that 
hene stiiueth and plaineth, on some halfeayen 
the qualitie of his estate ? Fm why, full anguisbous 
thing is the condicion of mannes goodes. For 
either it cometh not al together to a wight, or els 
it ne lasteth not perpctuelL For some man hath 
greate nchesse, but he is ashamed of his vngentill 
Image. And some man is reoomed of noblesse of 
kinrede, but he is enclosed, m so greate anguishe 
of nede of thynges, that hym were leaner that he 
wer vnknowe. And some man haboundeth bothe 
in nchesse and noblesse, but yet he bewaileth his 
chaste life, for he ne hath no wife. And some 
roan is, and selily maned but he hath no children, ' 
and nounsheth his richesses to straunge folke 
And some man is gladed with children, but he 
wepteth full sore, for the trespace of his soonne, ; 
or of his dougbter. And for this there ne ac« i 
cordeth no wight ligbly, to that condicion of his 
fortune. For alwaie to euery man, there is in 
soffiwbat that vnassaied, he nc wotte noughte, or 
els he dredeth that he hath assaied. Andadde 
this also, that euery weiefull man, hath a full 
dehcate felmg *. so that but if all thinges befallen 
at his own will, he is impacient, or is not vsed to 
haue none aduersitie, anon he is throwen adoune 
for euery little thing. And full little thinges been 
tbo, that withdrawen the somme or the perfeccion 
of bliafulnesse, fro hem that been moste foitunate. 
Howe many man trowest thou, would demen hem- 
sel^ to been almost in Heauen, if thei raighten 
attain to the least partie, of the remnaunte thy 
fortune? This same place that thou cleapeste 
exile, IS countrey to them that enhabiten here. 
And for thy nothyng wnetchcd, but whan thou 
wenest it, as who saith : thou thy self ne no wight 
els ms a wretch, but whan he weneth hlnaself he is 
a wretch, by reputacion of his courage. And ayen> 
ward : al fortune is blisfuU to a man, by the agre- 
abilitie, or by the egalitie of hym that snffreth it 
What man is that, that is so weleful, that nolde 
cbaungen his estate whan he bath loste his paci- 
ence^ The swetenesse of manes welefulnesse, is 
spraint with many bitternesses. The which wele- 
faln^e, although it seme swete and loiful, to him 
that ' vseth it, yet maie it not been with holden, 
that it ne goeth- awaie whan it wol. Than it is 
well se^, how wretched is the bbsfulnesse of mor- 
tall things that ndther it dureth perpetuell with 
hem, that euery fortune receiuen agreablie or 
egally, ne it deliteth not m all to hem that been 
VOL. I. 
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anguisshous. O ye mortall folke, wbat seeke ye 
than blisfulnesse out of your owne selfe : whicbe is 
put in your self? Errour and folie confoundeth you. 
I shall shewe thee shortlie the poincte of soveramo 
blisfalnes&e. 

Is there anv tliyng to thee, more prccioUs than 
thy life ^ Thou wilte aunsaere naie. Than, if it so 
bee that thou art mightie ouer thy self, that is to 
same, by tranquilitieof thy soule, than haste thou 
thynge in thy power, that thou noldestoeuer lesen: 
ne fortune maie not bynemme it thee. And that 
thou maiest knowe that bhsfulneate, ne maie not 
stande in thynges, that been fortuDOus and tem“ 
porril, now vnderatande, and gather it together 
thus. If blisfiilnesse be the souerame good of na- 
ture, that liueth by reason : ne th’lke thyng is not 
soueiaine good, that maie be taken awaie in any 
wise. 

For more worthie thing is, and more digne thilke 
thing, that ma e not be taken awaie. Than sheweth 
it well, that the unstablenesse of fortune, maie 
not attaine to receiue vene blisfulnesse. And yet 
more ouer, what manne that this tomblyog wele- 
fulnesse leadeth, either he wote that it is chaunge- 
able, or els he wote it not : and if he wote it not, 
what blisfull fortune maie there been in the blmd- 
nes of ignorance • and if he wot, that it is chaun- 
geable, he mote alwaie been a dradde, that he ne 
lese that thing, that he ne doutelh not, but that 
he maie lesen iL As who saieth, he mote alwaie 
be agast, least he lese that, that be woteth right 
well he maie lese. For whiche the continuell 
dreade that he hath, ne snffereth hym not to be 
welefull. Or els if he lese it, he weneth to bee dis- 
pised and foreletea. Certes, eke that is a ful litle 
good, that is borne with euen hene, whan it is 
loste, that is to saine, that men dooe no ihore 
force of the losse, than of the hauyng* And for 
as moefae as thou thy self arte he, to whom it 
hath bee shewed, and preued by full manyde- 
monstracions, as I wotte well, that the soules of 
menoe, ne mowen not dien in no wise* And eke 
sens it is cfeare and certaine, that fortimous wele- 
folnesse, endeth by the death of the bodie: it maie 
not he douted, that if death maie take awaie hi is- 
fulnesse, that all the kind of mortal thing ne dis- 
cendeth into wretchednesse, by the end e of death. 
And sithen we know well, that many a manne 
hath sought the fruict of blisfulnesse, not onely 
with sufieryng of death, but eke with suflferyng of 
paines and tourmentos ; bowe might than this pre** 
sente life make men blisfull, sens that thilke self 
life ended, it ne maketh folke no wretches. 


volet p^emene 
Cctuius ponere sedenit 
Stabilisque nec sonoii 
Stemifaiibus Eiiri, 

Effiuct^us minantevt 
Curat spemere ponturn : 

' Montis cacumen alti, 

Bihulas vitet arenas. 

What maner of folke, ware and .atabl^ that woll 
founden hem a pardurable seate, and ne wll not 
bee caste doune with the laude btastes of the 
wmde Eurus, and will dispise the sea, menasyng 
withfloudes: lette hym eschueti^buildeD on the 
coppe of the mountaignei or in thelmoiste sandes. 

Ee 
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Por if the fell 'winde Auster, tourmenteth the coppe 
of the xnountaigneS;, with all her strcngthes, and 
the lose sandes, refcsen to beare the beany weightes. 
And for thy if thou wolte flien the perillons auen- 
ture, that is to saie, of the worlde ; haue mynde 
certainlie, to set thyne house of a merie seate in a 
lowe stone. For all though the wynde troublyng 
the sea, thonder with ouerthrowyng, thou that 
arte putte m quiete and •welefull, by strength of 
thy paleis, shalt leade a cleare age, scomynge the 
woodnesse, and the ires of the aire. 


Sed quomam ratmum jam m te meamm f omenta 

cendunt^ paulo mlidimbm tUendum puto* Age 

emm. Sijamcndetca ac momenlaria Foriunce, dfc. 

Bor for as moch, as thenourishynges of my reason, 
discenden now into thee, I trowe it wer tyme to 
vsen a littell strenger medicens, Nowe vnder- 
stand^ here, all were it so that the yeftes of fortune, 
ne were not brittle ne transitorie, what is there in 
hem, that maie be thin m any tyme ; or els that it 
ne is foule, if that it be looked, and considered 
perfitlie. Richesses, been thei precious by the na- 
ture of them self, or els by the nature of thee : 
what is most worthe of richesse? Is it not gold, or 
might of money assembled : cerles, that gold and 
that money shineth, and yeueth better renome to 
theim that dispenden it, than to thilke folke that 
mockeren it: for auarice maketh alwaie muckerers 
to been hated, and largesse maketh folke clere of 
renome. For sithe that soch thingse as been trans- 
fered, from one man to an other: ne maie not 
dwell with no manne : certes, than is that money 
precious, whan it is translated into other folke, 
and stinten to be had by vsage of large yeuyng, of 
lym that hath yenen it. And also if alfthe 
money that is ouer all, in al the worlde, were 
gadered toward one man, it should make all other 
men to bee nedie as of that And certes, a voice 
all bole, that is to same, without amenysyng, fuJ- 
filleth together the hearing of moch folk. And 
whan thei been apassed, needes thei maken hem 
poore, that forgone tho richesses. 

O, straite and nedy clepe I these richesses, sens 
that many folke ne maie not haue it all, ne al ne 
maie it not comen to one man, without pouertie of 
all other folke. And the shining of gemmes, that 
I call precious stones, draweth it not the lyen of 
folke to hemward, that is to saine, for the beautie. 
But certes, if there were beautie, xir bountie in 
hhinyag of stones, thilke clerenesse is of the stones 
hetnself, and not of menne. For whiche I wonder 
greatli(^ that men marueilen on soche thynges. 
For why, what thyng is it, that if it wanteth mouyng, 
and ioyncture of soule and bodie, that by right 
might semen a faire creature, to hym that hath 
a soule of reason. For al be it so, that gemmes 
drawen to hem self, a little of the last beautie of 
the world, through thentent of hir creatour, and 
the distinccion hemself, yet for as mikell, as 
thei been put vnder your^cxcellence, thei ne haue 
not deserued by no waie, that ye should marueilen j 
on hem. And the beautie of fieldes, dehteth it 
not mikell vnto you: 

B. Why should it not deliten vs, sithe that it is 
a right faire porcjon, of the right feire werke, that 
is to same, of this worlde ^ And right so been we 
gladded somtkne, of the face of the sea* whan it is 


cleare ; and also manieilen wee on the Heauefl 
and on the starres, and on the Sunne, and on the 
Moone. Phi. Appertaineth (quod she) any of 
thilke thynges to thee: why darest thou glorifie 
thee, in the shinyng of any soche thynges ? Arte 
thou distingued and embelised, by the springyng 
floures of the first sommer season Or swelleth 
thy plentie in fruictes of sommer ? Why art thon 
ramshed with idle ioies: why embracest thou 
straunge goodes, as they wer thine : fortune ne 
shall neuer make, that soche thmges been thyne. 
that nature of thynges, hath maked fovaine firo 
thee> Sothe it is, that withouten doubte, the 
fruictes of the yearth, owen to be to the nourish- 
yng of beastes. And if thou wolt fulfill thy neade, 
after that it suffiseth to nature, than is it no neade, 
that thou seke after the superfiuitie of fortune- 
For with full fewe thynges, and with full little 
thjmges, nature hath her apaied. And if thou 
wolte achokeu the fulfillyng of nature with super- 
fluities : certes thilke thmges that thou wolt thres- 
ten or pouren into nature, shullen been vnioyful 
to thee, or els anoious Wencst thou eke* that it 
bee a faire thing, to shine with diners clothmges ^ 
Of whiche clothing, if the beaute be agreable to 
loken vpon, I woll marueilen on the nature, of the 
matter of thilke clothes, or els on the woorke man 
that wrought hem. Doeth also a long route of 
meine, make thee a blisfull man ? Tlie whiche ser- 
uauntes if thei been vicious of condicmns, it is a 
great charge, and distraccion to the hous, and a 
great enemie to the lorde himself. And if thei 
been good men, how shal straunge and forain good- 
nesse, be put in the nomber of thy nchesses ? So 
that by all these foresaied thynges, it is clearelie 
shewed, that neuer one of thilke thmges, that thou 
accomptedest for thy goodes, nas not thy good. 
In whiche thinges, if there bee no beautie to be 
desired, why shouldest thou be sorie to lese them ? 
Or why shouldest thou reioyce thee to hold hem ? 
For if thei been faire of their own kind, what ap- 
pertaineth that to thee : for also well shoulden thei 
haue been faire by themself, though thei wer de- 
parted from all the richesses. For why, faire ne 
precious wer thei not, for that thei comen among 
the richesses. But for thei semed faire and pre*- 
cions, therefore thou haddest leuer reken hem 
emouges thy nchesses. But what desirest thou of 
fortune, with so greate afare ? I trow thou sekest 
to driue awaie nede, with babundaunce of thynges, 
but certes, it touraeth you all into the contrarie. 
For why, certes it ncdeth of full many helpmges, 
to kepen the diuersite of precious hostilementes. 
And sothe it is, that of many thynges thei haue 
neede, that many thynges haue. And ayen ward^, 
of little thyng nedeth hym, that measureth his fill, 
after the nede of kind, and not after outrage of 
couetise. It is so than, that ye menne haue no 
proper good set in you, for soche ye moten seeke 
outwaide, in forain and subiect thinges. So is than 
the condicion of thinges toumed vp so doun, that 
a man that is a diulne beast, by merit of his 
reason, thinketh that hymself ms ncitheir faire ne 
noble, but if it bee through possessiou of hostili- 
mentes, that ne ban no souls, and certes al other 
thynges been apaied of hir owne beauties : but ye 
men, that be semhlable to God, by your reasonable 
thought, desiren to aparailen your excellent kinde 
of the lowest thmges. Ne ye vnderstanden not how 
greate a wrong is dooen to your creatour. For hftr 
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•ipould that mankinde were moste worthie, and 
noble of any yearthly thing : and ye thresten 
doun your dignities binethen the lowest thynges. 
For if that all the good of euery thing be more 
precious, than is thilke thing, whose that the good 
IS, sith ye demen that the foulest thynges, been 
your goodesse : than submitten ye, and put your 
seluen vnder the fouh'st thmges, by your estima- 
cion. And certes, this betideth not, wiUrout your 
desert. For certes, soche is the condicion of all 
mankinde, that onely whan be hath knowyng of it 
self, than passeth it m noblesse, all other thiOges 
And whan it forletteth, the knowyng of it self, 
than it is brought benethen all beastes. For why, 
all other luimg beastes, han of kind to knowcn not 
himself. But whan that mpn letten the knowyng 
of hem self, it cometh hem of vice. But how 
brode sheweth the erronr, and the folie of you 
men, that wenen that any thynge, maie been ap- 
pareled, with straunge apparelmentes ? But for- 
sothe that maie not be doeo. For if a wight shmeth 
with thinges that been put to hym: as thus. If 
thilke thinges shinen with which a man is appa- 
relled : certes thilke thinges been commended 
and praised, with which he is apparelled: butna- 
thelesse, thyng that is couered, and wrapped vnder 
that, dwelling in his filthe And I deny that thilke 
thing be good, that annoieth hym that liath it. 
Gabbe I of this? Thou wolte .saie naie. Certes, 
nchesses haue anoied full ofte hem, that han had 
tho ricbesse. Sithe that euery wicked sbrewe, is 
for his wickednesse, the more greadie after other 
folkes nchesses, where so euer it be in any place, 
bee it golde or precious stones, and weneth hym 
onely moste worthie that hath hem. Thou than 
that so busie, dredest nowe the sweard and the 
speare, if thou haddest entred m the pathe of this 
life, anoied waifanng man, than wonldest thou sing 
before the thefe, as who saitb, a poor man that 
beareth no ricbesse on hym by the waie, maie 
boldly sing befome theues, for he hath not wherof 
to bee robbed. O precious and right cleare, is 
the blisfiilnesse of mortall nchesse, that whan 
thou haste gotten it, than hast thou lome thy 
sikemesse. 


Fehx nmium prior atas^ Contenta fidelibus armsj N6c 
merti perdita Uusu; Faahque sera soUbat Je^unia 
solvere §lande» Nec Bacchca munera Tiarat, Laquido 
iXtnfundere mile, JSfec luada vellera serum, dfc. 

Blisfuzx was the first age of men, thei helden 
hem apaied with the meates that the true feldes 
broughten foorthe, thei ne destroied, nor deceiued 
not hem self without rage, thei weren wonte light- 
lie to slaken hir burger at euin, with akehomes of 
okes, thei ne coude not medeil the yefteof Baccus, 
to the cleare honie, that is to same, thei could 
make ne.piemente or clarre: ne the! could not 
medeil the bright fleeces of the countrey of Seriens, 
with the venime of Tiry, this is to sain, thei coude 
not dien white fleces of Syrien countrCy, with the 
bloode of a maner shelfishe, that men finden in. 
Tine, with whiche blood men dien purple, 

Thei slepten holsome slepes vpon the grasses 
and dronkeu of the rennyng waters, and lieu vnder 
the shadowes of the hie pine trees. Ne no geste 
or straunger, ne carfe yet the hie sea, with oores 
or with shippes, ne thei ne hadden sein yet no newe 


4>i9 

strondes, to leden marchandise, into d’ners coun- 
treis. Tho weren the cruell clarions fa., hu^t and 
full still. Ne blood ishad by egre liate, ne had 
deied yet armures. For where to, or which wood- 
nesse of enemies would firste mouen armes, whan 
thei sawen cruell woude>, ne none meedes be of 
blood yshad ^ 1 would that our tymes should 
tounie ayen to the old maners. But the anguish- 
ous loue of haiiyng in folke, burneth more cruelly, 
than the mountain of Ethna- that arebrenneth. 
Alas, what was he that firste dalfe vp, the gob- 
bettes or the weightes of golde, couered vnder 
yerth, and the precious stones, that woulden Iiaue 
be hidde ^ He dalfe vp precious penlles, that is to 
sam, that be that hem first vp dalfe, he dalfe -vp a 
precious peril!, forwhy forthepreciousnes of soche 
thyng, hath many man been in peril!. 


Said autem de dtgmtaiibus, potentiaqiie diiserarH 
guas VOS, veree digmtatis, ac poteUttlu iniciV, cmlo 
etequattsf Sbuee si in itnprobisstmum quemgtte^ 
ceciderait, flfc. 

But what shall I saie of dignities and powers, tbd 
whiche ye men that neither knowen vene dignities 
ne vene power, areisenhem as high astheHeanen? 
The which dignities and powers, jf thei comen to 
any wicked manne, thei dooen as greate damages 
and destruccions, as doeth the fiamhe of the moun- 
taigne Ethna, whan the flambe waloweth vp, ne no 
deluuy ne dooetb so cruell harmes. Certes ye 
remember well (as I trow) that thilke dignitie, 
that men cleape the impene of counsailours, the 
whiche whilome was, beginnyng of fredome, your 
elders coueited to haue do^ awaie that digniti^ 
for the pride of the counsailours* And right for 
that same, your elders before that tyme. bad doen 
awaie out of the citiee of Roome, the kynges name, 
that IS to saine, thei nolde haue no lenger no king. 
But now, if so be that dignities and powers, been 
yeuen to good men, the whiche thyng is full seld^ 
what agreable thynges is theze, in the dignities 
and poweis, but onely the goodnesof folke that 
vsen hem? And therefore is it thus, that honour 
cometh not to vertue, bicause of dignitie : and 
ayen ward, honour cometh of dignitie, for cause of 
vertue. But whiche is thilke your dereworth power, 
that IS so clere, and so requirable ? O ye yearthly 
beastes, consider ye not ouer whiche thyng, that it 
semeth that ye haue power ^ Nowe, if thou sawe 
a mouse, emong other mise, that chalenged to hym 
selfirarde, right and power ouer all other mice, 
how greate scome wouldest thou haue of it ? Glosa* 
So.fareth it by men, the bodie hath power ouer 
the bodie : for if thou looke well vpon the bodie of 
a wight, what thyng sbalt thou find more fraile^ 
than is mankinde : the whiche menne full ofie he 
slaine, by hityag of flies, or els with entnng oif 
creping wcarmes, into the pnuities of mannes bodie. 
But where shall men finden any man, that maie 
exerctsmi or hanten any right vpon an other inan^ 
but onely on his body, or els vppon tbyogeS} that 
been lower than the bodie, the which I cleape foi- 
tunes possessions ? Maiest thou haue euer an^ 
commaundment, ouer a free corage ? lilaiest thou 
reraeue fro thestate 5f luS firoper rest, a thought 
that is cleauyng togither ki hyrasel^ by stedfaste 
reason ^ as whilome a tiraunt wened, to coufouude 
a freman of courage and wend to constrain hyirt 
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bj tourmentcs, to maken him discoueren and ac- 
cusen folkOj ihat T 7 isteii of a couiuracion, •n^hiche 
1 cleape a confederacie, that was caste ayenst this 
tiraimte: but this freman bote of his owne tongue, 
and caste it m the visage of thilke woode tirauQte. 
So that the tourmentes, that this wood tiraunt 
wende to haue made matter of crueltie: this wise 
man made it matter of vertoe. But what thyng 
is it, that a man maie dooe to an other man, that 
he ne may receiuen the same thing of other folke 
in himself? Or thus ; what may a man doen to 
fbike, that folke ne maie doen to hym the same ? 
I haue heard tolde of Busirides, that was wont to 
slean his gestes, that herbroden in his hons : and 
he was slain hymself by Hercules that was his 
geste. 

Regulus had taken in battaile, many men of 
Afihke, and cast hem into fetters : but sone after, 
he must yeuen his handes to be bound, with the 
cheines of hem, that he had whilome ouercomen. 
Wcneste thou than, that he bee nughtie, that hath 
power to dooen a thyng, that other ne maie doen 
in hym, that he hath in other ^ And yet more oner, 
if so were, that these dignitees of powers, hadden 
any proper or natnrell goodnesse in hem, neuer nold 
thei comen to sbrewes. For contrarious thinges, ne 
been wonte to been ifelowshipped togithers. Nature 
reftiseth that contrarious thyngw been ioyned. 
And so as 1 am in certaine, that wicked folke haue 
digmtees ofte tyme, than sheweth it wel that dig- 
nitees and powers, ne been not good of hir owne 
kinde, sens that thei sufiferen hem self to cleauen, or 
loynen'^liem self to shrewes. And certaine the 
same thing maie 1 moste dignely iudgen, and same 
of all the yeftes of fbriune, that moste plenteooslie 
comen to shrewes, of whiche yeftes I trowe, it ought 
he considered, t^t no man doubteth that he is 
strong, in whom he seeth strength : and in whom 
srriftnesse is, sotbe it is that he is swifte. 

Also mnsike maketh mnsicieas, and phisike 
maketh phisiciens, and rhetorike eke rhetoriciens. 
For why, the nature of euery thing maketh his pro- 
pertie, ne it is not entremedled, with the efFecte of 
contrarious thynges. Bat certes, richesses maie 
not restraine auance ynstanchcd, Ne power ne 
maketh not a man mightie oner hymself, whiche 
that vicious lustes : holden destrained with chaines, 
that ne mowen not be vnbounden. And dignitees, 
that be yeuen to shreude folke, not onely ne maketh 
hem not digne: but sheweth rather all openly, that 
thei been vnworthy and mdigne. And it is thus. 
For certes, ye haue ioyc to cleape thinges with false 
names, that bearen hem in all the countrey, the 
whiche names been full oft reproned, by the ^ecte 
of the same thinges. So that these ilke richesses, 
ne oughtennot by right, to bee cleped richesses, ne 
soche power, ne ought not to bee cleped power, ne 
socbe dignit^ ne ought not to be cleped dignite. 
And at laste I maie conclude, the same thyng of 
all the yeftesof fortune : hi which there ms nothyng 
to be desired, ne that hath in hymself naturell 
bonntie, as it is well iseen, for neittier thei ioynen 
hem not alwaie to good men, ne maken hem alwaie 
good, to whom thei been ioyned. 


NoviTmis quantas dederii ruinas, Urhe flammatat 
patnhusque ctssis, Fratre qui quondam ferns in- 
terempto, Matris efuso maduit cruore. Corpus et 
msu gelidum pererram. Ora non tinxit lachnmisi 
sed esse. Censor extincti potmt decoris, £Cc, 

We haue well knowen, how many greate harmes 
and distinccions, were doen by the emperour Nero. 
He let brennen the citee of Koome, and made slea 
the senatours, and he craell whilome sloughe his 
brother. And he was made moiste with the bloode 
of his mother, that is to saie, he lette sleen and 
slitien the wombe of his mother, to seen where he 
was coDceiued, and he loked on euery halue of her 
dedde colde body, ne no teare wette bis face, but 
he was so harde hearted, that he might be domes 
manne, or judge of her d edde beautie. And nathe- 
lesse, yet gouemed this Nero by scepter, al the peo- 
ple that Phebns mate seen commyng, from his vt- 
terest ansyng, till he hid his beames vnder the 
wawes, that is to saiue, he gouemed all the peoples, 
by ceptre imperiall, that the Sunne goeth about fro 
east to west And eke this Nero gouemed by 
ceptre, all the peoples that be vnder the colde 
stenres, that highten the Septentrions, that is to 
sain, he gouemed all the peoples, that be vnder the 
partie of the north. And eke Nero gouemed all 
the peoples, that the violent wind Nothus skorclitb, 
and baketh thebrennyng sandes, by his drie heate, 
that IS to saie, al the peoples in the southe. But 
yet ne might not all his power, tonme the woode- 
nesse of this wicked Nero. Alas it is a greuous for- 
tune, as oft as a wicked sweard, is ioyned to cruell 
venime, that is to saie, veaemous crueltie, to lorde- 
shippe. 


Tune ego. Sis finquam) tpsa, mimmim nohis am- 
bitionem mortedtum rerwm fmsse dondnatam. Sed 
materiam gerendis rebus opiavmus, quo nevvhts 
iacita consenesceret. P, Et dla. uitqui hoc mum 
est, 

Then said I thus. Thou wotest well thy sel^ that 
the couetise of mortall thinges, ne hadden neuer 
lordshippe in me. But 1 haue well desired matter 
of thinges to doen, as who saith, I desire to haue 
matter of gouemaunces, ouer cominalties, for ver- 
tue still should not elden; that is to saine, that 
lest er that he wexte old, his vertue that laie now 
stil, ne shuld not perishe vnexercised, in gouem- 
aunce of commune : forwhiche men might speaken 
or wnten, of his good gouemement. Bhi. Forsothe 
(quod she) and that is a thyng that maie drawen 
to gouemannce, soche hertes as been worthie and 
noble of bir nature: but nathlesse it maie not 
drawen, or tellen soche hertes, as been ybrought to 
the full perfeccion of vertue, that is to same, co- 
uetise of glorie and renome, to haue well admi- 
nistred the common thinges, or dooen good deserter 
to profite of the common. For se now and consi- 
der, bow little and how voide of all price is thilke 
glorie, certain thing is as thou hast learned, by the 
dcmonstracion of astronomic, that all the enuiron- 
ning of the yeartli about, ne halt but the reason of 
a pricke, at the regard of the greatnesse of the 
Heauen, that is to sam, that if ther wc;r maked, 
comparison of the yerth, to the greatnesof Heanea, 
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men would iadgen in al that ne held no space. Of 
the whiche little region of this world, the iiii. part 
of the yerth is inhabited with lining beastes that we 
knowen, as thou hast thy self ilemed by Ptbolome 
that proueth it. And if thou haddest withdrawen 
and abated in thy thoughte for thilke foorthe 
partye, as moche space as the see and the marels 
conteynen and ouergone : as moche space as the re- 
gion of drought ouerstretcbeth, that is so sain sandes 
and desertes, well vnneth shuld there dwellen a 
right straite place to the habitacion of men= And 
ye^ that be ennironned and closed with the leste 
pricke of thilke pricke, thinken ye manifesten or 
publishen your renome and done your name 
for to ben borne forth e- But your gloiy that is so 
narowe and so strayte tbrougen into so litel bonndes, 
howe mykell conteineth it in larges and in great 
doynge. And also sette therto, that' many a na- 
cion dyuers of tonge and of maners, and eke of 
reason of hir lyuinge, ben inhabited m the close of 
thike habitacle, the which nacyons what for diffi- 
culte of wayes, and what for dmersyte of langage, 
and what for defaulte of vnnsage, and cntrecomu- 
ninge of marchandyse : not onely the names of sin- 
gular men ne may not stretehen, but eke the fame 
of cities male not stretehen. At the last, certes in 
the time of Marcus Tullius, as him selfe wrytte-in 
hys boke that the reuom of the common of Rome, 
ne had not yet passed ne clomben oner the moun- 
taine that higbt Caucasus, and yet was Rome well 
waxen and redoubted of the Parthes, and eke of 
othei folke enhabytmg abont. 

Seest thou not than howe straite and howe com- 
pressed IS thilke glorie that ye trauailen, aboute to 
shewen and to moulteplye ? Maye than the glory 
of a synguler Romaine stretehen thider as the 
feme of rile name of Rome maye not clymben ne 
passen ? And eke seest thou not that the maners of 
diners folke and hir lawes ben discordant amonges 
hemself, so that thilke thing that sum men mdge 
worthy of praysing, other folke hidgen that, that 
is worthy of tourment. And herof cometh it that 
though a man deliteth him in praissmg of his re- 
nome, he may not in no wise bringen forthe ne 
spreden his name to manye maner peoples, and 
therfore euery man ought to be apaide of his glory, 
that is published among his owne neyghbours, and 
thylke noble renome shal be restrained within the 
boundes of tho maner folke. But howe manye a 
man that was ful noble in his tyme, hath the 
wretches and nedy forietinge of writers put oute of 
minde and don away, al be it so that certes thilke 
thinges profiten litel, the which thinges and wri- 
tinges long and derke elde do away both hem and 
eke bir anctonrs. But ye menne semen to getten 
you a perdnrabilitie whan ye thinken in time com- 
ing your feme shal lasten. But nathelesse, if thou 
wilt make comparison to the elidlesse spaces of 
etemite. What thing haste thou, by which thou 
maist reioycen thee of longelasringe of thy name? 
Bor if there were made comparison of the abyd- ! 
ing of a momente to ten thousande winter, for as 
moche as bothe tho spaces ben ended, for yet hath 
the momente some porclon of it, although it be 
litel ? But nathelesse thilke selfe nombre of yeres, 
and eke as many yeres as therto may be multipli- 
ed, ne may not certes be comparisooed to the per- 
durabilite that is endelesse. For'of thinges whiche 
that bane ende may be made compansoo, but of 
thinges which that ben wlthouten ende, to thinges 
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that haue ende, may be maked no comparisoni 
And for thy is it that although renome as of bng 
tyme, as euer the liste to thinkeu, wer thought, to 
the regard of the etemite, that is vnstauncheable 
' and infinite, it ne should not onelie seme littel, but 
plainhe right nought. But ye semen certes ye can 
do nothing a right but if it be for the audience of 
the people, and for yie rumours. And ye forsaken 
the great worthinesse of conscience and of vertue, 
and ye seken your guerdons of the smale wordes d 
strannge folke. Hmie nowe here and vnderstande 
in the lightnesse of soche pride and veiiie glory, 
howe a man skomed festynally and meryly soche 
▼anite. Whylom there was a man that had assay- 
ed with stryuynge wordes an other man, the which 
not for vsage of very vertue, but for proude vayne 
glorye, had taken vpon him falsely the name of a 
philosophre. This rather man that I speake of, 
thonght he wold assay, wheder he thilke wer a phi- 
losophre or no that is to saye : jf that he woulde 
haue sofired lightlye, in pacence, the wronges that 
were done to him. This fained philosophre toke 
pacience a litell while : and whan he had receiued 
wordes of outrage, he as in stnuinge ayen and re- 
ioysing of him selfe, sayde at laste thus. Under- 
standest thou not, that 1 am a philosophre ? That 
other man answeide againe bitmgly and said: I 
had well vnderstand it, if thou haddest holden thy 
tong stiU But what is it to these noble worthy 
men for certes of soch folk speke I that seken glorie 
with vertue ? What is it (quod she) what attcyneth 
feme to soch folke, whan the body is resolued by 
the deth at the last ? for if so be that men dien in 
al, that is to say body and soule, the which thing 
cure reason defendeth vs to byleue ; than is there 
no glory in no wise. 

For what shulde thilke glory be, whan he, of 
whom thilke glorie is saide to be, nys right naught 
in no wyse. And yf the soule wh>cbe that bath in, 
it selfe science of good werkes, wnbounden from 
the prison of the yerth, wendeth frely to the 
Heuen, dispiseth it not than al erthly ocoupacion, 
and being in heuen reioyseth that it is exempte 
from al erthly thynges ? as who saith, than recketh 
the soule neuer of no glory of renome of this 
world. 


Suicumque solam mente prcecipiH petit f Suvmumgue 
credit gbnam, Luce patentes atkeris cemat plagaSf 
Arctumgue terrarum stiumj Brevem replere non va- 
lentis ambUurn, 

Who so that wyth ouerthrowhige thbughle onely 
seketh glori of fame, and weneii that it be soue- 
raine good, let him loken Tpcm the brode shewing 
CQuntrcis of the Hepen, and vpon the strayte seete 
of this Erthe, and he shal be a shamed of thencrease 
oHis name, that maye not fulfil the litel congas 
of the orthe*, O what coueyten proude folke to 
liften vp hir neckes in ydle, in the deedly y^ce of 
thys worlde ? For all though that renome jsptad 
passyng tofom peoples, golh by diners tongei^ and 
although great houses of kinr^es e^bynen by clera 
tytlQs of honours, yet nathelesse deth di^seth al 
lugh glory of fame, and deth wrappeth togithers the, 
high heedes and the lowe;, and maketh equal and 
even the hyest with the lowest 

Where wonnen now the bones of trew FabriciukI* 
Whnt is nowe Brutus, or steme Caton ^ The thyn^ 
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fame yet lastyngof hii* ydle names, is marked with chariot bnngeth forth the rosy day, that the Moone 
a few letteis. But although that we baue knowen hath commaundement ouer the nightess which 
the faire wordes of the fame of hem, it is not yeuen nightes Iilsperus the euen sterre bath, that the ‘?ea 
to know hem that be deed and consumpt. Liggeth gredy to flowen coastraineth with a certain ende 
thanst 5 lal\tterIyevTiknowable, nefamenemaketh his floodes, so that it is not lefull to stretch his 
younotknowe. And yfye wenetolyuetbelenger brodetermes or boundes vpon the y earth : althis 
for winde of youre mortall name, whan one cruel ordinaunce of thynges is boundes with loue, that 
day shal rauishe you : than is the seconde dwell- gouemeth erthe and see, and also hath com- 
yng to you close. The first dethe he clepeth here manndement to the heuen. And yf this loue 
the departing of the body and the seconde dethe slaked the bridels, al thinges that now looen hem 
here the stintyng of the‘renome of fame, togithers wolden make batade contynuelly, and 

strmen to fordone the facion of this world, the 

— ' which they now leden m accordable faith, by faire 

• mouynges. This loue holdeth togider people ioyned 
ne me mexorahile contra foriunam gerere helium ^n holy bond, and knitteth sacrament of 

putes, est alttpiandoy cnm de homimbu^ fallax ilia manage of chast lones. And loue endeth laws to 
nonnihil bene mereatur: turn scilicet cum se apent, felaws. O welefull were tnankmde if thilke 

loue that gouemeth the Heuen, gouerned your 

But for as moch as thou shalt not wenen (quod she) 

that I beare an vntretable batayle ayenst fortune, here endeth the seconde boke and here feloweih 
yet somtims it befalleth that she (discemable) de- the thikde. 

semethe to haue ryght good thanke of men : and 

that 1 $ whan she her self openetb, and whan she dis- . 

couereth her front, and sheweth her manevs. Per- 
auenture yet understandest thou not that T shall 

say. It is a wondre that I desire to tell, and ther- cantum lUaJimemt, cum me audieridi avidum^ 
fore vnnetb may I 'vnpl ten my sentence with wordes. stup* ntemque an ectis adhuc aw ibus carmmis mul- 

For I deme that contranons fortune profiteth more defis erat. Itaque pavlo poit, 0 myuam sum-i 

to men than fortune debonayre. For alway wban lassoittm solamen anvnoiumf quantum mr, 

fortune semeth debonayre, than she Iteth falsely, 

biheting the hope of welfulnesse. But forsocbe this she had ended her songe: whan the swet- 
contranous fortune is alwaye sothfaste, wban she ^^usse of her dyte had through percedde me, that 
dicweth her selfe vnstable thronghe her chaungyng. desyrous of herkeoynge. And 1 astonyed had 

The amiable fortune deceiueth folke; the contrary yet streyght mine eares, that is to saine, to berken 
foituneleacheth. The amiable fortune blindeth with ^^e bet what she sbuld say, so that htel here after 
the beautie of her false goodes, the hertes of folkes ^ sayd thus. O thou that art souerain comfort 
that vsen hem. The contrane fortune vnbindeth corages anguisshous, so thou hast remounted 
hem with the knowing of freele welefulnesse. Tha- nourissbed me with the weight of thy sen- 
myable fortune maiste thou sene alway wyndy and teoces, an with delite of singyng, bO that I trowe 
fiowyng, and euer misknowing of her self. The I be vnperegall to the stiokes of fortune: 

contrary fortune is attempre and restrayned and ^ saith, I dare wel now suffren al thassautes 
wyse, thorowe exercise of her aduersyte At the fortune, and well defende me from her. And 
laste amiable fortune wili her flaterynges draweth remedies which that thou saidest here befome, 
xnyswandryng men fro the soueraine good ; the weren right sharpe, not onelye that I am not 
eontrariousibrtuneleadeth ofte folke ayen to sothe- agnsenof hem nowe, but I desyroua of bearyng, 
faste goodes, and halteth hem ayen as with an ®ske greatly to hearen the remedies* Than saied 
hoke. Weuest thou than that thou oughtest to she thus. That feled I well (quod she) whan th,at 
leten this a lytel thing, that this aspre and horrible entenfife and styl, rauysshedest my wordes : 
fortune hath discouered to the, the thoughts of thy ^ abode tyll thou haddest soche habyte of thy 
trew frendes ? for why, this ilke fortune hath de- thought, as thou hast now, or els tyll that, I my 
garted apd vnoQuered to the both the certaine vi- selfe had maked it to the same habite, whiche that 
sages, and eke the doutous visages of thy felawes. niore very thyng. And certes the remenaunt 

Whan she departed away fro the, she toke away thinges that ben yet to say ben soch, that first 

her frendes and laft the thy frendes. Nowe whan whan men taste hem, they bene byting : but whan 
thou were nche and weleful, as the semed, with receiued within a wight, than ben they 

howe mykel woldest thou haue bought the full swete. But for thou saist that thou art so desyrous 

knowing of this, that is to sayne, the knowing of to hearken hem, with howgreate brennyng woldest 
thy very frendes? Nowe plaine the not than of glowen, if thou wistes winder I wolde leden 
nchesse lorne, sit he thou haste found the most pre- Whider is that (quod 1), P. To thilke 

cious kynd of nchesse, that is to saine, thy very blisfulnesse (quod she) of wbiche thine hart 

frendes. ^ dremetb. But for as moche as thy sight is oc- 

^ copied and distourbed of erthly thinges, thou 

^ maiest not yet sene thilke self welefulnesse. B. 

^uod modus stahh fide, Concordes variat mces, ^uod ^®^y ^®^" 

pugnantM semma^ Fxdus peipetuum tenent '3^c, ^ ^*^® without tarieng. P. That wol 

- ^ ’ I gladly done (quod she) for cause of thee. But 

iT^ world© with stable faithe vaneth accord- I wol first marken by wordes, and I wil enforcen 

able chaungyng^, tiiat the contrarious qualyte^s me to enforme the tblke false cause of blisftil- 
0 eiementes faolden araoiige hem selfe alyaun nesse, which that thou more knowest: so that whan 
^efppraolp, that Phpbus the sopne with his gold®® | thou hast beholden thilke false gpodes, s^nd tuyneii 
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thin iyen so to that other side, thou maye knowen 
the clerenesse of very blysfulnesse. 


serere ingenuumvtfUet agrum, Liherat arvaprius 
fruticibus, Fake ruhosyjiltcmque resecat, 

Whoso woll sowe a felde plenteous, let him firste 
deliueren it of thomes, and kerne asonder with his 
hoke the busshes and the feme, so that the com 
may common heuie of eres and of gremes. Hony 
is the more swete if mouths haue firste tasted sa- 
uours that be wycke. The sterres shinen more 
agreably whan the wynde Nothus letteth bis 
plungi blastes. And after that Lucifer the day 
sterre hath chased away the darke nyght, the day 
the feirer ledeth the rosen horse of the Somie. And 
right so thou, beholdjmg first the false goodes be- 
gyn to withdrawn thy necke fro the yearthly affec- 
cions, and afterwardes the very goodes shullen en- 
tren into thy corage. 


Turn dejixo paululum hisu.^ et velut in angzistam sua 
mentis sedent recepk : stc ccepiL P. Omnis morta-^ 
hum cuTa quam Tmltrphdwtn studiorum labor ex~ 
ercet, 

Tho fastened she a litel the syght of her eien, and 
she withdrew her, right as it wer into the stra3rte 
seete of her thought, and began to speake right, 
thus. Al the cures (quod she) of mortal folk, 
which that trauailen hem in many maner studies, 
gon certes by diners waies : but nathels they en- 
forcen hem dl to comen onely to thendc of blisful- 
nes. And blisfulnes is soche a good, that who so 
hath gotten it, he ne maye oner that thing more 
desire. And thys thyng forsoth is so soueraune 
good, that it conteine^ in him selfe al maner of 
goodes, to the which good if there fisnled anything, 
it myghte not ben souermn good, for than were 
smne good out of this soueraine good, that might 
be des3nred. Nowe is it clere and certaine that 
blisfuluesse is a parfyte state, by the congregacion 
of all goodes, the whiche blisfulnesse (as I haue 
sayd)al mortal folke enforcen hem to getteby 
diuers waies. Tor why, the couetise of euery good 
is naturelli planted m the hertes of men : but the 
miswandryng errour, misledeth hem into felse 
goodes. Of the whiche men, some of hem wenen 
that souerain good be to liuen without nede of any 
thinge. And other men demen, that soueraine 
good be right digne of reuerence, and enibreen hem 
to he reuerenced amonge hir neighbours, by the 
honours that they haue goten. And some fblke 
there ben that bolden that light hye power he so- 
uerain good, and enforcen hem for to reignen, or 
els to ioynen hem to hem that reignen. And it 
semeth to other folke, that noblesse of renome be 
the soueiam good, and hasten hem to getten hem 
glonous name by the artes of werre or of peace. 
And many folke mesuren and gessen, that soue- 
ra3me good be loye and* gladnesse, and wenen that 
it be right blisful thing to plongen in vohiptnons 
dehtes. And there bene some folke, that entre- 
chaungen the causes and the endes of these fbr- 
saide goods: as they that desyren richesses to 
haue power and dehtes, or elles they desyre power 
ffti: tQ h^pe money, oi; for cause of renome. In 


these thynges and soche other is turned all the en- 
tencion of desyiynges and werkes of men, as thus : 
noblesse and fanoure of people, which that yeueth 
to all menne, as it semeth hem, a maner clerenesse 
of renomme, and wife and children, that men de- 
syren, for cause of delyte and merynesse. But 
forsoth frende^ ne shullen not be rekened amonge 
the goodes of fortune, but of vertue, for it is a ful 
holy maner thing. All these other thinges, for- 
soth be taken for cause of power, or elles for cause 
of delite, Certes now am I redy to referreii the 
goodes of the body, to these forsayd th3mges 
abouen : for it semeth that strength and gretnesse 
of body yeuen power and worthynesse, and that 
beaute and swiftnesse yeuen glorye and renome : 
and helth of body semeth to yeuen dehte. In al 
these thinges it semeth only that blysfulnesse is 
desyred: for why, thylke Ihyng that euery man 
desireth moste oner al thinges, he demeth that it' 
be soneram good. But I haue defined, that blis- 
fulnesse is soueraine good, for whiche euery wight 
demeth the thilke estate that he desireth ouer al 
thinges that it be blisfulnesse. Nowe bast thou 
than before thin eyen al moste al that purposed 
forme of the welefulnesse of mankynde, that is to 
saine, richesse, honours, power, glone and delites, 
the which delite only considred he Epicurus, and 
iudged and established that delite is the soueraine 
good ! for as moche as all other thinges, as him 
thought, byreft awaye iov and mirthe from the 
herte But I retume againe to the studies of men, 
of whiche men the corage alway reherseth and 
seketh the soueraine g0(^, al be it so that it he 
with a dyrked memorie, but he note by whiche 
pathe, right as a droken man note nought by 
whiche pathe he may retnme home to his house. 
&meth it than that folke forleyen and erren to en- 
forcen hem to liaue nede of nothing. Certs there 
is none other thing, that may so moche performen 
blisfulnesse, as an estate plenteous of al goodes, 
that ne hath nede of none other thing, hut that is* 
suffisannt of hhnselfe vnto himselfi And fblien 
soch folke than that wenen, that thilke thing that 
is right good, that it is eke right worthy of honor 
and of reuerence: certes nay. Tor that thinge 
nys neither foul ne worthy to be dispised, that wel 
nigh al the eutencion of mortal folke trauailen to 
get it And power eke ought not to be rekened 
amonges goodes. What els ? for it nis not to 
wene, that thilke thing that is moste worthy of all 
thinges, be feble and without strength. And clere- 
nesse of lenome, ought that to ben dispised : certes 
ther may no man forsake, that al thinge that is 
ngbt excellent and noble, that it ne semeth 'be 
nght clere anA renomed. For certes it nedeth not 
to sai, that blisfulnesse be anguishous ne drery^ 
ne subiect ta greuaunces ne sorowes, sens that in 
right lytel thinges folke seken to haue and to vsea 
that may delyteu hem. Certs these ben the 
thinges that men willen and desiren to getten : and 
for this cause desiren thei richesses, 
reignes, glone, and delites. For th^y wenen 
they to haue sufiBisaunce,bonoure, power, renomme, 
and gladnesse. Than is it good, that men seken 
thus by so many diuers stu<^, in whyche desire, 
it many not hgbtely be shewed, howe great is the 
strengthe of nature. For howe so men haue diuera^ 
sentences and discordinges, algates men accopiea.^ 
all in louinge the ende of good* 
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^uantas Ttrum Jiechi habcnas Katura poiens, quibvs 
mmensiimy Legibus n bm provida seroet, Sinn-- 
gat'jue It gang a reiolutOi Singula nexu^ placet argutOf 
i^'idibus lent IS piomete cajfitu, ^c* > 

It Ivketh me to shevve by subtyll son^, with slacke 
and del table sowne of stringes, howe that natuie 
m.ghtelie enclineth and flitelh by the gouerne- 
meut of thinges, and by soche laMve she purueiable 
kepeth the great worlde, and howe she bindynge 
restiainethe all thynges by a bonde that ma»e not 
be vriboanden. All be it so that the lions of the 
countreye of Pene» beren the faire chaines, and 
taken meates of the haiides of folke, that yeaen it 
hem, and dreden hir stnrdie maisters, of whiche 
they be wont to sufFie beatinges, yf that hir hor- 
rible monthes ben bledde, that is to sain, of beestes 
denouied : hir corage of time passed that hath 
been idle and rested, repairetb ayen and thei roren 
grenously, and remembren on hir nature, and 
slakea bir neckes from hir chaines vnbounde, and 
hir maister firste to tome with blody teth, assay- 
eth the woode wiathes of hem, that is to same, thei 
fretten hu maister. And the langlyng birde that 
singeth on the hye braunches, that is to same, m 
the wodde, and after is enclosed in a straite cage 
allthough the pbenge besinesse of men yene hem 
honied dnnkes. and large meates with swete study; 
yet natheles if thilke birde shipping out of her 
straite cage, seeth the agreable shadowes of the 
wodes, she defouleth with her fcete her meate 
ishad, and seketh on morning ouely the woode, 
and twirethe desiring the woode with her swete 
wife. The yerde of a tie that is haled adowne by 
mightie strength boweth redily the croppe adown : 
but if that the hande that is bente let it gone 
againe, anon the oroppe loketh vprigbt to the he- 
uen, Thci sonne Phehus that falleth at euen in 
the westren waves, retunieth a^en eftsoues his 
carte by a priny pathe there as it is wonte aiise. 
Al thinges seken ayen to hir proper course and al 
thinges reioysen on hir returning againe to hir 
natuie ; ne none ordinaunce is betaken to thinges, 
but that hath loyned the ende to the beginnmge, 
and hath made the course itselfe stable, that it 
chamige not fto his proper kinde. 


Vos qiioque o terrena cnintalia, (emu licet imagine^ 
vestrum tamen principtam somnmtis, oerumque 
slktin kealitudims finemy licet mmime perspicaci, 
fife. 

Ceb-tes also ye men that ben erthly beastes dreata- 
en alwaye your beginning, although it be with a 
thin imagmacion, and by a maner thought, albeit 
nat clereli ne perfetly, ye loken from a ferre to 
thilke veridne of blisfulaes. And therfbre nature! 
entencion leadeth you to thilke very good, but 
many maner errours mis^umeth you therfio. 
Consider now if that be thifke thinges, by which a 
man wenetb to get him bbsifulnesse if that he may 
oomen to thilke ende that he weneth to come to 
by nature. For if that money honours, or these 
other forsaid thinges bringen men to soch a thing 
that no good ne faile them ne semeth to faile ; 
Certes than wold 1 graunt that they be maker! biis-r 
ful by thmges that they haue gotten. Put if sa he 


that thilke thinges ne mowen not perform® that 
thei bybeten, and that there be defant of many 
goodes, sheweth it not than clereli the false beaute 
I of blisfuinesse is knowen and atteint m thilke 
j thinges ^ 6ist and forward thou thyself, that had- 
dest baboutidaimce of richesse nat longe agon, I 
aske the that la thaboundance of al thilk riches, if 
thou were ncuer anguishous or some m thy cou^ 
rage of any wrong or greuaunce that betyd the m 
any syne. B.- Certes (quod 1) it ne remembiethe 
me not, that euer I was so fre of my thought, that 
I ne was alwaye in anguishe of som what. P, And 
was that not (quod she) for that the lacked som- 
what that thou noldest not haue lacked ? Or els 
thou haddestthat thou noldest haue had ? B. Right 
so it is (quod 1). P. Than desirest thou the pre- 
sence of the one, and thabsence of that other ; • B. 
I graunte well (quod I). Phi. Forsothe (quod 
she) than nedeth there som what that euery man 
desireth. B. Ye there nedeth (quod I). P. Certes 
(quod she) and he that bath lacke or neede of 
aught, nis not in euery way suffisaunt to himself. 
B. No (quod I). P. And thou (quod she) in all the 
plente of thy richesse haddest thilke lacke of siiffi- 
saunce ^ B. What els (quod T). P. Than may not 
nches maken that a man nis nodi, ne that he be 
sufficient to him selfe ; and yet that was it that 
they beheten as it semed. And eke certes I trowe 
that this be greatlie to considei, that monej^ hath 
not in his owne kynde, that it ne maie been bi- 
nomod of hem, that haue it maugre hem- Boecius. 
I knowe it well (quod I). Philo. Why shonldest 
thou not beknowen it (quod she) when euery 
daie the stienger folke, benomen it from the fee- 
bler maugre hem ! from whens come els, all these 
foiaine complaintes, quarels, or pleadynges, but 
for that menne asken her money, that hath been 
biuomed hem, by strength or by gile, and alwaie 
maugre hem i Boecius. Right so it is (quod I)* 
Philosophie. Then bath a man neede (quod she) 
to seeken hym foraine helpe, by whiche be maie 
defende his money. Boecius: Who maie saie 
naie (quod I). Pbilosophie. Certes (quod she) 
and hym needed none helpe, if he ne had no mo- 
ney, that he might lese. Boecius. That is doubt- 
les (quod I). Philosophie. Then is this thyng 
tonrned into the contrary (quod she) for richesse, 
that menue wem®n» should maken su^saunce, thei 
maken a man rather haue nede of forain helpe. 
Whiche is the maner or the gise (quod she) that 
nchesse maie driuen awaie nede ? Riche folke maie 
thei neither haue honger ne thurste ? These nebe 
menne, maie thei fele no colde on their limes in 
winter? But thou wilte aunsweie, that nche 
menne hauemough, wheiwith thei maie staunchen 
hir honger, and slaken hir thurst, and doen awaie 
colde. 

In this wise, maie neede been coumforted by 
richesse, but certes : neede ne maie not all vtterbe 
be doen awaie. For if this nede, that alwaie is 
gapmg and gredy, be fulfilled with richesse, and 
any other thynge, yet dwelleth than a nede, that 
mote be fulfilled, I hold me still, aod tell not how 
that little thyng, suffiseth to naturfe; but certes, 
to auance suffisetb not mough of norhyng. For 
sine that riches, ne maie not all dooen awaie need®, 
and thei maken their owne neede : what maie it 
than bee, that ye wenen that nchesses, mowen ye- 
uen you suffisaance ? 
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iluamvrs Jluente dives auri gfirgtie, Non expleiujos 
cog(d uvanu cjpci, 

All were it so, that a noble cnuetous inamie had 
a riuer, or a gutter 6 etyng al of gold, yet hhould 
it neuer staunche his coaetisc: and although he 
had his necke charged, with prec»ous stones of the 
redde sea : and though he dooe ere his 6 eldes plen- 
teous, vith an hundred oxen, neuer ne shall his 
bityng busmes forleten hym, while he liuetb, ne 
the light richesses, ne shall not bearen hym com- 
paiguie whan he is dedde. 


Sed d/gmtatps honorahlem, rtverendum^s cut prove- 
nnint, reddunt Num vis ca est magistiatibusj ut 
- utenfum mentibus viriuUs mierant^ vttm depel- 
lantf dfc. 

But dignities to whome they be comen, maken 
they him hoHorable and renerent ? Haue they not 
so great strength that thei maie putten vertue m 
hertes of folkes that vsen the lordship of hem, or 
els may they don away the vices. Certes they be 
not wont to don away wickednes, but they be wont 
rather to shew wickednesse. And therof cometh 
it that I bane right great disdain, that dignities 
ben yeuen to wicked men For whiche thing Ca- 
tnllns clepsd a consul of Rome (that hight No- 
nyus) po&tome of boche, as who saith, he cleped 
him a congregaciou of vices in his brest, as a pos- 
tome 18 full of corrupcion : all were Nonius set in 
a chaire of dignitie. Seest thou not than, how 
greate vilonies dignities done to wiked men ^ certes 
vnworthuiesse of wicked men shulde be the lasse 
sene, if they nerc remoued of non honour. Certes 
thou thyself ne mightest not be brought with as 
many penis as thou myghtest suflTre, that thou 
woldest beare the magistrate with decorate, that is 
to same^ that for peril that myght befall thee by 
offence of the king. Tbeodorike, thou noldest not 
be felawe in gouetnaunce with Decorate, whan 
thou saw that he had wicked corage of a lycorous 
shrew and of an accusour. Ne I may not for 
foche honours ludgen hem worthy of reuerence, 
that I deme and hold vnworthy to haue thylke 
same honours. Now if thou sawe a manne, that 
wer fulfilde of wisedome, certes, thou ne mightest 
not deme, that he wer Vnworthie to that honour, 
or els to the wisedome of whiche, he is ftilfilled. 
Boecius. No (quod I). Philosophie. Certes (quod 
she) dignities appertaioen properlie to vertue, and 
vertue transporteth dignitie anon to thilke man, 
to whiche she herself is conioyned. And for as 
moche as honours of people, ne male not inake 
folke digne of honour, it is well sean derely, that 
thei ne haue no proper beautie of dignitie. And 
yet menne oughten take morcheede in this : for if 
a wight be in so moche the more outcast, that he 
is dispised of moste folke, so as dignite ne maye 
not maken shrewes worthy of no reuerence, than 
maketh dignitie shrewes latber dispised than 
phiised, the which shrewes digmte sheweth to 
moch folke. And forsothe not vnpunished, that 
is to eayn, that shrewes reuengen hem ayenward 
vpon dignities. For they yelden ayen to dignities 
as greate guerdons, whan they dispotten and de- 
foulen dignities with bir vdonie. And for as moche 


as thou nowe knowest, that thilke very reuerence 
ne maye nat comen by these shadowy transitorye 
dign ties. vnderNtonde nowe thus: that if a man 
had vsed and had many maner dignities of consuls 
and were parauenture comen amonge straunge na- 
cion<;, shulde thilke honour maken him wurshipfoll 
and redouted of straunge folke: certes if that ho- 
nour of people weie a naturel yefte to dignities, it 
ne might nener ces&en no- where amonge no maner 
folke 10 done his office. Right as a fyre in euery 
Countrey ne stmteth not to enchaufen and maken 
bote. But for as moche as for to ben honorable 
or renerent, ne cometh not to folke of hir proper 
strength of nature, but onely of the false opinion of 
folke, that is to same, that wenen that dignities 
maken folke digne of htMiours. anone tberfore 
whan they comen ther as folke ne knowen not 
ihilk dignities, hir honours vanishen awaye and 
that anoru But that is amonge straunge folke 
maist thou sain. Ne amonges hem ther they 
weie borne, ne dured not thilke d gnities alwaye. 
Certes the dignite of the prouostry of Rome was 
whilon a great power : nowe is it iiothinge but an 
ydle name, and the rente of the senatone a great 
charge. And if a wight whilom had thoffice to 
taken bede to the vitaiTes of the i>eople, as of come 
and of other thmgf'S, he was holden annonges hem 
great. But what thing is more now out caste than 
thilke prouosti ,e. As 1 haue said a lytel here be- 
forene, that thilke thing that hath no fffoper 
beaute of itself, recciueth sometime price and shin- 
ing, and sometim leseth it by thopinion of vsaances. 
Now if that dignities than ne mowe not make folke 
digne of reuerence, aod if that dignites wexe foule 
of hir wyll, by the fyithe of shrewes. And yf dig- 
nities lesen hir shinmge by ebaunginge of tymes, 
and yf they wexen foule by estimacion of people^ 
what is it that they ban m hem selfe of beaute, that 
ought to be de»r^ ? as who saithe none : than ne 
mowen they yeuen no beaute of dignitie to none 
other. 


^tuoMois se Tyrio superbus ostro Comerei ei nioeh 
lapillisy 

Al be it so, that the proude Nero wyth all his 
wode luxure, kerabe him and apparelled him with 
faire purpure of Tirie, and wiih white peerles. 
Algates yet therof he hateful to al folk that is to 
say that all was he behated of all folkes, yet this 
wicked Nero had great lorsh.ppe. And yafe whi- 
lome to the renerent senatours the vnworshypfuU 
seates of dignities. UnworshipfuII seates he cl^th 
here, for that Nero that was so wicked yafe the dig- 
nities. 

Who woulde than resonablye wenen, that bhs- 
fulnesse were in ^che honours, as been yeuen by 
vicious shrewes. 


An vero tegna^ regTiumguet femlUaritas ggicere po* 
tentem valent ^ Qmdm, SHc* *, 

But reignes and familiarities of k3biges, maie thei 
maken a man to ben mighty ? how els : whan his 
blisfulnesse durethe perpetuallic. But certes, the 
olde age of time passed, and eke of, present tune 
nowe, is ftil of en&ampleb, bow that fcinges haue 
chaunged in to wnjtchcikiesse, outof birwelfulnes,u 
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O, a noble thing and a clere thmge is power, that | Inde qaarketh at thy commaundementes, or at 
nis liot founden mighty to kepe it self. And if thy lawes. And that the last yle in the see, that 


that power of realmes be authour and maker of 
blisfulnesse, if thilke power lackethe on any syde, 
ameau'seth it nat thilke blisfulnesse, and bringeth 
in wreichednes^ But yet al be it so, that the 
realmes of mankinde stretchen brode, yet mote 
ther nede ben moche folke,ouer whiche that euery 
king ne hath no lordship ne commaundement. 
And certes vpon thilkside that power falletb, which 
that makteh folke blisful. Right on that same 
side no power entreth vndemeth that maketh hem 
wretches. In this maner than moten kinges haue 
more porcion of wretchednesse than of welfol- 
nesse. 

A tiraunt that was kinge of Cecyle, that had as- 
sayed the perill of his estate, shewed by similitude 
ihe dredes of realmes by gastenesse of a swerde, 
that honge oner the heed of his familier. What 
thiuge ?s than this power^that maye not done 
awaye the bitynges of besinesse, ne eschewe the 
prickes of dredes. 

And certes yet wolden they lyuen in syloemesse, 
but they maye nat. And yet they glonfyen hem 
in hir power. Holdest thou than that thilke man 
be mighty, that thou seest that he wold donq that 
he maye not done : and holdest thou than him a 
mighty man, that hath enu ironed his sydes with 
men of armes or sergeauntes, and dredeth more 
bem that be maketh agast, than they dreden h 3 rm, 
and that is pntte in the handes of his seruauntsfor 
heshulde seme mightye? but of famylyeres or 
seniauntes of kinges, why shulde I tell the any 
thing, sithe that I my selfe haue shewed the that 
realmes bem selfe ben ful of great feblesse: the 
whiche famylyers, certes the royall power of kinges 
in hoole estate, and in estate abated, full ofte 
throwethe a downe. 

Nero contrained Senecke hys famylyer and his 
mayster, to chesen on what dethe he wolde dye. 
Antonms commaunded that knigfates flowen wyth 
hir swerdes Papinian his famylyer, whiche Papi- 
nian hadde ben longe tyme, ful mighty amonges 
hem of tlie courte. And yet certes, they woldeii 
both haue renounced hir power. Of whiche two 
Seneoke enforced him to yeuen to Nero his richesse, 
and also to haue gone in to solytary eiule. But 
whan the great weight, that is to sain, of lordes 
power, or of Fortune, draweth hem that shullen 
fall, neither of bem ne might do that he wolde. 
What thirjge is than thylke power, that tbougbe 
men haue it, yet they ben agast, and whan thou 
woldest haue it, thou narte not syker ; and yf thou 
woldest forleten it, thou maist nat eschewen it. 
But wheder soch men ben frendes at nede as been 
counsayled by fortune, and nat by vertue : Certes 
soch folke as welful fortune maketh frendes, con- 
tranous fortune maketh hem enemyes. And what 
pestilence is more mightye for to anoye a wight, 
than a familier enem^e. 


£ui se volet esse potentem^ Animas don%et die fejoces, 
Nec victa libidme coUa, dfc. 

Whoso woI be mighty, he mote daunten his cmell 
oorages, ne put nat his necke ouercomen, rnderthe 
foule raynes of lechery. For all be it so, that the 
Jordshippe stretche ao ferre that the countrey of 


hyght Tyle, be thrale to the : yet yf thou maiste 
nat putten away thy foule derke desyres, and 
driuen out fro the wretched complayntes : cer- 
tetes, it nys no power that thou haste. 


Ghria veto qiiamfallax seepe, qaam turpis est ^ Unde 
'mn mjuria Tragicus exclamat, 0 gloiioj gloiia 
mdlibus mortalmm nihd ulmd facta, nisi aurmm 
infiaiio magna, 8Cc, 

But glorie, how deceiuable and howe full is it oft ? 
For whiche thing, not skilfully a tragedien, that is 
to sayne maker of dites that highten tragedyes, 
cried and sayde. O glory glory (quod he) thou 
nart nothinge els to thousandes of folks but a 
sweller of eares. For many haue full great re- 
nome by the false opinion of the people. 

And what thmge may ben thought fouler then 
soche praysynge ; forthinke folke that ben praised 
falslye, they mooten nedes haue shame of hir 
praisinge. And yf that folke haue getten hem 
thanke or praisinge by her desertes : what thing 
hath thilke prise eched or encreased to the con- 
science of wyse folke, that mesnren her good, nat 
by the rumoure of the people, but by the sothe- 
fastenesse of conscience ? And if it seme a faire 
thmge, a man to haue encreased and sprad bis 
name, than foloweth it, that it is demed to ben a 
foule thing, if it ne be yspradde and encreased. 
But as 1 said a litel here before, that sithe there 
mote nedes ben. many folkes, to whiche folke the 
renome of a man lae maye nat comen, it befalleth, 
that he that thou wenest be gloryous and renomed, 
semeth in the next part of the yeithes to ben with- 
out glorye and without renome. And cerces 
amonges these thmges i ne trow nat that the prise 
and the grace of the people, mys neither worthy to 
ben remembred, ne cometh of wise iugement, ne 
is ferme perdurably, But now of this name of 
gentilesse : what man is it that ne may wel sene 
howe vaine and how flityng it is : for if the name 
of gentilesse be referred to renome and clerenesse 
of lynage, than is gentU name but a forain thing, 
that is to say, to hem that glorifien hem of hir 
Image. For it semeth that gentiles be a maner 
praysing that cometh of the desertes of auncesters. 
And if prasing naketh gentilnesse, than moten they 
nedes ben gentil, that been praysed. For whiche 
thmge It folowethe, that if thou ne haue no gen-, 
tylnesse of thy selfe, that is to same, prise, that 
cometh of thy desert Foraine gentilnesse ne mak- 
eth the nat gentiL But certes if there be any good 
m gentilnesse, I trowe it be al onely this : that it 
semeth as that a maner necessite be imposed to 
gentilmen, for that they ne shulde nat outragen or 
tbrleauen fro the vertues of hir noble kynred. 


(hinne hommum genus in i&rris Simili su) git ah horiu, 
Unus enm reium pater 0 sL Unus cuncta 
tat, dfc. 

Ah the lynage of men, that hen in erth ben sem- 
. blable of birth. One alone is father of thynges ; 
one alone ministretb all thinges ; he yaf to the sun 
his beaumes : he yaf to the moone her homes : he 
yiife to menthe erth: he yafe the sterr^s to tiw 
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heuen: be dost"*! with membies the soules that 
camtn from his Iiye seate. Than comen all mor- 
tail ioike of noble seed. Whv noi^en ye, or bosten 
of voui elders 5 For vf ye loke vour beginning and 
god \()ure father anthour and your maker. Than 
nys there no forelyued wight or vngentill but yf 
he nounshe his corage vnto vices, and forlete his 
proper byrthe. 


Quid emtem de corporis 'ooluptatilfus loquoTy quarum \ 
eippetentia quidem plena est anxietatis, | 

But what shal I sain of delyces of body, of whiche 
delices the desiringes ben ful of anguishes, and the 
fulfillinges of hem ben ful of penaunce : how great 
siknesses and how great sorowes vnsuflfrable, nght 
as a maner fnnte of wickednes, ben thilko deiices 
wonte to bnngen to the bodies of folke that vsen 
hem j of which delices I not what ioye may ben 
had of hir mouinge. But this wote I wel, that 
who so euer wol remembren him of his luxares he 
shal well vnderstande, that the issues of delices 
ben sorowful and sory. And yf thilke delices mow 
make felke blisful, than by that same cause moten 
these beests ben cleped blisful. Of whiche bestes 
al the entencion hasteth to fulfil her bodely iolyte. 
And the gladnesse of wife and children were an ho- 
nest thynge, but it hath ben said that it is oner 
mokel ayensi kinde, th^t children haue ben found- 
en tourmentours to hir fathers, I not howe many. 
Of which children bow biting is euery condicion, 
it nedetb not to tellen it the, that hast er thidtyme 
assayed it, and art yet uowe anguishons. In this 
tyme apioue I the sentence of my disciple Euri- 
pidis, that said, that be that bathe no children is 
welefnl by infortune. 


^ahet hoc volnptas omnis, Stmuhs agit fruentm: 
Aptumque par volmtum Ubi gratia mella fudit, 
Fugit et nmis tenacz Fe) it icta corda jnorsi/, 3fc. 

Euery delyte hathe tins, that it anguisheth hem 
pnckes that vsen it. It ressembleth to these 
fiieng flies that we clepen bees, that after that he 
hath shedde his agreable honnyes, he flieth away, 
and stingeth the bertes of hem that hen smitten 
with bitinge ouedonge holden. 


Nihil igttur duh'nmest, qxdnh'e ad beatitudinem vice 
device qucedam smt, nec perducere eo quemquam 
vcdeant. 

Nowe it is no dout than, that these wayes ne hen 
a maner mistidmges to blisfulnes : ne that they ne 
mowen not leden folke thider, as they beheten to 
leden hem.' But with how great harmes these fbr- 
saide waj’^s ben enlaced, I shal shew you shortly, 
for why, if thou enforcest the to assemble money, 
thou must byreuen him his money that hath it. 
And if thou wolt shinen with dignities, thou muste 
besecben and supplien hem, that yeuen tho dig- 
nities. And yf thou coueitest by honour to gone 
befome other folkes, thou shalt defbule thy self 
tborow humblesse of asking. If thou desirest 
power thou shalt by awaits of thy suhiectes anoi- 


A2? 

ousli be cast vnder by many parils. Askest thou 
glone ? thou shalt ben so distracte by aspre thinges, 
that thou shalt fogone sikemesse. And if thou 
woldest leden thy lyfe in delites, euery wight shal 
disp.sen the and forleten the, as thou that arte 
thra’ to thing, that is right foule and britel, that is 
to saine, seruaimt to thy bodve. Nowe is it wel 
ysene, howe lytel and how brite! possession they 
coueiten, that putten the goodes of the bodi aboue 
bir own reason. For maist thou surmounten these 
ohfauntes in greatnesse or m weight of body^ or 
mayste thou ben stronger than the bul: mayst 
thou bee swifter than the tygre? beholde the 
spaces and the stablenesse, and the swyfit course of 
lieanen, and slinte somtyme to wondren on foule 
thinges. The whiche heuen certes nys nat rather 
j for these thinges to be wondred vpon, than for the 
reason by whiche it is gonemed- But the shininge 
of thy forme, that is to sayne, the beaute of thy 
body, how swiftly passing is it, and howe transi- 
torie, certes, it is more fliting than the mutabilite 
of floures of the sommer season. For so as Aristo- 
tell telleth, that yf the men had eyen of a beeste 
that bight Lynx, so that the lokynge of folke 
might perren throughe tho thynges that with- 
stonde it. Whoso loked than in tbantrailes of the 
body of Alcibiades, that was full faire in the super- 
fycie without, it shuMe seme right foule. And for 
thy, yf thou semest faire, thy nature ne maketh 
nat that, but the desceiuaunce of feblenesse of the 
pien that loken. But praise th e goodes of the body 
as mocbe as euer the lyste, so that you know al- 
gates that what so it be, that is to saine, of the 
goodes of the body, which that thou woodrest 
vpon, maye ben distroyed or els dissolued by the 
beet of a feuer of tbre dales. Of which forsayd 
thinges I maie redncen this shortly in a somme, 
that these wordly goods, which that ne mowen 
yeuen that thej' behyghtcn, ne ben not parfite by 
the congregacion of al goodes, that they ne 
not wayes ne pathes, that bringen men to hi jsfol- 
nesse, ne maken men to be blisbil. 


Reu heu quee miseros tramitr denios Abducit zgno- 
rantta, Non aurum in viridi queritis arbore^ 6fc. 

Alas, whiche folye, and whiche ignoraunce misled- 
ethe wandrrage wretches, fro the pathe of very 
good. Certes ye seken no guide in giene trees, ne 
ye gadrep not precious stones in vines : ne ye ne 
hyden not youre gmnes mhie mountains to catchen 
fysshe : of the which ye may maken riche feestes. / 
And if you lykc to hunte to Roes, ye ne gonat 
to the fords of the water that bight Tbyrene. 
And ouer this men knowe wel the crekes and the 
cauernes of the see yhyd m the floodes, and kno^- 
en eke, whiche water is moost plenteous of wWto 
perles, and knowen whiche water haboundetb most 
of reed purpure, that is to same, of a maner shel- 
I fyshe, with whiche men dyeii purpure : and 
I knowen whiche strondes habouden moste of tendre 
j fysshes, or of sharpe fyshes, that bight Echines. 
But folke suffreix hem self to benso bimd that hem 
ne retchen not to know wher thilke goodes ben 
yhidde, which that they coueiteu but plangen hem 
in yerthe, and seken there thilke good, that sur- 
mounteth the heuen, that beareih the sterres. 
What prayer may I maken that he digne to th<?* 
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nyce thoiightes of men ? But I pray that they co- 
n^ten rychesse and honours, so that whan they 
haue gotten tho false goodes with great tiauayl, 
that therby they mowen knowe the very goodes. 


Sactenvs mtndacis foTTtiatn JehcUatis osiendisse suffice* 
rti, quod n perspicaciter intueris, ordo est dem- 
ceps^ 

It suffiscth that I haue saide hyderto, the forme 
of false welfulnesse; so that yf thou loke now 
clcrely; the order of mine entencion requireth 
from hensforthe, to shewen the very welfalnes. B. 
Forsoth (quod I) I sc wel now, the suffisaunce may 
nat comen by richesse, ne power by realmes, ne 
reuerence by dignities, ne gentillesse by glory, ne 
ioye by delices. P. And hast thou wel knowen the 
causes (quod she) why it is : B- Certs me semeth 
(quod I) that 1 se hem, right as though it were 
through a litel ciyfte : but me were Icauer knowen 
hem more openly of the. Phi. Certes (quod she) i 
the reason is al redy. For thilke thingc that 
simply is one thinge without any deuision, the 
errour and folye of mankinde, deuideth and de- 
parteth it and misledeth it, and transporteth from 
very and parht good, to goodes that be false and 
vnpar&t. But say me this : wenest you that he 
that bathe nede of power that him ne lacketh no- 
tbinge? Boectous. Kay (quod I).Philosophie. Certes 
(quod she) thou sayest arighte : for yf so be that 
there is a thing that iu any partie be febler of 
power, certes as in that it mote nedes be nedy of 
forain help Boecius. lUght so it is (quod I). Philo- 
sophie. Sufisaunce and power ben of one kinde. 
Boecius, So semeth (quod I). Philosophie. And 
demest thou (quod she) that a thinge that is of 
this maner, that is to saye, suffisaunt and mighty, 
oughte ben dispised, or els that it be righte digne 
of reuerence aboue all thinges ? Boecius. Certes 
(quod I) it is no doute that it is right worthy to be 
reuerenced. Philo&op. Let vs adden (quod she) 
reuerence to sufficiaunce and to power, so that we 
demen that these thre thinges be al one thinge. 
Boecius. Certes let (quod I) vs adden it if we wil 
graunt the sothe. P. What dement thou (quod she) 
than is that a derke thing and not noble, that is 
sustisaunt, reuerent, and mighty ? or elles that it 
is right noble and right clere by celebrate of re- 
nomme ? Consider than (quod she) as we haue 
graunted here byfeme, that he that ne bath no 
nede of nothing, and is most mighty and moste 
digne of honoure, yf hym nedethe any clerenesse 
of renomme, whiche clerenesse he mighte not 
graunten of him selfe, so for lacke of thilke clere- 
nesse he might semen the febler on any syde, or 
the more out cast. Close. That is to say, naye: 
for who so that is suffisaunt, mighty, and reuerent, 
derenesse of renomme foloweth of the foi saide 
thinges : he hath it all redy of his suffisaunce. 
Boecius. I maye not (quod I) denye it, but I mote I 
graunten as it is, that this thinge is right celebra- 
ble -by clerenesse of renomme and noblesse. P. 
Than folowethe (quod she) that we adden clere- 
nesse of renomme to the foresaide thinges, so that 
there be amonges hem no diffierence. B. I’his is 
a consequence (jquod I). Philosop. This thinge 
than (quod she) that ne hathe nede of no foraine 
thyuge, and that maye do all tbyiige by hys 


strengtbes, and that is noble and honourable, is it 
not a mery thinge and joyful? Boecius. But 
whence (quod I) that any sorowe might come to 
this thynge that is soche, certes I maye not thinke. 
Philosophie. Than mote we graunten (quod she) 
that this thinge be full of gladnesse, yf the fore- 
sayde thynges be sothe. And certes, also mote we 
graunten, that suffisaunce, power, noblesse, re- 
uereuce, and gladnesse be onelye diuers by names, 
but hir substauuce hath no diuersite. Boecius. It 
mote nedelye be so (quod I). Philosophie. Thilke 
thinge than (quod she) that is one and simple in 
his nature, the wickednesse of men departeth and 
deuydeth it: and whan they enforcen hem to 
getten partye of a thynge, that ne hath no parte, 
they ne getten hem neyther thilke partye that nys 
none, ne the thynge al hole that they desyre. Bo- 
ecius. In whiohemanere (quod I). Philosophie. 
Thilke man (quod she) that secheth nchesse to 
flyen pouertye : he ne tranaileth hym not for to get 
power, for he hathe leaner be derke and vyle, and 
eke withdraweth from hym selfe many naturell 
delytes, foi he nolde lese the money that he hath 
assembled. But certes in thys maner he ne get- 
iethe him no suffisaunce, that power forleteth and 
that molestie priketh, and that fylthe makethe out 
castei and that derkenesse hydeth. And certes he 
that desireth only power, wasteth and scattereth 
rychesse, and djspiseth delyces and eke honour 
that IS without power, ue he ne prayseth glory no- 
thing. Certes this seest thou well that many 
thynges faylen to him : for he hath sometyme de- 
feute of many necessitees, and many anguyisshes 
byten hym. And when he maye not don tho de- 
feutes away, he forletteth to be rayghty, and that 
IS the thynge that be most desyreth. And right 
thus may I make semblable reasons of honour, of 
glory, and of delices. For so euery of these for- 
said thinges is the same that these other thinges 
ben, that is to saine, al one thing. Who so euer 
seketh to getten that one of these and not that 
other, he ne getteth not that he desyreth. Bo- 
ecius. What sayest thou than, if that a man co- 
ueite to getten al these thinges togider. Philoso- 
phie- Certes (quod she) I wold say that he wonld6 
get him souerain blisfulnes, but that shall he 
not finde m tho thynges that 1 haue shewed, 
that mowe not yeue that they bebeten. Boecius. 
Certes no (quod I). Phi. Thau (quod she) ne 
shullen men not by no way seken blisfulnesse m 
soch thinges, as men wemen that they ne mowe 
gyuen, but one thyng synglerly of al that men 
seken. Boecius. I graunt well (quod I) ne non 
sother thing maye be sayde. Philosophy. Now 
hast thou than (quod she) the forme and the cause 
of false welefulnesse : now tume and flytte agayn 
to thy thought, for there shal thou sene anon 
thylke very blisfulnesse, that I haue behight the. 
Boecius. Certes (quod I) it is clere and open, 
though it were to a blynde man : and that shew- 
dest thou me a lytel here beforne, whan thou en- 
forcedestfi the to shewe me the causes of the false 
welfulnesse. For (but if 1 he begiled) than is that 
thilke very blifulnesse and parfite, that parntelye 
maketh a man suffisaunt, mightye, honourable, 
noble, and fril of gladnes. And for thou shalte wel 
knowe,that 1 haue well vnderstanden these th3mge8 
within my herte: I knowe well tbai thylke blisful- 
nesse that men verely yeuen one of the forsayd 
thinges, sens they hen all one : 1 knowe doutlesse 
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that thilke thynge is ful of blisfulnesse. Philosophy. 

0 my nonce (quod she) by this opinion I say that 
thou arte blisful, ^ thou put this therto that I 
shall sayne. Boecius. What is that (quod I). 
Phi. Trowest thou that ther be any thing in this 
erthlie mortal tombliuge thinges, that may bringen 
this estate ? Bo. Certes (quod I) I trow it not : 
and thou bast shewed me wel, that ouer tfailk good 
ther nis nothyng more to ben desired. P. These 
thinges than (quod she) that is to saine, erthly 
suffisaunce and power, and soch thinges erthely, 
they semen likenesse of very good, or els it setneth 
that they yeuen to mortall folke a maner of good- 
nesse, that ne be not pardte, but thilke good that 
is very and partite, that may they not yeuen. Boe. 

1 accorde me well (quod I). Ph. Thau (quod she) 
for as moche as thou haste knowen, which is thilke 
very blisfulnes, and eke which thilke thinges ben, 
that lien falsely blisfuiuesse, that is to say, that 
they by disceite semen very goodes : nowe bebo- 
ueth thee to knowe whence and wher thou mow 
seke thilke very blisfulnesse. B. Certes (quod I) 
the desyre I greatly and bane abyden loage time 
to herken it. P. But for as moch (quod she) as 
it likelb to my disciple Plato in h’S boke of Tyxneo, 
that in ryght lytel thynges men shulden b^eche 
the help of god : what iudgest thou that be nowe 
to done, so that we may deserue to dnde that seate 
of thilke souerain god ? B. C5ertes (quod I) I deme 
that we shullen cl^pe to the father of all goddes, 
for witbouten him nys there nothing founded a 
nght. P. Thou saiest a right (quod she) and 
began anou to ^gen right thus. 


0 qni perpetua mitnilum ratione gubernas, Terranm 
ccBbque sator, qui temp us ah esvo. Ire JubeSy stabt- 
UsqtJie manens das cuncta numeru Quern non ex- 
tnnm p^ulervnt Jingere causeSf dfc. 

O THOU father, soueraine and creatonr of heuen 
and of erthes, that gouemest this world by par- 
durable reason, that commandest the tymes to 
gone, sythe that age had beginning. Thou that 
dwellest thyselfe aye stedfaste and stable, and 
yeuest al other thinges to be meued, ne fonene 
causes ne cesseden the neuer to compoun werk of 
flatering mater, but onelythe forme of souerain 
good yset, within the without enuy, that meued 
the frely. Thou that art alder&rest^ bearhige the 
fayre world in thy thought formedest this woldeto 
thy likenesse semblable, of that £a.yre world in thy 
thought Thou draweste all thinge on thj soue- 
raine ensampler, and commaundest that this worlde 
perfetliche ymaked, haue £rety and absolute his 
perfite parties. Thou byndest the elementes by 
nombres proporctonables, that the colde thynges, 
mowen accorden with the hotte thinges, and the 
drie things with the moiste : that the fyre, that is 
purest, ne flye nat ouer hie, ne that tihe heuincsse 
ne draw nat adonn ouerlowe the yerthes, that be 
plpnged hi the waters. Thou knyttesfc togider, the 
meane soule of treble Idnde mouiug al thinges, and 
deuldest it by membres acordyng. And whan it is 
thus deuided, it hath assembled amonyng into 
roundes, it gothe to turne aga]^ to hims^f, and 
enourooneth a fall deepe thoughte, and tumetb the 
heuen by a semblable ymage. Thou by eiien lyke 
causes enhancesfce the sonles and the lesse lyues, 
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and abling hem to height by lygfat waines or cartes. 
Thou soweste hem into heanen and into yerthe, 
and whan they be connerted to thee by thy tenigne 
lawe, thou makest hem rctoume ayeu to thee by 
ayen ledyng fire. O father yenc thou to the 
thoughte to styai vp into thy strsute setc, and 
graunt him to enuironne the well of good. And 
the light yfounde graunte him to fizen the clere 
syghtes of his corage in the and scatter thou and 
to brake that weightes and the cloudes of erthely 
beuinesse, and shyne thou by thy brightnesse. For 
thou arte clerenesse, thou arte pes 3 rble reste to de- 
bonayre folke, thou thyselfe arte beginninge, bear- 
er, leder, pathc, and terme to loke on the that is 
our ende. 


Quoniam qu'e sit imperfectly qureiiam per fecit 

boni forma vididi: nunc denumitrandum reor, dCc. 

Foa astnoche than, as thou hast sene which is the 
forme of good that nys not parfite, and the forme 
of good, whiche that is parfite. Nowe trowe I that 
it were good to shewe, in what this perfection of 
blisfulnes is set. And in this thing I trow that we 
shal firste enquire for to weten, if that any soch 
maner good, as thilke good as thou haste diffyn- 
ished a litell here befome, that is to saine, souerain 
good, maye befound m the nature of thynges. For 
that vayne imagmacion of thought ne desceue vs 
not, and put vs out of the sothefastnes*^ of tbylke 
thynge that is submytted to vs. But it mays not 
be denied the thylke ne is, and that is right as a 
wel of al goodes. For al thynge that is cleped im- 
parfite is proued imparfyte, by the amenusyng of 
perfection of thynge that is parfite. And hereoT 
oometh it that in euery th 3 ^ge generall, if that 
men sene any thinge that is impaifyte, certes in 
thilke thynge generall, there mote be some thyng 
that is parfite. For if so be that perfection is don 
away, men may not thinke ne saye from whence 
thilke thynge is, that is cleped imperlyte. For the 
nature ne toke not her beginninge, of thinges 
amenused and imparfyte, but it procedeth of 
thynges that ben al hole absolute, and discendeth 
so down into the vttrest thynges, and into thynges 
empty and without frute. But as I haue shewed 
a htell here befome, that if that there be a blis- 
fulnesse that be freel and vaine, and itnparfayte, 
there maye no man doubte that ther nys someblis- 
i fulnesse, that there issadde stedfaste and parfyte. 

I Boecious. This is concluded (quod 1) fermely 
^ and sothfastelye. P* But consider also (quod she) 

I in whome this bhsfulnes inhabyteth. The comuue 
accorde and conceyte of tbe corage of men, proii- 
eth and graunteth, that god pnnoe of all thynges 
k good. For so aS nothynge may be thought b^ 
ter than good, it may not be douted than that he 
that nothynge nis better than he nis good. Certes^ , 
reason sheweth that God is so good, that it preu- 
etb by very fi>rce, that perfite good is in hha. For 
if God nis soche, he ne maie not ben prkioe of al 
thing. For certes, some thing possessyng in itself 
parfite good, should be more worthie tbm God ; 
and it should semen that tbilk thing #er first and 
older then God. For wee bane shewed a]^>ertiie, 
that all thynges that been parfite, been firste, or 
thinges that been imperfite. And for thy, for as 
moche as that my reason, <> 1 * my processe, ne go 
not awaie without an eode;, we owea to graunt^, 
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that the soueraine good is right fall of soueraine 
parfit good. And we haue established, that the 
soverame good is very biisfulnesse . than mote it 
nodes be, that verie biisfulnesse is set in soncram 
good. Boecius. This take I wel (quod I) ne this 
ne male not be withsaid m no maner. Philosophie. 
But I praie thee (quod she) se now how thou 
maiest prouen holily, and withouten cornipcion, 
this that we bane said, that the soueraine God, is 
full of right soueraine good. Bo. In whtche tnaner 
(quod I). Phii. Wenestthou aught (quod she) that 
father of all thinges, hath taken thilke souerain 
good, any where out of hymself ? Of whiche sotie- 
raine good, menne pioueth tbathe is ful. Right 
as thou mightest thinken, that God, that hath 
biisfulnesse in hymself, and thilke blisfulnes that 
is in him, wer diuers in substaunce. For if thou 
wene, that God hath receiued thilke good out of 
hymself, thou maiest wene, that he. that yaue 
thilke good, to God be more worthie than God. 
But lam beknowe and confesse, and that right 
dignely, that God is right worthieaboue all th 3 mges: 
and if so be that this good be in him by nature, 
but that is diuerse from hym by wenyng reason, 
sens wee speaken of God, prince of all thynges. 
jPaine who so feine maie, who was he that con- 
ioyned these thynges togithcr. And eke at the last 
se well, that a thyng that is diuers fro any thing, 
that tbilk thing nib not that «ame thing, for whiche 
it is vnderatanden to ben diuers. Than foloweth 
it well, that the ilke thyng that by his nature, is 
dinerse from souerain good, that thing is not 
souerain good. But certes, it were a felonous 
cursednessc, to thinken that of hym, that notbyng 
nls more worthe. For alwa’e of all tliinges, the 
name of hem ne maie not been better, than hir 
beginner. For whiche I maie coucluden by right 
vene reason, that thilke that is beginnyng of all 
thynges, thilke same thyng is souerain God in his 
substance. Boecius. Thou hast saied rightfully 
(quod I). Philosophic. But we haue graunted (quod 
she) that the soueraine good is biisfulnesse. Boecius. 
That IS sothe (quod I). Philosophie. Than (quod 
she) wee moten needes graunten and confessen, 
that the like same soueraine good bee God. Boe- 
cins. Certes (quod 1) 1 ne male not denie, ne with- 
stande the reasons purposed, and I see well that it 
foloweth by stren^ of the premisses. Philoso- 
phie. Loke now (quod she) if this be proued yet 
more firmelie thus, that there ne mowen not been 
to soueraine gooddes that been diuers emong hem 
self. For certes, the gooddes that been diuers 
emong hem self, that one is not that the other is* 
Than ne mowen neither of hem be parfite, so as 
either of hem lacketh to other, but that that ms 
not pardte, menne mai seen apertlie, that it nis not 
soueraine. The thynges than that bee soueiainlie 
good, ne mowen by no waie be diuers. But 1 haue 
well concluded, that biisfulnesse and. God, been 
the soueraine good, for whiche it mote needes been 
that soueraine blisfubesse, is soueraine digniiie. 
Boecius. Nothyng (quod I) is more sothefaste than 
this, ne more forme by reason, ne a more wortlue 
thyng than God, maie not be concluded. 

Philosophic. Upon these thynges than (quod 
she) right as these geometriciens, whan thei haue 
shewed their pioposicions, been wonte to bryngen 
in thynges, that they cleapen ponrismes, or decla- 
tacions of foresaied thynges, righte so woll I yeue 
thee here, as a corallary or a mede of croune. 


For why, for asmoch as by the gfettyng of blisfui* 
nesse, menne ben maked blisfull, and biisfulnesse 
is dignitee. Than is it manifeste and open, that 
by the gettyng of dignitie, menne been maked 
blisful, light as by the getting of justice. And by 
the getting of sapience, thei be maked wise, right 
so needes by the semblable reason, whan thei haue 
gotten diuimtie, thei be made goddes. Than is 
eueiy blisfull man a God. But certes, bv nature 
there nis but one God, but by the participacion of 
the dminitie, there ne letteth ne destouibeth no 
thyng, that there ne bee many goddes. Boec us. 
This is (quod T) a faire thyng and a precious, clepe 
it as thou wilte, bee it corallarie, or potrisme, or 
mede of ciomie, or declarvng. Philosophie. Ceites 
(quod she) noth 5 riige nis fairer, than is the thing, 
that by reason should be added to these foresaied 
thynges. Boecius. Wliat th' 3 mg (quod I) Philoso- 
phic. So (quod she) as it seemeth that biisfulnesse 
contameth many thynges, it were for to weten, 
whether that all these thinges maken or conioynen, 
as a maner bodie of biisfulnesse, by the diuersitie 
of parties of members, or els if any of all these 
thinges, bee soche that it accomplishe by hymself, 
the substaunce of biisfulnesse. So all these other 
things been referred, and brought to blisfulnes, 
that IS to saie, as to the chief of hem. Boecius. 

I would (quod T) that thou madest me clerely to 
vnderstande what thou saiest, and what thou re- 
cordest me the foiesaied thinges. Philosophic. 
Haue I not ludged (quod she) that biisfulnesse is 
good> Boecius. Yes forsothe (quod J) and that 
soueraine good. Philosophic. Addc than (quod 
she) thilke good that is made biisfulnesse, to all 
the foresaied thynges. For thilke same blisful- 
ne&se, that is demed to bee soueiain sujfBsaunc, 
thilk self IS souerain power, soueraine reucrencer^ 
soueraine clerenesse or noblesse, and souciame 
deJite. 

What saiest thou than of al these thinges, that 
IS to saie, suffisauDce, power, and these other 
thynges ? Been thei than as members of blisfut- 
nesse, or been thei refen ed and brought to soue- 
raine good, right as all thinges that been brought 
to the chief of hem ? Boecius. I ynderstonde well 
(quod I) what thou purposest to seke: but I de- 
sire for to herken, that thou shewe it to me. Phi- 
losophic. Take now thus the discrecion of this 
question (quod she) if all these thynges (quod she) 
weren members to felicitie,'than werenthei diners 
that one from that other : and soche is the nature 
of parties or of members, that diuers members 
compouneu a bodie, Boecius. Certes (quod I) it 
bath well been shewed here befome, that all these- 
thinges been al one thing. Philosophie. Than been 
thei no members (quod she). For els it shuld seme 
that biisfulnesse were conioyned all of o member 
alone, but that is a thyng that maie riot be doen. 
Boecius. This thyng (quod 1) than, nis not doubt- 
ous, hut I abide to herken the remnaunt of thy 
question. Philosophic This is open and cl ere (quod 
she) that al other thyges been referred and brought 
to good. For tberfbre is suffisaunce requireil, for 
it is demed to be good : and for thy is power re- 
quired, for men trowen also that it bee good. And 
this same thyng mowen wee thinken, and coniectcn 
of reuerence, of noblesse, and of dehte. Than is 
souerain good the somme and the cause, of al that 
ought to been desired. For why, thilke thyn^ 
that with holdeth no good in it self, ne semhlaunce 
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t>f good, it ne maie not well in no maner be desired 
ne required. And the contrary: for though that 
thynges by hir nature, ne been not good, algates if 
men wenen that thei been good, yet been tLei de- 
sired, as though thei were verely good. And there- 
fore it is said that men ought to wene by right, 
that bountie bee the souefaine fine, and the cause 
of all the things that been to reqniren. Bat certes, 
thilke that is cause for whiche men requiren any 
thyng, it setneth that thilke same thynge bee 
moste desired, as thus : if that a wight would riden 
for cause of heale, he ne desireth not so moche 
the mouyng to riden, as the effecte of his heale. 
Kow than sens that al thinges ben required, for 
the grace of good, thei ne been not desired of all 
folke, more than the same good. But we haue 
graunted that blisfulaes is that same thyng, for 
whiche that all these other thynges been desiied. 
Than is it thus, that certes onely blisfulnesse, is 
required and desired. By which thing it sheweth 
clerelie, that of good and blisfulnes, is all one and 
the same substaunce. Boeci. I se not (quod I) 
wherefore that men might discorden in this. Phi- 
losophie. And wee haue shewed, that God and 
verie blesfulnesse is all one thyng. Boecius- That 
is sothe (quod I). Philosophie. Than mow wee 
conclude sikerly, that the substaunce of God, is 
set in thilke same good, and in none other place. 


Ilur omnes pariter venite capiit Q,uns fallax ligai 
mprobis catenis Terrems habitans hbido mentns, 
Bic erit tobis ) equies laborttm. S^c, 

CometU all together nowe ye that been icaught 
and bounde with wicked chaines, by the deceiua- 
ble delite of yearthly thynges, mhabityng in your 
thoughte^ Here shall bee the reste of your la- 
bour : here is the haiien stable, in quiete pesible. 
This alone is the open refute to wretches, that is 
to saiu, that ye that be combred and deceiued, 
with worldly affeccions, cometh now to this souerain 
good, that IS God, that is refute to hem that wilien 
comen to hym. All the thinges that the riuer 
Tagus yeueth you, with his golden grauels : or els 
al the thinges that the riuer Hermus, yeueth with 
his red brinke * or that Indus yeueth, that is next 
the bote partie of the world, that medleth the 
greene stones with the white: ne should not cleren 
the lokyng of your thought, but hiden rather your 
blind corage within herderlmes. Al thatliketh you 
here, and exmteth and moneth your thoughtes, 
the yerth hath nourished it within his lowe caues. 
Blit the shining, by which the Heauen is gouemed, 
and whence that his strengthe, that escheweth the 
darke ouerthrowyng of the soule, and who so euer 
maie knqjren thilke lighte of blisfulnesse, he ^ill 
saine, that the white beames of the Sonne ne be 
not cleare. 


A^seniior [^ntjuam] cuncia enim Jirmisslmis nesa 
ratwnibus comtant. Tim lUat quanti^ mquit, 
in (PsiimahtSf si honum ipsum^ quid sit^ agnove- 
rU) dfc. 

Boeckjs, I assent me (quod I) for al thynges been 
stronglie bounden with right ferme reasons. Phi- 
losophie. How morh wilt thou praisen it (quod 


she) if that thou knowe what the ilke good is? 
Boecius. I woll praise it (quod I) by price without 
ende, if it shal betide me to knowe also togither 
God that IS good. Philosophic. Certes (quod she) 
that shall I doe thee by very reason, if that tho 
thinges, that I haue concluded alittle here befome, 
dwellen onely in her grannting, Boecius. Thei 
dwellen graunted to the (qnod I) that is to sain, 
as who saith, I graunte to thy foresaied concinsions. 
Philosophie. I haue shewed thee (quod ^e) tliat 
the things, that been required of many folke, ne 
been not very goodes ne perfite. For thei been 
diners, that one from that other. And so as eche 
of hem is lackyng to other, thei ne haue no power 
to bring a good, that is full and absolute. But 
than at erst been thei very good, whan thei been 
gathered togider all into one forme, and into one 
werking: so that thilke thing that is suifisaunt, 
thilke same is power, and reuerence, noblesse, and 
mirth. And forsothe, but if all these thinges bee 
all one same thinge, thei ne haue not whereby that 
thei, mowe be put in the nomber of thynges, that 
ought to be required and desired. Boecius. It is 
shewen (quod I) ne hereof maie there no manne 
doubten. Philosophic, The thinges than (qnod 
she) that ne been no goodes, whan thei been diuers, 
and whan thei beginnen to bee all one thynge, than 
been thei goodes, ne cometh it not than, by. the 
getting of vnitie, that thei be inaked goodes? 
Boecius. So seemeth it (quod I). Philosophic. But 
all thyng that is good (quod she) grauntest thou 
that it be good, by theparticipacion of good or no^ 
Boecius. I graunte it (quod 1). Philosophie. Than 
must thou gramiten (quod she) by semblable rea- 
son, tkat one and good bee one ^ame thyng. Por 
of thinges, of whiche the effecte nis not uaturelly 
diuers, nedes hir substance must bee one same 
thyng. Boecius. ' I ne maie not denie it (quod I) 
Philosophie. Hast thou not knowen well (quM she) 
that all thynge that is, hath so long bis dwelling 
and his substance, as long as it is one, bat whan it 
forletteth to been one, it must needes dien, and 
corrumpen togither, Boecius. In whiche maner 
(quod I). Philosophie. Bight as in beastes (quod 
she) whan the soule and the bodie been conioined 
in one and dwellyug togither, it is cleaped a beaste: 
and whan hir vnitie is destroyed, by thy disceuei- 
aunce of that one from that other, than shewetb it 
well, that it is a dedde thyng, and it is no lenger 
no beast. 

And the bodie of a wight, while it dwelleth in 
one forme, by coniunccion of members, it is well 
seen, that it is a figure of mankinde : and if the 
parties of the bodie, bee deuided and disceuere^, 
that one from that other, that thei distroy the 
vnitie, the bodie for letteth to bee, that it was be- 
fome. And who so would renne in the same maner 
by al thinges, he should seen that without doubte, 
euery thynge is in his substaunce, as longe as it m 
one. And whan it forieteth to bee on ^ itd»eth 
and pensheth. 

Bo. Whan I consider (quod I) many thinges^ I 
see none other. Philosophic. Is there any thing 
(quod she) that in as moche as it lineth natnrelhe, 
Uiat forletteth the talente, or appetite of his beeyng, 
and desireth to come to death and to corrupCion : 
Boeci. If 1 consider (quod I) the beastes that haue 
any maner nature of willyng, and of qillyng, I ne 
finde no beaste, but if it bee oon&traxned, fro w.th- 
ont forthe, that forletteth or dipiseth the intencion 
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to liueo and to duren, or that will his thankes 
hasten hym to dien. 

For euery beaste trauaileth hym. to defende and 
keep© the saluacion of his life, and escheweth death 
and destruccion. But certes I doubt me of herbes 
and trees, that ne haue no feelyng' soules, nc no 
naturell woorkynges, seruynge to appetites, as 
beastes haue: whether thei haue appetite to 
dwellen, and to duren. 

Philosophie. Certes (quod she) thereof dare 
thee not doubte. Now looke Tpon the herbes and 
trees, tor thei wexen firste in soche places, as been 
conuenable to hem: in which© places thei mowe 
not dien ne drien, as longe as hir nature male de- 
fende hem. For some of hem wexen in fieldes, 
and some wexen in moontaignes, and other wexe 
3n mareis, and other cicauen on rockes, and some 
wexen plenteous in sondes. And if any wighte 
enforce hym to beare hem into other places, thci 
wexen drie. For nature yeueth to euery thynge, 
that IS conuenient to hym, and trauaileth that thei 
ne die, as long as thei haue power, to dwellen and 
toliuen. tVhat wilt thou sain of this, that thei 
drawen all hir nourisliynges by hir rootes, nghte 
as thei hadden hir mouthes iplounged within the 
yerthes, and sheaden by hir mareis, hir woode 
hir barke : and what wilte thou saine of this, that 
the like thyng that is right soft, as the mane is, 
that is alwaie hidde in the seate all within, and 
that is defended from without, by the stedfestnesse 
of woode, and that the vttereste barfces, is put 
ayenst the distemperaunce of the beauen, as a 
defendour, mightie to sufferen banned And thus 
certes maiestthou wel seen how greate is the dili- 
gence of nature: for all thmges renouelen and 
publishen hem with seede imultiphed. 

Ne there n s no manne, that ne wote well, that 
thei nc been right as a foundement, and edifice, 
for to duren not oiielie for a tyme, but right as for 
to dure perdurablie by generacton. And the 
thynges eke, that men weuen ne haue no souI^s, 
ne desire thei not by semblable reason, to kepe 
that IS h^s, that is to saine that is according to hir 
nature, in conseruacion of hir being and enduryng ? 
For wherefore els beareth lightnes the flambes vp, 
and the weight presseth the yearth adoun, but for 
as moebe as thilke places, and thilke mouioges, be 
couenable to eueriche of hem. And for sothe 
euery thing kepeth fttHke, that is accordynge 
and proper tp hym, nghte as thynges that been 
coutrarious, and enemies corrumpen hem. And 
yet the hard thyngs (as stones) cleauen and holden 
hir parties tQgitber, nght fast and hard, and de- 
fenden hem m withstanding, that thei ne departen 
Tightly, and yeuen place to hem, that breaken or 
deuiden hem: but nathelcsse, thei retoume ayen 
sone into tiie same thinges, from wbens thei be 
araced. But fire fleeth and refuseth all diuision. 
Ne I ne treate not now here, of wilfull mouynges 
of the soule that is knowing, but of naturel enten- 
ciou of thinges, as thus: right as we swalowen the 
meate that we receiuen, and ne thmke not on it, 
and as we drawe onr breath in slepyng, that we 
wete not while we slepen. For certes m the beastes, 
the lone of hir ljumges, ne of hir beynges, ne 
cometh not of the wilnynges of the soule, but of 
the beginuynges of nature. For certes, through 
constraining causes, will desireth and embracetb 
ful oft times the death, that nature dredetb, that is 
to saine, as ^us : that a man maie be constrained , 


so by some cause, that his wille desireth, and 
taketh the death, whiche that nature hateth and 
dread eth full sore. And sometyme we seen the 
contrary, as thus: that the wil of a wight dis- 
turbeth and constraincth that, that nature alwaie 
desireth and requireth, that is to sa’e, the werkes 
of generacion, by the whiohe generacion onely 
dwelleth, and is sustained the long durabilitie of 
mortall thynges, as thus. This charitie and this 
loue, that euery thyng bath to hymselh ne comineth 
not of the mouing of the soule, but of the enten- 
cion of nature. For the purueiaunce of Ood hath 
veuen to thinges, that been create of him this, 
that is a full greate cause to liuen and to duren, 
for which thei desnen naturelly hir life, as long as 
euer thei mowen: for which thou maiest not dreden 
by no maner, that all thinges that been any where, 
that thei ne requiren naturelly, the ferme stable- 
nesse of perdurable dwellyng, and eke the eschew- 
yng of destruccion 

Boecius I confesse (quod I) that I se wel now, 
and certainly wjthouten doubt, the thynges that 
a while ago, semeden vnceilaine to me. Philos. 
But (quod she) th'lke thing t .at desireth to bee 
and dwell pardurablie, he desireth to been one: 
for if that one were destroyed, certes, being should 
there none dwellen to no wight. Boecious. That is 
sothe (quod 1). Philosophie Than (quod she) 
desiren all thyngs one. Boecius. I asseute (quod 
I) Philosophie. And I haue shewed (quod she) that 
like same one is, thilke that is Boecius. 

Ye forsothe (quod J). Philosophie. All thynges 
than (quod she) requiren good, and thilke matist 
thou discnuen thus: good is thilke thyng, that 
euery wight desirest Boecius. There ne maie be 
thought no more verie thyng (quod 1) for either 
all thynges be referred and brought to nought, 
and flotten without goueruour dispulled of one, as 
of hir proper hed, or els if there be any thyng, to 
which that all thinges teuden and hien to, that 
thyng must be the soueraiu good of all goodes. 
Philosophic. Than saied she thus: O my nourice 
(quod she) 1 haue great gladnes of thee, for thou 
haste fixed in thy herte, the middle sothfesteqesse, 
that is to sain the pneke, bnt this thing hath be 
disconered to thee, in that tbou smdest, that thou 
wistest not a lirie here befbrne. Boec. What is 
that (quod 1). Philosophic. That thou wistest not 
(quod she) whiche wa^i the ende of thynges, and 
certes, that is tije thyng that euery wighte desireth. 
And for as moebe as wee haue gathered and com- 
prehended, that good is thilke thynge, that is 
desired of all, than mote we nedes confesse, that 
good IS the fine of all thynges. 


^luisquis profunda mente vestigat verum, Cupttgue 
nuilis lUe devas faille In se revolvat intmi luzem 
vtsics, 8fc^ 

Who so seketh sothe by a deepe thought, and co- 
ueiteth to been disceiueth by no miswaies, let hym 
rollen aud treaten within hymself, the lighte of his 
inward sight: and let hym gathei en ayen, encliuyng 
into a compace, the long mouinges of his thoughtes. 
And let him teachen his courage, tliat he hath en- 
closed, and hidde in his treasours, all that he bath 
compassed or sought fro without: and than thilke 
thing, that the blacke cloudes of errour, wbilome 
had couered, shall light more clerely than PhebuP 



BOECIUS DE CONSOIATIONE. BOOK III. 433 


tymself nc stiineih. Glosa. WhosowoUseekethe 
deepe ground<!s of sotbe in bis thought, and woll not 
bee decdued, by false proposidons, that gone 
amisse from the troth, let hym well examine, and 
rolle within hymsclf, the nature and prop^ies 
of the thyng. And let hym efte sones examine 
an rollen his thoughtes, by good deliberacion, or 
that he deme. And let hym treachen his sode, 
that it hath by naturell principles, kindlicheihidde 
within it self, all the trouthe, the which he ima- 
.^eth to been in thynges without : and than all 
the darkenesse of his misknow 3 mg, shall seme more 
euidenthe to the sight of his ynderstandyng^ than 
the sonne ne semeth to the sight without forthe. 
For certes, the body bryngyng the weight of for- 
yetyng, ne hath not chased out of your thought, 
all the clerenesse of your knowyng, for certamly, 
the seje of sothe, holdeth and cleaueth withm your 
corage, and it is awaked and excited by the wi^es, 
and by the blastes of doctrine. 

For wherefore els demco ye of yonr owne will 
the rightes, whan ye bee asked, but if so were that 
the nourisbyng of reason, ne lined iplunged in the 
depe of your herte, that is to saine, how should 
men demen, the sothe of any thyng that were 
asked, and if there nere a rote of sothfestnesse, 
that were iplunged and hid in naturell principles, 
the which sothfastnesse liued within the depenesse 
of the thought, and if so bee, that the muse and 
the doctrine of Plato singeth sothe, all that euery 
wight leameth, he ne dooeth nothyng els than, but 
i*ecordeth, as menne recorden thynges, that been 
foiyeten. 


Turn ego, Platoni (inguam) vehementer assentior; 
nmn me horumjam secundo commemorns, Frimum 
quod memoriam corporea eontagwne, dfc. 

Team saied I thus, t accord me greatlie tomato, 
for thou recordest and remembrest me these 
thynges, yet the seconde tyme, that is to sale, first 
whan I left my memorie, by the contrarious con- 
iunccion of the bodie with ^e sonle : and eftsones 
afterward, whan I loste it confounded, by thy 
charge, and by the burden of my sorowe, and 
than saied she thus. If thou looke (quod she) 
first the th 3 mges that thou baste graunted, it ne 
shall not h^ right ferre, that that thou ne shalt 
remembren the Uke thing, that thou saidest that 
thou nistest not ’ Boecius. What thyng (quod I). 
Phi’osophie. By whiche the gouemem^ (qapd 
she) that this worlde i$ gouern^ Boecius. I re- 
member it well (quod 1) and 1 confosse well, that 
I ne wist it naught But all be it so, that 1 see 
now from a ftirre, what thou purposeste, algates I 
desire yet to harken it of the more plainly. Fhiloso. 
Thou ne wendest not (quod she) a little here be- 
forne, that menne should double, that this worlde 
is gouemed by God. Boecius. Certes (quod 1) ne 
yet, ne doubte 1 it not, ne 1 niU neuer wene that it 
were to dout, as who saiethi but I wot wel that God 
gouemeth this worlde. And I shall answeren the 
by what reasons, I am brought to this. This worlde 
.^uod I) of so many diners and contrarioos parties, 
ne ought neuer haue been assembled in o fonnO) 
but tf them were one, that conioyived so many 
dipjets, thm^. And the same chnersUie of hir 
natures, that so dkeorden, that one fro that other 
VOL. L 


must departen, and vnioynen the thynges, that 
been conioyned, if there ne were one that con- 
teined, that he hath conioyned and ibound. Ne 
the certain order of nature, ne shnld not bring 
forthe so ordeine mouynges, by places, by tymes, 
by dooynges, by spaces, by qualities, if there ne 
were^ one, that wer aie stestfast dwellyng, that 
ordained and disposed, these dinersities of mo- 
uynges. And thilke tiiyng, what so euer it bee, 
by whiche that all thynges b^ imaked and ladde, 
I clepe hym God that is a worde that is vsed to al 
folkes. Philosophie. Than saied she: sitbe thou 
felest thus these thynges, I trowe that I hane little 
more to doen, that thou mightie of weJfulnesse, 
hole and sounde, ne se eftsones thy couutrie. But 
lette vs looken these thynges, that we haue pur- 
posed here befome. Haue X notnombred and saied 
(quod she) that safi^unce is m blisfulnesse. And 
we haue accorded, that God is the ilke same blis- 
fulnesse. Boecius. Yes forsothe^qpiod I). Philoso- 
phie. And that to gouem this worlde (quod she) 
ne shall he neuer haue neede, of no heipe fro 
without. For els if he had neede of any help, he 
ne should not haue no full suffisaunce. Bo^us. 
Yes thus it mote nedes be (quod I). Philosophie. 
Than ordeined he by himself alone all thynges 
(quod she). Boecius. That maie not be denied 
(quod I). Philosophic. And I haue shewed that 
God is the same good. Boecius. Ttremembreth 
me well (quod I). Philosophie. Thau ordeineth he 
al thmges by thilke good (quod she) sith he which 
we ban accorded to bee go^, gouemeth all thynges 
by himself. And he is a key and a steire, by wlucbe 
the edifice of this worlde is kept stable, and with- 
out comimpyng. BoecL I accord me greatly' 
(qnod I). And I hane apperceiiied aJitle here be- 
fome, that thoa wonld^t sale thus. All were it 
so, that it wer by athinne suspeccion. PBilosophie. 
I trowe well (quod she). For as I trow thoa leadest 
now more ententifly thine iy^ to loken the very 
goodes. But nafbdes, the thing that I shall tell 
the^ yet ne sheweth not laste to token. Boeaus. 
What is that (quod I). Phil06(^hie. So as menne 
trowe (quod she) and that rightfully, that God 
gouemeth all thynges, by the key of his goodnes. 
And all these same thynges that 1 hane tanght 
thee, hasten hem by naturel contendon, to come 
to good, there maie no man douted, that thei ne 
been gouemed voluntarelie. And that thei ne 
connerten of hir owne good wille,to hir ordeinour. 
As that thei been accordyng, and enchnyng to hir 
gouemor, and to hir kyng. Boecius. It mote 
nedes be so (quod I) for the realme ne should not 
seme blisfull, if there were a yoke of misdrawynges 
in diuers partes, ne thesauyng of obedient thynges, 
ne should not be than. Philosophie. Is there no- 
thing (quod she) that kepeUi his nature, that en- 
forceth hym to gon ayenst God? Boecius. No 
(quod I). Philosophie. And if that any thyr^ enr 
forced hjrm to wHhstande God, might it auailep at 
last ayen bym> that wee haua graunted to be al- 
mightie, by the right of bhsfdnesse? Beseems. 
Ortas (quod I) all vtterlie it ne might n^itanaxle 
hym. Philosc^hie^ Than is there nofiiyDg (qtfod 
^e) that either maie, or wiU withstand ^ Ifis 
soueraine God, Boecius. I ti^ noi {quod !)• Wii- 
losop^e. Than (quod she) is thittflft sc?ierame 
God, that all thynges gouemeth stmogly, and or- 
deho^ hem soltelye. Boechis. Than saidJ thus, 
I deiite me (quod I) not oneke m tbendes, or in 
Ff 
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the somiAe of the reasons, that thou haste con- 
cluded and proued, but thilke wordes that thou 
vsest, deliten me moche more so that at laste fooles, 
that sometyme renden great thinges, oughten been 
ashamed of hem self, that is to sain, that we foolcs 
that reprehenden wickedly the thinges, that touchen 
Goddes gouemaunce, we oughten been ashamed of 
our self. ^As I, that saied that God refuseth onely 
the werkes of men, and nc entermctcth not of it. 
Philosophic. Thou haste well heard (quod she) 
the fables of the poetes, how the gyauntes as- 
sailcden Heauen, with the goddes : but forsoth the 
debonaire force of God, disposed hem as it was 
woribie, that is to sain, distroied the gyauntes as 
it was worthie. But wilte thou that wee reioyncn 
togither thilke same reasons ? For pcrauenture of 
soche coniunccions, maie sterten vp some faire 
sparke of sothe. Boecius. Doe (quod I) as thee 
list PhiJosophie. Wenest thou (quod she) that 
God nebee almigtStie: Boecius. No man is in doubt 
of it certes (quod I). Philosophic. No wight ne 
doubteth it, if he be in his minde (quod she). But 
he that is almightie, there ms nothyng that he ne 
maie. Boecius. That is sothe (quod I). Philoso- 
phic. Maie God doe euill (quod she) ? Boe. Naie 
ibrsothe (quod I). Phi. Than is euill nothyng 
(quod she) sith that ye maie dooen none euill, that 
maie doen al thinges. Bo. Scoraest thou me (quod 
I) or els plaiest thou, or disceiuest thou me that 
haste so woOnen with thy reasons, the hous of 
Dedalos so enterlaaing, that it is vnable to bee vn- 
laced, that thou otherwbile entrest there thou 
issuest, and otherwhile issuest there thou entrest. 
Ne foldest thou not togither, by replicacion of 
wordes, a maner wonderful! circle, or enuironing of 
the simplicite diuine: for certes, a little here be- 
fbrn, whan thou began at blisfulnesse, thou <saidest 
that it IS a souerain good, and that God is the blis- 
fulnesse, for whicbe thou yaue me as a couenable 
yefte, that is to sain, that no wight nis blisfull, but 
if he be God also therewith. And saidest eke, that 
the forme of good is, the substannce of God and 
of blisfulnesse. And saidest that the like one is 
thilke same good, that is required and desired of 
al the kiude of thinges. And thou prouedest in 
disputing, that God goueraeth al the thinges of 
the world, by the gouemaunce of boimtie, and 
saidest that all thinges wold obein to hym, and 
saydest that the nature of yuell is nothmge. And 
these thinges shewdest thou not with no reasons 
taken fro without, bnt by proues in cercles and 
homlich knowing. The whiche proues drawen to 
hem selfe hir foith and hir accorde euencbe of 
hem of other. Phi. Than said she thus : I ne 
scome not, ne plaie, ne disceiue the but I haue 
shewed the thing that is greatest ouer all thinges, 
by the yeft of God, that we whilom praiden. For 
this is the forme of diuine suhstaunce, that is soche, 
that it ne flydeth not in to vttercst foraine thinges, 
ne recemeth not no straunge thinges, m him. But 
right as Permenides saied in Greke, of thilke diuine 
substauDce : he saied thus, that tbilk deuine sub- 
stauncc, toumeth the world and the mouable cercle 
of thynges, while the like diuine substaunce kepeth 
it self without mowynges, that is to sayne, that he 
moueth neuer mo, and yet it moneth al other 
thinges. But nathelesse, if I haue styred reason 
that be not taken fro without the compasse of the 
thing, of the whiche we treaten, but reasons that 
been bestowed within compasse: there nis not why 


thou shouldest meruailen, sith thou haste lemed 
by the sentence of Plato, that nedes the wordes 
mote been cosins to the thinges of ivhiche they 
speken. 


fe/tSf potuit horn Fontem tisere Juddum, Fehx^ 
qm potuit graviSf S^c. 

Blissed is that man that may sene the clere wel of ' 
good: blisfull is be that may Tnbmden him from 
the boundes of heuy yearthe. The poete of 
Thrace Orpheus, that whilome had right great 
sorowe, for the death of his wife. After that he 
had maked and constrained by his wepely songes, 
the woodes mouable to renne, and had maked the 
lyuers to stonden still, and had maked the bartes 
and byndes to ioynen dredlesse hir sydes to cruell 
lions, to herken bis songe, and had maked that the 
hare was not agast of the hounde, which was 
pleased by song : so whan the moste ardaund loue 
of hys wife, brende the entrales of bis breaste, ne 
the songes that hadde ouercomen all thynges, ne 
myghten not aswagen her lorde Orpheus. He 
plained him of the Heuen goddes, whiche that 
were cruell to hym, he wente him to the houses of 
the Hell : and he tempered his blandishioge songes,^ 
by resouning of stringes, and speakest and songe 
in wepinge, all that euer he had receiued and 
laued out the noble welles of his mother Caliope 
the goddesse. And he sang with as moch as he 
might of wepinge and with as moche as loue, that 
doubled his sorow might yeuenhim and teache 
him, and commoued the Hell, and required and 
besoughte by swete prayer the lordes of soules in 
Hell of releis’nge, that is to saye, to yelden him 
his wife. Cerberus the porter of Hell, with his 
thre heedes was caught and al abashed of the 
newe songe. And the thre goddesses, furyes and 
wengeresses of felonies, that tourmenten and agas- 
ten the soules, by anoy woxen sorowful and sory 
and teares wepten for pitee. Tho was not the 
heede of Ixion tourment^, by the ouerthrowinge 
wheele. And Tantalus, that was distroyed by the 
woodnesse of long thnist, dispised the floodes to 
dnncke. The foule that bight vultour, that eateth 
the stomake or the giseme of Tytius is so fulfylled 
of his songe, that it nill eaten ne tyren no more. 
At the last the lorde and iudge of soules was 
moued to misericordies, and cried : We been ouer- 
comen'’ (quod he) “ yeue we to Orpheus his wife to 
beare h^ compame, he hath well ybought her 
by his songes and bis ditees : but we will putten a 
lawe in thys, and couenant m the yefte, that is to 
same, that till he bee opt of Hel if he loke behinde 
him, that his wife shal ICome agaynevotovs.” But 
what is he that maye yeue a lawe to louers ; loue 
is a greater lawe and stronger to him self than any 
lawe that men may yeuen. Alas, whan Orpheus 
and his wife were almoste at the termes of the 
night, that is to same, at the laste boundes of He^ 
Orpheus loked backwarde on Eundice his wife, 
and loste her, and was dedde. This fable aper- 
taineth to you all; who so euer desireth or sekcth 
to lede his thought in to the souerain daie, that is 
to saye, to clerenesse of souerain good. For who 
so euer be so ouercomen, that he fixe bis eyen in 
to the pitte of Hell, that is to saine : who so euer 
set his thougtes in yearthlie thynges, all that eu^r 
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he hath drawen oF the noble good celestially he 
leseth It, whan he loketh to the Relies, this is to 
saine, in to low thinges of the erthe, 

THUS BKnSTH TB£ TaiBDB tOKS OF BOECE, AND HEBE 
AFTEB FOLLOWBTH THE FOUBTHB* 


BOOK JV. 

Ilac cum Philosopha, dtgmtate zuUtts, et oris gravi- 
tate seivaia, leniter suaviterque cecmisset, turn 
ego, mrndum penitus tnsiti mceroris obhtus, S^c, 

Whan Philosophie had songen softly and delecta- 
bly the forsaid thynges, keping the dignitye of her 
chere, and the weight of her wordes, I than that 
ne had al vtterlye forieten the wepinge and the 
moum’nge that was sette in min herte, forbrake 
the entenciOQ of her that entended yet to sain some 
other thynges. 

O (quod I) thou that arte gyderesse of very 
light, the thinges that thon hast saide me hitherto, 
ben to me so dere andshewingby the diume loking 
of hem, and by thy reasons, that they ne mowen 
ben ouercomen. And thilke thinges, that thou 
toldest me, all be it so that I had whilom forieten 
hem, for the sorowe of the wronge that hath be 
done to me : yet neuerthelesse they ne weren not 
vtterly vnknowen to me. But this same is namely 
a right great cause of my sorowe, so that as the 
gouernour of thinges is go^, if that yuels mowen 
ben by any waies, or elles if that yueles passen 
without punishinge, the which thing only, how 
worthye is it to ben wondred vpon. Thou con- 
sidrest it wel thy self certainly. But yel to this 
thing there is yet another thynge ioyn^ more to 
be wondred ypou* For folonye is emperesse^ and 
fioureth full of ricbesses, and vertue nis not al 
ouely without meedes, tmt it is caste downe^ smd 
eke fortroden vnder the fete of fdouous folke * and 
it abieth the turmentes in stede of wicked folons^ 
Of all whiche thinges there is no wight may 
marualen yuough ne complainen, that soch thinges 
be doone in the reigne of God, that all thynges 
wote, and all thinges inaye, and ne will not only 
but good thinges. Than said she thus: cert^ 
(quod she) that were a great maniayle, and an 
abashinge without ende, and well more homble 
than all the monsters, if it were as thon wenest, 
that is to sain, that in the right ordaine house of 
so moch a fother, and an ordamour of meine, that 
thevesselles that ben foule and vile, shnld ben 
honoured and beried and the precaous vesseles that 
shuld beu defouled and vile. But it is not so, for 
if the thinges that I hau© concluded a lytell here 
befome, beu kept hole and vnaraced, thou shall 
wcl know by the auctoryte of God; (of the whose 
reigne I speake) that certes the good folke h^ a1- 
wa^ migbtve, and shrevres ben alway outcaste and 
feble. Ne the vices be neuermore ivithout pain, 
ne the vertues ne be not with out mede. And that 
biisfulnes oometh alway to good folk, and infortune 
eometh alway to wicked folke. Aid thou sbalt 
well knowen many thinges of this kmde, that 
shalde ceaseu thy play utes, and strengthen the with 
stedihste sadnesse. And for thou baste seae the 
foftne of vend blisfulnesse by me, that haue whilom 
shewed ii the, |md thon bast knowen in whom blis- 
fblnesse is sette: all thing treated, that I trowe be 


necessary, to put forthe, I shal shewen the the 
way, that shal bnngen the ayen vnto thin house, 
and I shall fyxe fethers in tby thought, by which 
it may arisen in height, so that al tnbulacion 
ydone away thou by my giding and by my pathe, 
and by my sledes, shalte mowen retoume hole and 
sounde in to thy countrie. 


Sunt eienm penna volucresmihif ^ucc celsa conscen* 
dunt poll, ^uas^ihi cum velox mens mdmt, 

Than for thy swifte fethers that sounnounten the 
height of the Heuen, whan the swift thought hath 
clothed it in tho feathers it dispiseth the hatefoll 
erthes, and surmounteth the roundenesse of the 
great ayre, and it seeth the clouds hebmde his 
backe, and passeth the heyght of the region of the 
fire^ that enchaufeth by the swift mouinge of the 
firmament, tyl that he aryseth in to the houses, 
that bearen the sterxes, and ioyneth the way with 
the sonne Phebus, and felawshipeth the waye of 
the olde colde Satumns, and he ymaked a knight 
of the clere stenre, that is to saine, whan the 
thought is made Goddes knight, by Ihe sekynge 
of clere trouthe to comen to the very knowledge 
of God. And thilke soulc renneth by the cercle of 
sterres, in all the places there as the shinynge 
nyght is ypainted, that is to saine, the nyght that 
is cloudlesse. For on nyghtes that bee cloudlesse 
it semeth that the Henen were payuted with 
clyoers ymages of sterres. And whan he hath done 
there ynoughe, he shall forieten the laste Heuen, 
and he shal presen an wenden on the backe of the 
swifte firmament^ and he shall be maked parfite 
of the warsbi}>ftil light of God. There boldeth 
the lorde of ^nges the septre of his might, and 
attempreth the gouemementes of the worlde, and 
the shining iudge of thinges stable in h 3 fm selfo, 
gouemethe the swifte carte or waine, that is to 
saine, the ctrculer mouinge of the sonne. And if 
thy way ledetih the ayen, so that thou be brought 
thider, than wylt thou saye^ that is the countrye 
that thou requirest, of wbiche thou ne haddest no 
mynde : but nowe it remembereth me well, here 
was I borne, here woU T fasten my degre, here 
woU I dwell But if the lyketh than to loken on 
the derkenesses of the yearthe, that thou hast 
forieten, than shall thou sene, that these felonous 
tyrauntes, that the wretched people dredeth nowe, 
shullen be exiled from thilke faire countrie. 


Ttatt ego, papce, inquam, ut mag;na promtlds<^ Kec 
duhito, quin posses e^ere, tu modo quern exci- 
taverts, ne moreris, dfc. 

Than saide I tbns. O wonder me .that thou be- 
heteste me ad great thmges. Ne I ue doute not 
that thou ue mayste well perfourme riiat tbsu 
bebetest: but I pray the this that thou ne tavde 
not, to tell me thylke thynges, that thon bMe 
mooed. Philoso. First (quod she) thou musiie 
nedea knowe, that good folke beeu idwaye stronge 
and myghtye^ and the sbrewes bea fobie and dch 
serte^ and naked of all strengriies. And of these 
thyi^ea oertes euoriche of hem Is- declared and 
sheu^ by other. For as good and yndl been two 
contraries, if so be that good be sfcedfoste, than 
sheweth the foblesse al op«dy- And if thou know 
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derely the freelaesse of yiiell, the stedfastenesse 
of gCM^ IS knowen. But for as moche as the faithe 
of my sentence shall be the more fernie and ha- 
boundant, I wol gone by that one waye and by 
that other, and I woU confirme the thynges that 
ben purposed now on this syde, and nowe on that 
side. Two thinges ther ben, in whichc the effecte 
of al the dedes of mankind standeth, that is to 
sayne, wyll and power ; and if that one of these 
two faileth, there nis nothong that maye bee done. 
For if that wil lacketh, there nis no wight that 
%Tldertaketh to do that he wol not done : and yf 
power failcthe, the wyll nis but ydle, and stante 
for naught. And thereof conaeth it, that if thou 
se a wight that wolde getten that he may not 
gettcn, thou mayst not doute that power ne ikleth 
him to hauen that be wolde. B. ill is is open and 
clere (quod I) ne it ne may not been deyned in no 
maner. Philoso. And yf thou se a wight (quod 
she) that hath done that he would done, thou nylt 
not dout, that he ne hath had power to done it 
Boe. No (quod 1). Phi. And in that that euery 
wight may, in that men holden hem mighty to 
done a thing. In so moch as a man is myghty to 
dooneathyng, in so moch men holde him myghty: 
and in that that he ne may, in that men demcn 
him to be feble. Bo. 1 confesse it wel (quod I). 
P. Tlemembre the (quod she) that I haue gathred 
and shewed by the forsaid reasons, that all the 
entencion of the wyl of mankinde, whiche that is 
ladde by dyuers studies, hasteth to comeu to blis- 
fulnesse. Boecius. I remembreth me well (quod 
I) that it bath bene shewed. Philosophie. And 
recordeth the naughte than (quod she) that blis- 
fulnesse is thilke same good that men requiren, so 
that whan blisfulnesse is required of al ? Boecius. 
It recordeth me nat (quod I). For I haue it al- 
waye m my memorie fyxed. Philosophic. All 
folke than (quod she) goodeand eke badde cnforcen 
hem without difference of entencion to comen to 
good, Boecius. This is very consequence (quod I) 
Philosop. And certame is (quod she) that by 
getting of good be men maked good. Boe. That 
IS certame (quod 1). Philosoph, Than getten good 
men that they disiren. Boe. So it semet (quod I). 
Philosophie. But wicked folke (quod she) if they 
getten the good that they desiren, they ne mowen 
not be wicked. So it is (quod I), Philoso, Than 
so as that one and that other (quod she) desiren 
the good, and tbc good folke getten the good, and 
not the wicked folke : than it is no doute that the 
good folke ne be mightye, and wicked folke be 
feble. Boecius. Who so that euer douteth of this, 
he ne may not consider the nature of tbinges ne 
the consequence of reasons, Philosop. And ouer 
th’S (quod she) if that there been twoo thynges 
that haue one same purpose by kynde. And that 
one of hem pursueth and peifourmetb that same 
thing by nalurel office, and that other ne may not 
done thilke offi.ce naturel, but folowetb by other 
maner, than is couenable to nature, him that ac- 
comphsheth his purpose kindely, and yet he ne 
accomplisheth not bys owne purpose : whether of 
these two demest thou for more mighty ^ Boeci. 
If that I comecte (quod I) that thou woidest say, 
algates I desire yet to berfcen it more plainly of 
thee. Philosop. Thou nylte not than deaye (quod 
she) that the mouement of goynge ms in men by 
kynde. Boecius. No forsothe (quod I). Philosoph. 
Ne thou doutest not (quod she) that thilke nalurell 


office of goynge, ne bee the office of feete. BoeedtHT 
I ne doute it no (quod I.) Philosopbie. Than (quod 
she) yf that a wygbt be mighty to moue and gotbe 
vpon Ins fete, and another to whom thilke naturell 
office of fete lacketh, enforceth hym to go crep- 
ynge on his hande, whiche of these two oughte to 
be holden the more mighty by ryght, Boece. 
Knytte forthe (quod I) the remenaunte. Philo- 
sophic. For no wygbt ne douteth, that he that 
maye gon by naturell office of feete, ne be more 
myghtye thanne he that ne maye not. But the 
sonerayne good (quod she) that is euen lyke pur- 
posed to the good and to the badde. The good 
folke seken it by naturel office of vertues, and 
shrewes enforcen hem to getten it by dyuerse 
couetises of erthly tbinges, whichc that nis no na- 
tnrel office to getten thilke souerain good. Trowest 
thoir that it be any other wise ? Bo. Nay (quod I). 
For the consequence is open, and shewinge of 
tbinges that 1 haue graunted, that nedes good 
I folke mote ben mightye, and shrewes moten bene 
feble and vnmighty. P. Thou renneste a ryght 
i befome me (quod she) and this is the ludgemente, 

I that is to same, I iudge of right, as these leches 
ben wont to hopen of sicke folke, whan they ap- 
perceyuen, that nature is ledressed and with- 
standeth to the maladye. But for I se the nowe, 
al redy to the withstanding, I shal shew the more 
thilk and continuel reasons. For loke how greatly 
sfaeweth the feblenesse and infirmyte of wicked 
folke, that ne mowen not comen, to that hir na- 
turall entencion leadeth hem : and yet almost 
thylke naturel entencion constraineth hem. And 
what were to demen than of shrewes, yf thike 
naturel heipe had forleten hem the whiche naturel 
helpe of entencion golhe ^Iway befome hem, and 
is so great, that unneth it may be ouercomen ? 
Consider than how great defiute of power, and 
howe great feblesse there is m wicked felonoua 
folke, as who saith, the greater thing that is co- 
ueited and the desire not accomplished, of the 
lasse might is he that coueitcth it, and may not 
acomplisbe. And for thy philosophic saith thufi 
by souerain good. Ne shrewes ne requiren not 
light medes ne vaine games, whiche they ne maye 
not folowen ne holden, but they faiUn of thilke 
somme of the height of thinges, that is to same, 
souerain good. Ne these wretches ne comen not 
to tbeffecte of soueraine good, the which they en- 
forcen hem onely to getten by nightes and by 
dayes, in gettynge of which good, the strength of 
go^ folke IS ful wel ysene. For right as thou 
migbtest demeu him mighty of going, that goeth 
on his fete till he myght comen to thylke place, 
fro the which place there ne lay no way further to 
begone : right so must thou nedes demen him for 
right myghty, whiche that getteth and atteineth 
to the ende of all thynges, whyche that bene to 
desiren, beyondethe which ende there nis nothmge 
to desire. Of the whiche power of good folke, 
men may conclude, that we wicked mensempnto 
be baraine and naked of aL streoght. For why 
forleten they vertucs and folowen vices, nis it not 
for that they ne knowen not the goodes ? But what 
tbinge is more feble and more caytife, than is the 
blindesse of ignoraunce^ or ells they knowen wel, 
whiche thinges thoy oughten folowen, but lechery 
and conetise ouerthroweth hem mistnmed. And 
certes so doth distemperaunce to feble men, that 
mowe not wrastlen ayen these vices. Ne knov? 
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they not wel that they forleten the good wilfully, 
and toumen hem wilfully to vices. And m this 
wise they ne forleten not only to be myghty, but 
they forleten all vtterly in any wyse for to been. 
For they that forleten the comune fine of ai thinges 
that ben, they forleten also therwithaU for to bene. 
And perauenture it shulde semen to some folke, 
that this were a meruayle to saine, that shrewes, 
which that conteinen the more partes of men, ne 
been not, ne haue no being. But nathelesse it is 
so, and thus stant this tbinge. For they that be 
shrewes, I deny not but thatthei be shrewes, but I 
deny simplye and plainly that they ne be not, ne 
haue no beinge. For iighte as thou mightest sayne 
of the caraine of a man, that it were a deed man: 
so graunt I wel forsdthe, that vycious folke ben 
wicked, but I ne may not absolutely and simply 
graunt that they been. For thilke thing that with 
holdeth ordre and kepcth nature, thilke thinge is 
and hath beinge. But what th 3 mge iaileth that, 
that is to saye, he that forleteth naturel ordre, he 
forleteth thilk beinge that is set in his nature > But 
thou wolt saine, the shrewes mowen. Certes that 
ne denle I noti but certes hir power ne discendeth 
not of strength, but of feblesse, for they mowen 
doone wickednesse, the whiche they ne might not, 
if they mighten dwellen in the forme, and m the 
doynge of good people. And thilke power sheweth 
euidently, that they mowen righte naught. For 
so as I hane gadred and proued a litel here be- ] 
fome, that ynel is not, and so as shrewes may 
onely but shrewednes. This conclusion is al 
clere, that shrewes ne mowen right naught, ne 
haue no power. And for as mo5ie as thou vn- 
derstondest whiche is the strength of this power, 

T haue definished a Ijrtel here befome, that no 
thing nis so mighty as soneraine good. B. That 
is sotbe (quod I). PhiL And thilke same soveraine 
good maye done none yuel. Boecius. Certes no 
(quod 1). Philosop. Is there any wight than (quod 
she) that weneth that men mowen done al thinges. 
Boecius. No man (quod 1) but if he be out of his 
wit. P. But certes shrewes mowen don yuels 
(quod she). Boecius, Ye wolde God (quod I) that 
they ne mighten done none. Phil, ITian (quod 
she) so as he that is migbtie to done onelye good 
thinges, he maie done all thynges, and they that 
ben mighty to done yuell thinges, ne mowen not 
all thynges. Than is it open thinge and manifesto, 
that they that mowen don yuel ben of lasse power. 
And yet the prone this conclusion there belpeth 
me this, that I haue shewed here befome, that al 
power is to be nombred among thipges that men 
oughten require. And I haue shewed that all 
thmges that oughten ben desired be referred to 
God, right as to a maner height of hir nature: 
but for to mowen done yuell and felonie, ne may 
not ben 'referred to God. Than is not yuell of 
the nombre of thynges, that oughteu to ben de- 
sired and required. Than is it qpen and clere that 
the power ne the mouynge of shrewes nis no power. 
And of all these thinges it shewetk wel that the 
good folk ben certsdnly mighty, and the s^jjewes 
doutlesse vnmigbty. And it is clere and open that 
thiUre sentence of Plato is very and so^e, that 
saitlie, that onely wisemen may don that they 
desires^ and shrewes mowen haunten that hem 
liketb, but that they desiren, that is to saine, to 
come to soneraine good, they ne bane no power to 
accomplisshe that For shrewes done what hem 


4jr 

Jyst, whan by tho thinges in which they deliten 
they wenen to attaine to thilke good that they 
desj'ren, but they ne getten ne attame not therto 
for \'ces ne comen not to blisFahiesse, 


vides sedere ct^lsos, Si>hi culmmereges^ Turpnra 
clitros nitentSf Sdc. 

Who so that the couerture, of hir vaine apaiaylles, 
myght stnpen of these proude kynges that thou 
scest sitten an high in hir chaires, glittenng in 
shininge purpure, enuironned with sorowefuU ar- 
mures, manassynge with cniell mouth, blowinge 
by woodncsse of herte, he shuWe sene that thilke 
lordes, bearen within hir corages fall straits 
chaines; for lechery tourmenteth hem on that one 
side, with gredy venimes and troublable ire, that 
araiseth in hem the flode of tronblinges, tour- 
menteth on that other side, hir thought or sorow 
halt hem wery and ycaught, or sliding and dis- 
cerning hope tourmenteth hem. And therefore 
Sithe thou seest one heed, that is to saine, one 
tiraunte bearen so manye tirannyes, than he doth 
thilke tyraunt, not that be desyreth syhe he is caste 
downe wyth so manye wycked lordes, that is to 
same, so many vices that haue so wickedly lead- 
ships ouerhim. 


Ytdps ne i^itur quando in cjsno frohra volvantur^ 
qua prohitas luce resplendeatf in quoperspicaum, 
eUy nunquam bonis dTc. 

Seest thou not than, in howe great filtbe these 
shrewes ben ywrapped, and with '^iche clerenesse 
these good folke shinen. In this sheweth it well 
that to good folke ne lacketh nener mo hir medes, 
ne shrewes lacken nener more tourmaites. For of 
al thinges that be done^ thilke thinge for whiche 
any thinge is done, it semetb as by right, that 
thilke thing be the mede of that, as thus: if a 
man renneth in the stady or in the forlonge for the 
crown, than lieth the mede in the crowne for which 
he renneth. And f haue shewed that blisfulnesse 
is thilke same good, for whiche that all thynges 
ben done. Than is thilke same good purposed to 
the weikes of mankinde, right as a commune 
mede, whiche mede ne maye not be disceuered from 
good folke: for no wight has by right, from thens- 
forrii that him lacketh goodnesse, ne shall be cleped 
good for which thing folke of good maners, hir 
medes ne forsaken hem neuer mo. For albeit so 
that shrewes waxen as wode as hem liste agrainst 
good folke, yet nenectheiesse the ciowne of wise 
men, ne shall notfallen ne fiaden firo fbraine shewd- 
nesse, me benimmai not fro the courage of good 
people hir propre honour. But yf atiie wight re- 
ioysed him of goodnesse, that he had taken fro 
without, as who sattb, if a man had his goodnesse 
of any other than of him selfe: certes he . 
that yaue him thylke goodnesse, or elles some 
other wyght mi^t bynome it hUm But for as 
moche as to euery wight his propre boqnfe yeueth 
him his mede, than at erste shal hefeilen of mede, 
whan he forleteth to be good. And at the laste, 
so as all medes ben reqnii^, for men wenen that 
be good, who is li that n<^ deme, that he 
that is ryghte mighi^ of good, were part less© of 
medeK And of what me^studl hebe reguerdoned. 
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Certes of ryght fayre mede and right great, abouen 
all medes. Remembre the of thilke noble coral- 
larie that I yaue the a lytel here befome, and 
gather it togither in this maner. So as God him 
selfe IS blisfhlnesse, than is it clere and certain, 
that al good people ben maked blisful, for they 
ben good and thdke people that ben blisful, it ac- 
cordeth ^d is conuenable to be goddes. Than is 
the mede of people soch, that no day ue sbal em- 
pairen it, ne no wickednesse shall drinken it, ne 
power of no wight ne shal not amenuseit, that is to 
saine, that ben maked goddes. And sithe it is thus, 
that good men ne fallen nencr more of hir mede, 
certes no man ne may doute of the vndepartable 
pame of shrewes, that is to same, that the paiue 
of shrewes departeth not from hem selfe neuer mo. 
Tor so as good and yucl, and pame and medes be 
contrane, it mote nedes be, that ryght as we se 
betideu m guerdone of good, that also mote the 
paine of the yuel answer by the contrary porthes 
to shrewes. Nowe than so as bountie and prowesse 
ben mede to good folke, also is sbrewdnesse it sdfe 
tourmente to sbrewes. Than who so euer is en- 
tetched and defonled with paine, he ne doubteth 
not, that he is entethed and defouled with yuel. 
Yf shrewes than wollen praisen hem selfe, may it 
semen to hem that they ben wyth outen partie of 
tonrment, sithe they ben soch that the rttrest 
wickednesse, that is to saye, wicked thewes, whiche 
is the vttrest and worst kinde of shrendnesse, nede 
fouleth ne entecheth not hem onely, but enfecteth 
and enuenlmeth greatly. And also loke on sbrewes, 
that ben the coutraiie partie of good men, ho we 
great paine felowshipeth and foulfeth hem: for 
thou hast Icmed a litel here deforne, that all thing 
that is and hath beemge, is one, and thilke same 
one IS good : than is this the consequence, that it 
semeth well, that al tbmg that is and hath beynge, 
is good, that is to saine, as who saithe that beinge, 
vnite and goodnesse is al one. And in this maner 
it foloweth than, that all thinge that frdleth to be 
good, it stinteth for to be and for to haue any 
maner being: wherfore it is that shrewes stinten 
for to be that they wereo. But thilke other forme 
of mankind, that is to saine, the fburme of the 
bodye withoat, shewetb that these sbrewes weren 
whilom men, wherfbre whan they bene pemerted 
and toumed in to malice, certes than ^ey haue 
foilome the nature of mankinde : but so as onelie 
bonnfie and prowesse maye enhaunsen euene man, 
oner men: than mote it nedes be that shrewes 
which that sbrewdnesse hath caste out of the con- 
dicion of mankinde, bene put vnder the merite 
and deserte of men. Than betideth it, that if thou 
seeste a wight whiche that is transfourmed in to 
vices, thou maiest not wene that he bee a man. 
For if be be ardaunte in auance, and that he be a 
rauenour by violence of forain richesse, thou shalte 
same that he is lyke a wolfe. And if he be felonous 
and withouten reste^ and enercice his tonge to 
cbidinges, thou shalte lyken him to the bound. 
And if he' be a priuie awaytour hydde, and re- 
ioyseth him to ranisbe by wiles, thou shalte saine 
hym lyke to the foxe whdpes. And if be bee dis- 
tempr^ and quaked for hre, men shall wenen that 
he bearethe the cors^e of a Hon. And if he be 
dredeful and flienge and dredeth tbmgesi, whiche 
thkt ne oughten not to be dredde, men sbal holde 
Mm lyke to the hart And if he be slowe and 
astonyed and lacbe, men shall holde him lyke to a I 


an asse. And yf he he lyghte and vnstedfaste of 
corage, and chaungeth aye his studies, men shal 
holde him like to the birdes. And yf he bee 
plounged in foule and vnclene luxuries, he is with- 
holden m the foule delyces of the foule sowe, than 
foloweth it, that he that forlettethe bounte and 
prowesse, he forletteth to be a man, sith he ne 
maye not passen in the condicion of God, he is 
tamed m to a beest. 


Vela Neritii duasy Et vagaspelago ratesy Eurus ap^ 
pulit tnsitla, pulcha^ua lesidem deuy Sobs edita 
seminey 

Eurus the wind, ariued the sailes of Ulixes duke of 
the countre of Narice, and his wandringe shyppes 
by the see, in to the yle theie as Circes the faire 
goddesse doughter of the Sunne dwelleth, that 
medleth to her newe gestes, drinkes that been 
touched and maked with enchauntementes. And 
after that her hande mighty oner the herhes, had 
chaunged hir gestes m to diuers maners, that one 
of hem is couered his frice with foime of a boor, 
that other is chaunged in to a lion, of the countre 
of Mannorike, and his nailes and his tethe wexen. 
That other of hem is newlyche chaunged in to a 
wolfe, and howlyth whan he wolde wepe, that other 
goth debonairly in the house as a tygre of Inde. 
But al be it so that the godheed of Mercury, that 
is cleped that birde of Archadie, hath had mercy 
of the duke Ulyxes, byseged wytb dyuerse yuelles, 
and hath vnbounden hym fro tiie pestilence of bys 
hostesse, algathes the rowers and the manners 
hadden by this ydrawen in to byr mouthes, and 
dropken the wicked dnnkes. They that weren 
woxen swine, hadden by this ychaunged hyr meate 
of bread, for to eaten akome of okes*. None hir 
Iimmes ne dwelleth with hem hoole, but they haue 
lost the voyce and the body, onely hir thought 
dwelletbe with hem stable, that wepeth and by- 
waileth the monstmous cbaunginge that they 
suffren. 0 oner light hande, as who saith, feble 
and light is the hand of Circes the cnchaunteresse, 
that chaungeth the bodies of folke in to beestes, to 
regarde and to comparyson of mutacion, that is 
maked by vices, ne the herbes of Circes ne be not 
myghty, for all be it so that they may not cbaungen 
the Iimmes of the body, algate yet they may not 
chaunge the hertes, for wythyn is yhyd the strength 
and the vigoure of men m the secretourof hir hertes, 
that is to same, the strength of reason, but thilke 
venims of vices, to draweua man to hem moie 
migbtely than the venime of Cyrces, for vices been 
so cruell that they persen and thorowe passen the 
courage within, and thougbe they ne anoye not the 
body, yet vices wooden todestroyen men by wounde 
of thought. 


TumegOyfateoTy inguam,nec mjunadici video vitiosos, 
ianteist kumani corpoj is speciem setventy df c. 

Thai? saide 1 thus : 1 confesse and am aknowe it 
(quod 1) ne I ne se not that men may say, as by 
right, that sbrewes ben chaunged m to beestes, by 
the qualite of bir soules, all be it so that they 
kepen yet the forme of the bodye of mankynde : 
but I wdde not of shrewes, of whiche the thought 
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cruel and woode, woodeth alwaye to the distinc- 
tion of good men, that it wer Irfol to hem to done 
that 

Certes (quod she) ne it b not lefull to hem, as 
I shall well shewc the in oouenable place: but 
nathelesse if so were that thilke, that men wene 
bene leful to shrewes, were b 3 mommed hem, so 
that they ne might not anoyen or don harae to 
good men, certes a great partie of the paine to 
shrewes shulde bene alleged and releued. For all 
be it so that it ne seme credidible th3mg, peranen- 
tnre to some folke, that it mote nedes be that the 
shrewes ben more wretches and sely, whan they 
maye full done and parfourme that they coney ten, 
than yf they might not accompisshe that they 
coueyten. For if so be that it be wretchednesse to 
wilnen to done yuel, than is it more wretch edneke 
to mowen done yuell, without whiche mowsmg, the 
wretched wyi shulde languishe without effecte. 
Than sitbe euery of these thznges hath his wretch- 
ydnesse, that b to saine, wil to done 3 ruel, and 
mowinge to done yuel, it mote nedes be that they 
shrewes be constrayned by hir vnselynesses, that 
wolen and nowen, and parformen felonies and 
sbreudnes^ Boecius. I accorde me (quod I) 
but I desyre greaJy, that shrewes losten soone 
thylke vnselyneesse, that is to sayne, that shrewes 
weren dispoiled of mowynge to done yuell. 

Philosophi. So shullen they (quod she) soner 
parauenture than thou woldest, or soner than they 
hem selfe wene: for there nys nothinge so late in 
so shorte bondes of thb life, that is long to abide, 
namely to a courage immortell. Of whiche shrewes 
the gr^t hope and the hye compassingesof shreud- 
nesse, is oft destroied by a sodein ende or they be 
war. And that thing estabUssheth to shrewes, the 
ende of hir shrewdnes, for yf that shrewdnes 
maketh wretches, than must he n^edes be most 
wretch, that longest is ashrewe, the whiche wicked 
shrewes wold 1 demin aldermostcaitifes and vnsely, 
yf hir shrewdnes ne wer finisshed at leest waye 
by vtterest death, for yf 1 bane concluded soth of 
the vnsellnesse of shrewdnes, than sheweth it plain- 
ly, thatthilke wretchednes, is withouten ende, the 
w^ch is certaine to be pardurable. Bo. Certes 
(quod I) this conclusion is harde and wonderful to 
graunte. But I knowe well that it accordeth moche 
to tbyuges that I haue graunted here befome. P. I 
Thou hast (quod she) right estimacion of this. But 
who so euer wene that it be a harde thing, to ac- 
corde him to a conclusion, itb right that he shewe 
that some of the premisses ben fake, or els he 
mote sbewe that the collacion of proporicions nis 
not spedefhl to a necessary conclurion. And yf it 
ne be not so, but that the prembses ben igraimted, 
there nb not why he shulde blame the argument 
For thb thing that I shal tel the now ne shall not 
seme iasse wonderfull, but of the thinges that heae 
taken. Also it is necessary, as who saith, it foloweth 
of that which that is purposed befbm. Boecius. 
What is that (quod 1). Philosophie. Certes (quod 
she) that is, that these wicked sihrewes bee more 
blisfiill, or els Iasse wretches that abien the tour> 
mentes, that they haue deserued, than if no payne 
of iustice ne diastised hem, Ne thb ne say 1 not 
nowei, for that any man myght thynke that the 
maners of shrewes bene corig^ and chastised by 
Tengeaunce, and that they be brought to the right 
way hy the drede of tourmente, ne for that they 
yeuen to other folkes ensample to flyen fro vices. 
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But I vnderstand yet in another manor, that 
shrewes ben more vnsely whan they ne be not 
punished, all be it so that there ne be had no 
reason or lawe of correccion, ne none ensample of 
lookynge. Boecius. And what maner 'shall that 
ben (quod I) other than hath be tolde here beforne ? . 
P, Haue we not grannted than (qnod she) that 
good folke hen blysfnll, and shrewes been wretches? 
Boeci. Ves (quod I), I^ilosophie. Than (quod she) 
if that anye good wer added to the wretchednesse 
of any wight nys he not more weleful, than he 
that ne bath no medling of good m his solitary 
wretchednes: Boecius. So semith it (quod I.) Pbi- 
losop. And what sayest thou than (quod she) of 
thilke wretche that lacketh all goodes, so that no 
good ms medled in his wretchednesse, and yet ouer 
all hys wickednesse, for whiche he b a wretche 
that there be yet another yucll anexed and knit 
to him, shal not men demen him more vnsely, than 
thilke wretche, of whiche the vnselines is releued 
by the parricipacion of some good? Boecius. Why 
should he not (quod I). Pbik^phie. Than certes 
(quod she) ban shrewes x&han thei ben pnnisshed 
somewhat of good annexed to hir shrewdeness, that 
is to saine^ the same pain that they snfi&en, which 
that is good, by the reason of iustice. And whan 
thilke same shrewes escapen without tourment, 
than haue they somwhat more of yuell, yet ouer 
the wickednesse that they ban doen, that is to sain, 
defeat of paines, which defaute of paine thou haste 
graunted is yuel, for the deserteof felony. Boecius. 

1 ne may not denie it (quod I). Philosophie. Moche 
more than (quod she) been shrewes vnsely whan 
they bene wxoiifullye deliuered fro paine^ than whan 
they been pooisbed by rigbtefull vengeaunce. But 
thb is open thynge and clere, that it b right that 
shrewes ben punyshed, and it b wickednesse, and 
i wrooge that they eschapen vmpunished. Bo^ius. 
Who might denye it (quod I). Philosophie. But 
(quod she) may any map deny that ^ that ifi 
right ne is good and also the contr^e, that all 
that is wrong b wicked. Boeci. Certes (qnod 1) 
these tb3nages b^ clere ynoughe, and that we haue 
concluded a litell here befome. But 1 pray the 
that thou tell me yf thou accordest to letten no 
; tourmente to the soules, after that the body is 
ended by the death, that b to saine : vnderstandeste 
thou aught, that soules haue anye tourmeut after 
the death of the body. Philosoph. Certes (quod 
she) yea, and that nght great, of whyche soules 
(quod she) 1 trowe that some ben tourmented by 
asprenesse of pmne, and some soules T trowe ben 
exercysed by a purgynge mekeoesse, but my coun- 
saile nys nat to determine of tins paines. But 1 
haue trauailled and tolde yet hy&rto, for thou 
sbulddest know that the xnowyug of shrewes, 
whiche moving the semeth to be vnworthy, nb no 
mowynge, and eke of shrewes, of whyche thou 
playnedest that they ne were not punbhed, that ^ 
thou woldest se that they ne weren neuer mo wbhr 
outen the tourmentes of hir wyckednesse. And of 
the lyoence of the mowinge to dooen yuell, that 
thou praidest that it mights sone be ended, gad 
that thou wouldest feine lemon that It ne shoulde 
nc^ longe mdure. And that shrewes bea more 
vnsely ^ they were of ledger dnauM^ and mos^ 
vnsely yf they weren perdurable. And after this 
1 haue ^ewed the that more vnsely ben shrewes, 
whan they esoapea without hir ryghtful puna, 
than whan they hen poni^ied by rightfoU yen- 
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geaunce. And of this sentence foloweth it, that 
than ben shrewes constrained at the last with moost 
greuous tourment whan men wene that they ne be 
not punished. Boecius. Whan I consider thy rea- 
sons (quod 1) I ne trowe nat that men same any 
thyng more verely. And yi I toume ayen to the 
studies of men, who is he to whom it shulde seme, 
that be ne should nat onely leueu these thynges, 
but eke gladly herken hem. Philosoph. Certes 
(quod she) so it is, but men inaye nat, for they 
haue their eyen so wont the derkenesse of erthely 
thynges, that they ne may nat lyfte hem vp to the 
lyght of cleare sothfastenesse. But they been 
lyke to birdes, of whiche the night lyghtneth hir 
lokynges, and the daye blindeth hem. For whan 
men loken not the ordre of thinges, but hir lustes 
and talentes, tliey wene that either the leue or the 
mowyng to dooen wickednesse, or els the scapyng 
without payne be welefull. But cosyder the ludge- 
ment of the perdurable law, for if thou confinne 
thy courage to the beste thynges, thou ne hast no 
nede of no iudge, to yeqen the pnee or mede, for 
thou haste ioyned thy self to the moste excellent 
thmges. And if thou haue enclined thy studies, 
to the wicked thynges, ne seke no foraine wrekerie 
out of thy self, for thou thy self, hast thriste thy 
self into wick^ thinges, right as thou mightest 
looked by diuers tymes, the foule yearth and the 
Heauen, and that all other thynges, stinten fro 
without, so that thou were in neither, ne see no- 
thynge more. Than should it semen to thee, as 
by onely reason of lokyng, that thou were now in 
the sterres, and now in the yearth, but the people 
looketh not on these thynges. What than, shall 
we than approche vs to hem that I haue shewed, 
that ben like to beastes’ and what wouldest thou 
sain of this, if that a manne had all forlome his 
sighte, and had foryeten that he euer sawe, and ' 
wened that nothynge failed hym, of perfeccion of 
mankynd? Now we which mighten seen the same | 
thynges, woold wee not same, that he were blinde, 
ne also ne accordeth not the people, to that I shall 
' saine, the whiche thyng is susteined, by as stronge 
foundementes of reason, that is to saine, that more 
vnselie been th«, that dooen wronges to other 
fblke, than thd that the wronge suflfren. Boecius. 
I would hearen thilke same reasons (quod 1). Phi- 
losoph. Deniest thou (quod she) that all shrewes ne 
been worthie to haue tounnmit? Boecius. Naie 
(quod I). Fhilosophie. But (quod she) I am certain 
by many reasons, that shrewes been vnselie. Boe- 
cius. It accordeth (quod I). Philoso. Than ne 
doubtest thou not (quod she) that thilke folke, that 
been worthie of tourmente, that thei ne be wretches. 
Boecius. Jt accordeth well (quod I). Philosophic. 
If thou were than set a iudge, or a knower of 
thinges, whither trowest thou that men should tour- 
xnenten hem, that hath dooen wronge, or els hem 
that suffered the wronge ? Boecius. I double not 
(quod I) that I nolde doe sufficient satisfaccion, to 
hem that haue suffred wrong, by the sorowe of 
hem that hath do^ wrong. Philosophy. Than 
semeth it (quod she) that the dooer of wronge is 
more wretch, than he' that suffied wrong. Boecius. 
That foloweth wel (quod I). Philosophie. Than 
(quod she) by these causes, and by other causes, 
that been enforced by the same roote, th^^t-filth or 
aynne, by the proper nature of it maketh men 
^rretches, and it iffieweth well, that the wronges 


that men doen, nis not the wretchednesse, of him 
that receiueth the wrong, but the wretchednesse of 
him that dooeth the wrong. But certes (quod she) 
these orators or aduocates, doen al the contrary, for 
thei enforcen hem to commoue the ludges, to haue 
pitie of hem, that doen the greuaunces and the 
wronges, the whiche shrewes, it wer a more couena- 
ble thyng, that the accusours or aduocates, not 
wroth, but piteous and debonaire, ledden tho 
shrewes that haue doen wronges, to the iudgement, 
right as men leden sicke folke to the leche, for 
that thei shoulden seeken out, the maladies of 
synne by tourment. And by this couenaunte, 
either the entent of aduocates, should cessen in all, 
or els if thoffice of the aduocates, would better 
proBten to menne, it should bee toumed into the 
habile of accusacion, that is to sain, thei shoulden 
accuse shiewes, and not excusen hem. And eke 
the shrewes hem self, if it were lefull to hem, to 
seen at any clifte, the vertue that thei haue for- 
letten, and sawen that thei should putten adoune 
the filthes of hir vices, by the tourmentes of paines, 
thei tie oughtennot, right for that recompensacion, 
for to getten hem bountie and prowesse, whiche 
that thei haue loste, demen and hold that the ilke 
paines weren tourmentes to hem, and eke thei 
woulden refuse, the attendaunce of hir aduocates, 
and taken hem self to hir iudges, and to hir ac- 
cusours, for the whiche it betideth, that as to the 
wise folkes, there nis no place iletten to hate, that 
is to saine, that hate ne hath no place emonge 
I wisemen. For no wight nill haten good men, but 
if he were ouermoche a foole, and for to haten 
: shrewes, it nis no reason, for right as langqishyng 
I IS malaffie of bodie, right so ben vices and sinne 
I malady of courage. And so as» wee ne deme not 
that thei, whiche that been sicke of hir bodie, 
been worthie to been hated but rather worthie 
I of pitie. Well more worthie not to been hated, 
hue for to been had in pitie been thei, of whiche 
the thoughtes ben constrained by felonous wicked- 
I nesse, that is more cruell, than any languishyng of 
bodie. 


Quid tanios juvat excitare motus, St propna fa» 
turn solheziare manu"^ mortem peiitis, pro-t 
pinquat ipsa Sponte sua, vo lucres nec remora tur 
equos, dfc. 

What deliteth you to’ exciten so great mouing of 
hatredes, and to hasten and busien the fatal! dis- 
posicion of your death, with your proper handes, 
that is to saine, by battailes or conteke ? For if ye 
asken the deathe, it hasteth hym of his owne wille, 
ne deathe ne tarieth not his swifte horse. And 
the menne that the serpentes, and the liou, and 
the tigre, and the here, and the boi'e, seken to 
slean wiffi their teeth, yet thilke same menne, 
seken to slean euerich of hem other with swearde. 
Loe, for hir maners been diuers and discordaunt, 
tbei mouep vorightfull hostes, and cruell battailes, 
and wilnen to perishe by enterebaungyng of dartes, 
but the reason of crueltie, nis not inougb rightBill. 
Wilt thou than yelden a couenable guerdon, to the 
desertesof men^ Loue rightfully good fblkes, an^ 
haue pitie bn shrewes. 
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H«c, ego, OM?eo mguarn^ qua sii velfeUatas vel 

seria in ipszs proborum aique improboru/n mentie 

constituta, Sed m hoc zpsa fortuna popzclari, 8^c, 

This I see (qnod I) either what blisfnlnesse, or els 
what VQseliaes is established in the desertes of good 
meanej and of shrewes. 

But in this ilke fortune of the people, I see 
somewhat of good, and somwbat of euilU For no 
Wiseman had not leuer bee eailed poore and nedie, 
and namelesse, than for to dwellen in his citee, 
and flouren of ricbesse, and bee redontable of 
honoure, and strong of power. For in this wise 
more clearly and wifenesfuUy, is the office of wise 
menne treated, than the blisffilnesse of power, and 
gouemours, is as it were shad emonges the people, 
that bee neighbors and siibiectes, sith that namely 
prison, lawe, and these other tourmentes of lawfull 
paines, bee rather owed to felonous cltezms : for 
the wbichefelonous citezeins, the palnes bee esta- 
blished, more than for good people. 

Boecius. Than I maruaile greatly (qnod I) why 
that the thinges be so misse enterchaunged, that 
tourmentes of felonies, pressen and co^ounden 
good people, and sbrewes rauisshen medes of ver- 
tne, and been in honours, and greate estates. And 
I desire eke for to weten of thee, what semeth thee 
to be the reason of this so wrongfall a conclusion. 
For I would wonder wel the lasse, if that I trowed 
that all thinges wer medled with fortunous hap. 
But now crepeth and encreascthmyneastoni3nQges, 
God gouemouT of tbyngs, that so as God yeneth 
oft times to good menne, goodes and mirthes, and 
to shrewes, euil and aspre thynges; and yeneth 
ayen to good folk hardnesse, and to shrewes he 
graunteth hem hir wille^ and that thei desiren. 
What difference maie there bee, betwene that that 
God doeth, and happe of fortune, if Kienne knowe 
not the cause why it is. 

Fbilosophie. Ne it is no marueile (quod she) 
though that men wenen, that theie be somewhat 
foolishe and confuse, whan the reason of the order 
is ynknowen: but although that tboii, ne knowe 
not the cause of so greate a disposicioo, nathe* 
lesse, for as moche as Gkid the good gouemour, 
attempreth and gouemeth the worlde, ne dcubte 
thee not, but all tiiynges been doen a right. 


Si quis Arcturisideranescit, Propinqua summo car^ 
dme lahi, Cttr regai tardus plausira Bootes, ATer- 
gaique seras eequote jUanmas, Cum Tumis celeres 
explicet orius, dfc. 

Who so that knowe not the sterres Arcture, toumed 
to the soueraine centure or poinct, that is to saine, 
toumed nigh to the soueraine pole of the firma- 
mente, and wote not why the sterre Bootes passetb, 
or gathereth his wames, and drencheth his late 
flambes in the sea, and why that Bootes the sterre, 
vnibldeth bis ouerswifte arisynges, than shall he 
wondren of the lawe of the high aire. And eke, 
if that be ne knowe not why, that the homes of 
the foU Moone waxen pale and infecte, by the 
boundes of the darke night, and how the Moone 
darcke and confuse, disoouereth the sterres, that 
she had couered by her clere visage. 

The common erroure moneth folkes, and maketh 
wearie hir basins of brasse by thllke strokes, that 
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IS to saie, that there is a maner people, that hight 
Conbantes, that wenen, that whan the Moone is m 
the eclipse, that it bee encbaunted, and tbereffire 
for to rescue the Moone, thei beaten bir basins 
with the like strokes, Ne no man ne wondreth 
whan the Wastes of the wiade Chorus' beaten the 
strondesof the sea, by quakyng floodes. Neno 
man ne wondreth, whan the weight of the snowe, 
harded by the <Mld, is resolucd by the breauyng' 
heatc of Phebus the Soonne, for here seene menne 
readily the causes. But the causes ihidde, that is 
to sain in Heauen, troublen tbe breastes of men. 
The moaable people, is astonied of all tbynges, 
that comen selde and sodamlie in our age, but tbe 
troublie enrour of our ignoraunce, departeth fro 
vs, so that if thei wisten the cause, why that soche 
thynges hetiden, certes thei shoolden cease to seme 
wonders. 


f/a est, inquam, Sed cum tui muneru sii latentium 
Tfrum cmisas eoohere, oelatusqne caligine expli'^ 
care rationes; quaso ttii hiac decemasy dTr. 

Thus it is (qnod I) but so as thou haste yenen or 
beheighi me, to vnwrappe the hidde causes of 
thinges, and to discouer me the reasons, couered 
with darknesse I praie thee, that thou deuise and 
ludge me of this matter, and that thou do me to 
vnderstand it, for this miracle of this wonder, 
troubleth me right greatly. And than she a little 
what smiling said. Thou clepest me (quod she) to 
tell that is greatest of all thinges, that xnowen 
been asked, and to that which question, vnneth 
there aught inougb to lauen it, as who saietii, 
vnoetb is there any thyng, to answere perfitlie to 
thy qae^<Hi, for tbe matter of it is soche, that 
whan 0 doubte is determined and cutte awaie, 
there waxen other doubles without nomber, right 
as the heddes of Idre the serpente waxen, the 
whreheserpa:iteHercules8doiigb : ne there ne were 
no manere^ ne none ende, but if a wight constrained 
the doubt^ by a right liuely and quicke fire of 
thought, that is to saine, by vigour and strength 
of Witte. For in this matter, men weren wonte 
to maken questions, of tbe simplicitie of the 
pnnieighaonce of God, and of the order of des- 
tinie, and of sodaine happe, and of knowing of 
predestinacion diuine. And of the libertie of foee- 
will, the whiche thinges, thou thy Self apper- 
ceiuedest wcl, of what wdght thm been. But for 
as moehe as tbe knowyoges of these thinges, is a 
maner porcion or medicme to thee, all b^ it so, 
that 1 bane little tyme to dooea it, yet neoertbe^ 
lesse, I would enforcea me to shewen somewhat of 
it; but although the nocorishtnges of ditee of mtisike 
deliteth the, thou muste sulferen and forbearen, 
a little of the ilke delite, while that 1 weue to the 
reasons knitte by order. 

Boecius. As it liketh to tbee (quod I) so doe. ' ' 
Phiio6<^hie. Tho spake she rigbte as by dn 
other begmnyng, and said right thus. Tbe ea- 
genderyng of all thynges (q^ and ail thd 
progressions of mdoable n^ure^ ailiid ail timt 
monetbe in any maner, taketh hSh caases, his 
order, and his formes, < of the atahlenesse of diuine 
thou^: and tbe dke dioine that is sette, 

and putte in the toure, that is to ^saihe, in ilie 
height of the simplicitie of God, stabtisheth mahy 
maner gises, to the thynges that been todooen, the’ 
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whiclie mailer, wlian tbat incnne looken it, ia the 
pure cleauesse of the diuine intelligence, is cleaped 
punieighaunce. 

But whan the ilke maner is refened by menne, 
to tbynges that it moueth or disponeth, than of 
olde menne it was cleaped destime, the whiche 
thynges, if that any wight looketh well in his 
thought^ the streng^e of that one, and of that 
other, he shall lightlie mowe seen, that these twoo 
thynges been diuers, For purueighaunce is the 
like diuine reason, that is established m the soue- 
raine prince of thinges, the which purueighaunce 
disponeth all thynges. But certes, destime is the 
dmposicion and the ordinaunce, cleauyug to moua^ 
ble thynges, by the whiche disposicion, the pur- 
neighaunce knitteth al thinges ip hir order: for 
purueighaunce embraseth all thynges to heape, 
although thei bee diuers, and although thei be in- 
finite, but destine certaine, departethand ordainetb 
all thinges singuierly, and deuideth in mouing, in 
places, m formes, and in tymes, as thus : let the 
vnfoldyng of temporell ordinaunce, assembled and 
oned in the lookyng of the diuine thoughte, bee 
cleaped purueighaunce, and tbilke same assem- 
blyng and oning, deuided and vnfolden, let that be 
called destinie. And all bee it so, that these thynges 
been dlu^, yet neuerthelesse, banged that one on 
that other, for why, the order destinably, procedetb 
of the simplicitie of purueighaunce. 

For right as a wericman, perceiuetb in his 
thoughte, the forme of thynge that he wolle make, 
and n.oueithe the efiecte of the werke, and leadetb 
that he had looked befome in his thought, simplie 
and presentlie by corporall ordinaunce: certes, 
right $0 God m his purueighaunce, disponeth sin- 
gulerlie and stably the thynges that bee to doen, 
but be administreth in maners, and in diuers tymes 
by destmie, the like same thynges that he hath 
disponed, than whether destmie bee exercised, 
either by some diuine spirites, seruauntes to the 
diuine purueighaunce, or elles by somesoule, or 
els by all nature seruyng God, or els by the celes- 
tiall mouynges of sterres, or els by the Tcrtue of 
angelles, or els by diueis subteltie of diuelles, or 
els by any of hem, or elles by hem all, the des- 
tinable ordinaunce is wouen and accomplished. 
Certes, it is open thyng, that the purueighaunce, 
is an vnmonable and simple forme of thynges to 
dooen, and the mouahle bonde, and the temporalle 
ordinaunce of thynges, whiche that the diuine 
simplicitie of purueiaunce hath ordamed to doen, 
that is destinie. For whiche it is that al thinges 
that been put mder destinie, been certes subiectes 
-vnto purueiaunce, to which puiueiaunce destmie it 
sdf is mbiect and vader but some thinges been 
put Tnder pumeiapnce^ that sunncunten tbordi- 
nauDce oi destime: and tlio been tbilko that 
stablie been fixed nigh to the first godhed^ thei 
surmounten the order of destinable mouabilitie. 
For right as eeroleg tnmen about a same centre, 
or about a poinct, thlBie cercle that is imierest or 
moste within, he ioyneth to ‘the sunplesseof the 
middle, and is as it wer a cesBtre’'ur a poinct to that 
other cercles, that tamei^aboate him: and tbilke 
. that is Ytterest, compassed by larger enuironniog, 
is Ynfblde by larger spaces, in so moche as it is 
ferthereste the middeleste simplititle of the 
poincte. And if there bee any thyng that k^tteth 
andfe^owshippeth himself, to thilke middle poincte, 
it is constr&ed into simplicities that is to saies 


into vnmouabilitie, and it ceaseth to been shad, 
and flit diuersly. Bight so by semblable reason, 
thilke thing that departeth furthereste, fro the 
firste thought of God, it is vnfolden, and also sub- 
mitted to greater bondes of destinie, and in so 
moche is the thing, more free and loce fro dignirie, 
as it asketh and holdeth nere to tbilke centre of 
thinges, that is to saine, to God. And if the thyng 
cleaueth to the stedfastnesse of the thought of God, 
and bee without mouyng, certes it surmounteth 
the necessitie of destinie Than socbe comparison 
as IS skilling to mderstandyng, and of thinge that 
was cngendred, to thinge that is of time to etemitie, 
and of the cercle to the centre, nght so is the order 
of mouahle destinie, to the stable simplicitie of 
purueighaunce. Tbilke ordinaunce moueth the 
Heauen and the sterres, and attempreth the ele- 
mentes togither among hem self, and transfbrmetbe 
hem by enterchaungeable mutacion. And thilk 
same order neweth ayen, all things growmg and 
falling adoune, by semblable progressions of seedes 
and of sexns, that is to same, male and female : 
and this like order constrainetb the fortunes, and 
the dedes of men, by a bonde of causes, not able 
to be vnbounden: the which destinable causes, 
whan thei passen out fro the beginnynges of vn- 
mouable purueiaunce, it mote nedes be that thei 
ne be not mutable, as thus : be the things well 
gouemed, if that the simplicitie dwellyng in the 
diuine thought, shewetb forth the order of causes, 
vnable to be bowed. And this order constrainetb 
by the proper stabilities the monable thinges, or 
els thei shulden flete folilie. For which it is, ^at 
thinges semen confuse, and troublie to vs men, 
for we ne mowen not consider thilk ordinaunce. 
Neuerthelesse, the proper maner of euery tbng 
dressyng hym to good, disponeth hem all, for there 
nis nothynge dooen for euill, for thilke thyng that 
IS dooen by wicked folke, nis not doen for euil. 
The whiche shrewes, as I baue shewed full plente- 
ously seke good, but wicked errour mistoumeth^ 
hem, ne the order coming fro the poinct of soue-" 
raine good, ne enclineth not fro his beginnyng. 
But thou maiest sale, what vnrest male been a 
worse confusion, than that good men baue som- 
tyme aduersitie, and somtyme prosperitie: and 
shrewes baue now also thinges that thei desiren, 
and now thinges that thei baten. ' Whether men 
line nowe in soche holinesse of thought, as who 
saith be men now so wise, that soche folke as thei 
demeu to be good folke or shrewes^ that it mote 
nedes be, that folk be soche as thei wenen. But 
in this maner domes of men discordeu, that thilke 
men that some folke demen worthie of mede, other 
folke deme hem worthy of turment, but let vs 
graunt: 1 suppose that some man maie well deme 
or kuowe the good people, and the bad, maie he 
than knowe and see ^ilke innerest aitemperaunce 
of courage, as it hath bee wont to be said of bodies, 
as who saith : maie a man speaken of complexions, 
anfi attemperaunce of bodies, ne it ne is not, as 
who saith but it is like a memaile or a miracle, to 
hem that ne knowe it not, why that swete thinges 
bee couepable to sum bodies, that been bole, and 
to sum people bitter things be oQuenable: and also 
why sum people holpen with light medicines, 
snd some people been holpen with bitter medicines ; 
but nathelkse tho that knowen the maner, and the 
tmnperauuoe of heale and of malady, ne marueil- 
eth it Dotbing. But wbat other thing semeth helth 
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■of corages but bountie, and what other thing sem- 
<eth maladie of courage bat vices } who is els keper 
of good, and driuer awaie of eaill, but God the go- 
neraor and leader of thoughtes: the whiche Gi^, 
whan he hath beholden from the high toure of his 
purueiaunce, he kuoweth what is cou^iable to any 
wight, and leaneth hem that he wot well that is co* 
uenable to hem. Lo, herof cometh and hereof is 
doen this miracle of thorder destinable, whan God 
that all knoweth doth soche thing, of whiche thyng, 
vnknowing folke been astonied, but for to con- 
straine, as who saieth, but for to comprehende and 
tell a fewe thinges of the diuine depene&se, the 
which that mannes reason male vnderstand^ Thilke 
maune that thou wenest to been right iuste, and 
right kep3mg of equitie, the contrane of that, 
semeth to the drame punieigbaunce that all wote. 
And Lucan my familier telleth, that the victorious 
canse liked to the goddes, ai^ the causes ouer- 
come, liketh to Catoou Than what so euer thou 
maieste seen, that is dooen in this worlde vnhqped, 
or els vnknowen, certes, it is the nghte order of 
th^ge^ but as to thy wicked opinion, it is a con- 
fusion. But I suppose that some man be so wel- 
thewed, that the dmine iudgement, and the iudge- 
ment of man^nde, accorden hem togider of hym : ' 
but he is so vnstedfast of courage, that if any ad- 
uersitie come to hym, he woll forleten parauenture 
to continue hmocence, by the whiche he ne maie 
not witholden fortune : than the wise dispensacion 
of God spareth hym, the whiche man aduersitie, 
might enpairen, for that God will not hym to tra- 
uaile, to whom that trauaile ms not couenable. 
An other manne is parfite in all rertnes, and is an 
holy znanne, and nigh to God, so that the pur- 
neighunce of God woxdd deme, that it were a fe- 
lonie, that he wer touched with any aduersities, so 
so that he would not suffie, that soche a man be 
with any bodily maladie moued. But so (as saied 
the philosopher) the more excellent is by me said 
in greate, that vertues bane edified the bodie of ! 
the holie manne. And oft tyme it betideth, that | 
the somme of thinges, that been to doen is taken | 
to goueme to good folke, for that the malice ha- I 
bundant of shrewes, should been abated. And God I 
yeuetb and departeth to other folke, prosperitees 
and aduersities, medled to heape, after the qualitie 
of hir courages, and remordeth some folke by ad- 
uersities, for thei ne should not waxen proude, by 
long welfaluesse. And other folke he snfiereth, to 
bee trauailed with hard thyngs, for that thei should 
confermeo the vertues of courage, by the exercita- 
tion of vsage of pacience. And other folk dreden 
more than thei ooghten, the whiche thei mighten 
well bearen, and some dispise, that thei mowe not 
beare, and thilke folke God leadeth into experience 
of hemself, by aspre and sorowfull thynges. And 
many there folk haue boughte, honourable renome 
of this worlde, by the price of glorious death. 

And some men that ne mowe not been ouer- 
oomen by tourment, haue yenen >ensample .to 
other folke, that vertUe maie not been ouercomen 
by aduersities. And of al these thinges there nis 
no doubt, that thei ne ben doen rightfallie and or- 
deinly, to the perfit good of hem, to whom we seen 
these thinges betiden. For certes, that aduersities 
cometh somtyme to shrewes, and somtyme that 
thei desiren, it cometh of these foresaid causes. 
And of soroT^ll thinges that betiden to shrewes, 
certes, no man ne wondreth, for all menne wene 
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that thei haue desemed it, and that Uiei been of 
wicked merite. Of whiche shrew^ the tourmente 
agasteth sometyme other to dOCT felonies; and 
sometyme it amendeth hem, that sufieretk tbe 
tourmentes. And the prosperitie that is ycuen to 
shrewes, sheweth a greate aigumeut to good peo- . 
pie, what thing thei should demen of thiik welefuW 
uesse, whiche prosperitie menne seen ofte, serue to 
shrewes : in which thing, 1 trowe that God dis- 
penseth, for parauenture, the nature of some man 
is so ouerthrowyng to eucll, and so vncouenable, 
that the nedy pouertie of his housholde, might ra- 
ther agreue hym to doen felonies, and to the ma- 
ladie of hym, God pntteth remeadie, to yeuen hym 
richesse. And some other manne beboldeth his 
conscience, deibuled with synnes, andmiaketh com- 
parison of this fortune, and of himself : and dred- 
eth parauenture that the bbsfulnesse, of whiche 
the vsage loyfull to hym, that the lesyng of thilk 
blisfulnesse, ne bee not sorowfull to hym, and 
therefore be would chaunge bismaners: and for 
he dredeth to lese his fortune, he fi)rieteth his 
wickednesse. To other folkes welefulnes is yeuen 
vnworthilie, the whiche ouerthroweth hem into de- 
straccion, that thei ban deserued, and to* some 
other folke, is yeuen power to pumsbeu, for that it 
shall bee cause of continuaciou, and exercisyng to 
good folkes, and cause of tourmente to shrewes. 

For so as there ms none aliannce betweue good 
folkes, and shrewes, ne shrewes ne mowen not ac- 
corden emong hem self ; and why not ’ For that 
shrewes discorden of hemself, by bir vices, the 
whiche vices, all to rendcn hir consdeaces, and 
dooen oft tyme thynges, tbe wbidie thinges, whan 
thei bane doen hem, thei deme that thp things, ne 
shnld not haue be doen, for which tibing the soue^ 
rain pumeiaunce, hath maked oft time miracle : 
so that shrewes haue maked shrewes, to been good 
men. For whan that some shrewes seen, that thei 
snfiie wrongfully, felonies of other shrewes, thei 
waxen escbaufed into hateof hem, that anoied hem, 
and retoumeu to the fruict of vertue. Than thei 
studien to be vnlike to hem that thm bane hated. 
Certes onely is this the dmine might, to the whidh 
might iuels been than good, whan it vseth the 
iuelles couenablie, and draweth out tbe effecte of 
any good, as who saieth, thatiueil is good onely to 
the might of God, for the might of ordeineth 
thilke iuell to good : for one order embraceth all 
things, so that what wight departeth from the rear- 
son of thilke order, that is assigned to him, algates 
yet he slideth into an other Older so that noihhig 
is lefull to fblie, in the realm of diuine ponieigh- 
aunce, as who saietii, nothyng is wit^ut o^- 
naimcejm the realme of diume purudgbaunce, 
rith that tbe right strong God, gouemeth all 
thynges in this worlde, for it is not lefiil for men 
comprehende by wit, ne vnfolden by woorde, all 
the subtell ordinannce, and the disposiofon of the 
diuine entent, for onely it ought to suffice, to bane 
loked that God himself^ maker of al natofies^ or- 
dainetb al thinges to $ooAt while that be hast^ to 
withholde the thynges, that be hath maked mio 
his semblaunce, that is to say, for to with holdmi 
the thinges into good, for he hymself is good. He 
ohaseth out all iuells fro the boodeef his comw 
nalties, by thorder of tbe neoesaitie destinablee for 
whiche it followcth, that if tJioa loke the puruei- 
annce, ordcinyng the thing^ that men wenen be 
outragious, or habouadant in yeithes, thou shalt 
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not seen in no place, nothyug of niell. "But 1 see 
now that thoa art charged, with the weightc of the 
question, and wearie with lengthe of my reason, 
and that thoa abidest some swetenesse of song, take 
than this draught, and whan thou art wel refreshed 
and refect, thou shalt be more stedftiste to stie, 
into higher questions or thinges* 


Si VIS cetsi jura tonanHs Jhira soUers ctmere mmU^ 
Adspice summi culmim calu 

If thoa wise wolt demen, in thy pure thought, the 
rightes or the lawes of the hie thonder^ that is to 
ssun of God,. looke thou and beholde the heightes 
of the soueraine Heauen : there kepen the sterres, | 
by rightfoll aliaunce of thyngs hir old peace : the I 
Sonne imoued by his roddie fire, ne distourbeth not j 
the colde cercle of the Mone, ne the sterre icleped 
the Bere, that enclineth his rauishmg courses, 
abouten the soueraine height of this worlde, Ne 
the same sterre Ursa, nis neuer mo wasben in the 
depe westren sea, ne couetcth not to dien his 
flambes, m the sea of the occian, although it see 
other sterres, iplonged in the sea : and Hesperus 
the sterre boodeth, and telleth alwaie the late 
nightes: and Lucifer the sterre bringeth ayen the 
cleare daie. 

And thus maketh loue enterchaungeable, the 
perdurable courses, and thus is discordable bat- 
taile, iputte out of the conntrey of the sterres. 
This accordaiince attempreth by eaenlike maners 
the elemeutes, that the moiste thynges, stnuyng 
with the dne thynges, yeuen place bystoundes: 
and that the colde tljynges ioynen hem by faithe, 
to the bote thynges, and that the light fire, ariseth 
into height, and the heauie yesrthes, auailen by 
hir weightes : by the same causes, the flouneyere 
yeldeth swete smelles, in the first sommer season 
warmynge, and the hotte sommer drieth the comes, 
and autumpne cometh ayen of heauie apples, and 
the fleetyng raine bedeweth the winter, this at- 
tempraunce nourisheth^ and bryngeth forthe all 
thynges, that beareth life in this worlde, and the 
like same attempraunce ranishyng, hideth, be- 
nimeth, and drencbeth voder the laste death, all 
thynges ibome. 

Emong these thinges, sitteth the high maker,, 
kyng and lorde^ weale and beginnyng, lawe and 
Wise judge, to dooen equitee, and gouemeth and 
enchneth'the bridels of th 3 mges: ai^ tho thinges 
that he sterreth, to gone by mouynge, he with- 
draweth and aresteth, and afiOLrmeth the mouable 
or wanderynge thinges. For if l^at he ne called 
not ayen the right goyng of thynges. And if that 
he ne constrained not efee sones, into rounde- 
nesse enclizied, the thynges that been nowe conti- 
nued J»y stable ordinaunce, thei should departen 
froi^hir weale, that is to saiue^ from hir begin- 
nyi4r and fallen, that is to same, toumen into 
nought. This is the common loue to all thynges : 
and all thynges asken to been holden by the fine 
of good, for elles ne mighten thei not fasten, if thei 
ne come not efhsones ayen by loue, retoumed to 
thecause^ that hath yeuen hem beyng, that is to, 
saineGod. 


Jam ne iptur videsy quid heecomnm qua dixmutt cm- 

sequantUT* Sluidnam*^ tnquam, Omnemytnquii, S/^c. 

Seest thou not than, what thyng followeth all the 
thynges that 1 haue saied. Boecius. What thyng 
(quod I). Philosophic. Certes (quod she) all vt- 
terlie, that all fortune is good. .^cius. And how 
maie that bee (quod I). Philosophic. Now vn- 
derstande (quod she). So as all fortune, wheder 
so it be lo^ull fortune, or aspre fortune, is yeuen 
either hicause of guerdonyug, or elles of exercis- 
ing of good folkes, or els bicause to punishen, or 
els ebastisen shrewes: than is al fortune good, the 
which fortune is certain, that'it be either rightfull, 
or els profitable. 

Boecius. Forsotbe this is a full verie reason 
(quod 1) and if I consider the purueighaunce and 
the destinie that thou onghtest me a htle here be- 
fom, this sentence is susteined by stedfaste rea- 
sons. But if it like vnto thee, let vs nombren hem 
emonges the like thynges, of whiche thou saidest 
a little here hefome, that thei ne wer not able to 
been wened to the people. Philosophi. Why so 
(quod she). Boecius, For that the common word 
of men (quod 1) mlsuseth this maner speache of 
fortune, and same ofte tymes, that the fortune of 
some wight is wicked. Philosophie. Wilte thou 
than (quod she) that 1 approche a little to the 
wordes of the people so that it seme not to ben, 
that 1 be ouermoche departed, as fro the vsage of 
mankinde. Boecius. As thou woU (quod I). Phi- 
losophie. Menest thou not (qued she) that all 
thyng that profiteth is good. Boecius. Yes (quod 
I). Philosop. Certes all thyng that exerceth or 
corrigctb,it profiteth. Boecius. I confesse well 
(quod I). Philoso. Than is it good (quod she). 
Boecius. Why not (quod I). Philosophic. But 
this is the fortune (quod she) of hem that either 
be putte in vertue, and hattailen against aspre 
thynges, or elles of hem that enchnen, and de- 
clinen fro vices, and taken the waie of vertue. 
Boecius, This ne maie I not deme (quod 1). Phi- 
losophie. But what saiest thou of the mene for- 
tune, that is yeuen to good people in guerdon, 
demeth ofte the people that it be wicked ? 

Boecius. Naie for soth (quod I) but thei demen 
as it IS sothe, that it is right good. ' 

Philosophic. What saiest thou of the other for- 
tune (quod she) that although that it bee aspre, 
and restraineth the shrewes by rightfull turment, 
weneth aught the people that it bee good ? 

Boecius. Naie (quod I) but the people demeth 
that it is moste wretched of all thynges, that maie 
be thought. 

Philosophie. Ware now, and looke well (quod 
she) leste wee in followyng the opimon of the peo- 
ple, haue confessed and concluded thing, whiche 
that is vnable to beeir wened to the people Boe-< 
cius. What is that (quod I) ?' PhiL Certes (quod 
she) it followeth or cometh of thynges that been 
graunted, that all fortune what so ener it bee, of 
hem that been either in possession of vertue, or in 
thencrease of vertue, or els in the purebasyng of 
vertue, that thilke fortune is good,a^ that all for- 
tune is right wicked, to hem that dwellen in 
shreudnesse, as who saith, and thus weneth not the 
people. Boec. That is sothe (quod I). Albeit so 
that no man dare confesse it, ne knowe. it. Philo- 
sophie. Why so (quod she). For right as thcj 
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strong man, ne semeth not to abasshen or dis- 
damen, as oft tyme as he heareth the noise of the 
battailine also it semeth not to the wiseman, to 
bearen it greuously, as oft as be is ledde into strief 
of fortune- For b^be to that one man, and eke to 
that other, the ilke diftlcultie is the matt^, to that 
one man of encrease of his glorious renome, and 
to that other man, to consenie his sapience, that 
is to saie, to the asprenesse of bis estate, for there- 
fore IS it called vertue, for that it susteineth and j 
enfofceth by his strengthcs, so that it nis not ouer- | 
comen by aduersities. Ne certes, thou that art 
patte in encrease, or in the height of vertue, ne 
haste not comen to fleten with delices, and for to 
walken in bodily lust. Thou sowest or plantest a 
full eigre battaile in thy courage, ayenst euery 
fortune: for that the sorowfull fortune confounde 
thee not, ne that the merie fortune ne cormmpe 
thee not, occupie the meane by stedfast strengthes. 
For all that euer is vnder the meane, or all that 
ouerpasseth the meane, dispiseth wele^lnes as who 
saieth, it is vicious, and ne hath no mede of his tra- 
naile, for it is set m your hand, as who saieth, it 
lieth m your power, what fortune you is leueste, 
that is to saie, good or luell, for all fortune that 
semeth sharpe of aspre, if it ne exercise not the 
good folke, ne chastise the wicked folke it pun- 
isheth. 


Bella bs qumis operaius anniSy Ultor AtrideSfPhrygies 
ruinis^ 8^c, 

The werker Atrides, that is to sain Agamemnon, 
that wrought and continued the battailes by x. 
yere recouered and purged in wreking by the dis- 
struceion of Troie, ^e loste chambers of manage 
in his brother, that is to saie, that Agamemnon 
wan ayen Heleine, that was Menelaus wife, bis 
brother. In the meane while that thilke Agamem- 
non, desired to yeuen sailes to the Grekes nauie, 
and brought ayen the windes by bloode : he vn- 
clothed hym of pitee of father, and the sorie priest 
yeueth in sacrifiyng, the wretched cuttyng of the 
throte of the doughter, that is to saie, that Aga- 
memnon let cut the throte of his doughter by the 
pnest, to maken aliaunce with bis goddes, and for 
to haue wind, with whiche he might wenden to 
Troie. Itacns, that is to saie Ultxes, hewept his 
followes ylome, the whiche felowes, the feirs Poli- 
phemns, liggyng in his great caue, had fretten and 
dreinte in bis emptie wombe : but nathelesse Po- 
Upbemos woqde for his bfind visage yeld to Ulixes 
ioy, by his sorowfull teares, that is fo saie, that 
Ulixes smote out the iye of Poliphemus, that stode 
in the forehed, for whiche Ulixes had ioye, whan 
he sawe Poliphemus weping and blind. Hercules 
is celehrable for his hard tranaile, he daunted the 
proude Centaums, halfe horse, balfe^man, and bi- 
raft the dispoiling fro the cruell lion, that Is to 
sale, he slough the lion, and birafte him his skin- 
He smote the birdes that bight Arpies, with cer- 
tame arowes. He ranished apples, fro the waking 
dragon : and his hande was the more heauie, for 
the golden metall. He drough Ceiheros the hound 
of Hel, by the triple chaines. He ouercomer, as 
it is saied, hath put an vnmeke lord, fodder to his 
cruell horse, that is to saie, Hercules slough Di- 
omedeSy'and made his horse to fretten him: and 
he Hercules slough Idra the serpente, and brente 


the venim* And Achileus the flood defonled in 
his forehedde, dreint his shamefast visage in his 
stroundes, that is to saie, that Achileus could trans- 
figure himself, into diuers hkenes, and as befaught 
with Hercules, at last he toumed hym into a hull, 
and Hercules brake one of his homes : and he for 
shame hid hym in his riuer. And oner that, he 
Hercules caste adoune Antheus the giaunt, in the 
stroudes of Libie. And Cacus appeised the wrathes 
of Euander, that is to saie, that Hercules slough 
the mcm&ter Cacus and apeised with that death, 
the wrath of Euander. And the bristled bore, 
marked with vomes, the shoulder of Hercules, the 
whiche shulders, the hie cercle of Heaneo should 
thirst. And the last of his labors was, that he sus- 
temed the Heauen, vpon bis neck vnbowed, and he 
deserued eftsones, the Heauen to he the last encle 
of trauaile. Goeth nowe then ye strong men, 
there as the greate ensample leadeth you. 0 nice 
menne, why make ye your backes, as who saieth : 

0 ye slowe and delicate men, why se ye adnersi- 
ties, and ne fight not ayenst hem by vertue, to 
winnen the mede of Heauen : for the mede ouer- 
comen, yeueth the sterres, that is to sain, that 
whan that yearthly lust is oner comen, a man is 
maked worthy to the Heauen. 

1 HERE ENDETH TBS EOWERTH BOOEE OF BOECX. 


BOOKS V. 

Dixerai, orathnis^e curstm ad alia qtusdam tractanda 
atque espedtenda veitabat B* Turn ego, recta qui~ 
inqiam, dfc. 

She had saied, and turned the course of her reason^ 
to some other thjnages, to be treated and to be 
sped. Boecins. Than saied I, certes ri^tfiil is 
thine amonesting and full digne by aucthontee. 
Bat that thon saidest whilom, that the question of 
the dmine purueighannce, is enlaced with many 
other questions, I vnderstande well and prone it, 
by the same thing. But 1 aske, if that thou wenest, 
ttet hap bee any thyng, in any waies, and if thoa 
wenest, that happe he any thyng, what is it ? Phi- 
losophie. Than (quod she) 1 haste me to yelden 
and assoilen, to the debte of my behest, and to 
sheweu and open the waie, by which waie, thou 
maiest come ayen to thy countree : hat albeit so 
that the thinges, whiclie that thou askest, been 
right profitable to knowe, yet been thei diuer^ som 
what fro the pathe of my purpose and it is to 
doubte, that Hioa ne bee maked wearie by inisse 
waies, so that thou ne maieste not suffice, to mea- 
I sure the right waie. 

Boedus. Ne doubt thee thereof nothyng (quod 
I). For to knowen thilke thinges togider, in the 
whiche thynges Z delite me greatlie;, that shall 
been to me in stede of rest, sith it tiis not to 
doohten of the thynges folowing, whan enery 
thyngeof thyidisputacion, shall haineci been sted* 
fast to me^ by vndouhtous faithe 

Phiiosophie. Than (saied dse)thak snaoecwoll 
I dooen to thee, and beganae to qpeaken right 
thus. Certes (quod s^) if amy 'mght defioishe 
bap in this maner, that is to $aine, that bap is be- 
tidyng ihrought fooli^e moumg, and 

by no knitting of caosf^ I confirme that bap nis 
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ight naught in no wise, and I deme all vtterlie, 
hat happe nis, ne dwelleth but a voyce, as who 
aieth, but an idell woorde, without any significa- 
don of thynge, committed to that voyce. For 
rhat place might been lefte, or dwellynge in folie, 
ind to disordenaunce, sithe that God leadeth and 
•onstraineth all thynges by order, for this sentence 
sverie sothe, that nothyng hath his beeyng of 
laughte, to the whiche sentence, none of these old 
bike ue withsaied neuer, al be it so, that thei ne 
nderstanden it not, by God, prince and beginner 
if wootkyng, hut thei casten, as a maner founde- 
nent of snbiecte material), that is to saine, of the 
lature of al reason. And if that any thyng is 
^axen or comen of no causes, than shall it seme, 
hat thilke thyng is comen or woxen of naught. 
Sut if this ne maie not bee dooen, than is it not 
lossible that hap bee any soche thynge, as I haue 
lednished a little here befome. Boecius. Howe 
hall it than bee (quod I) nis there than nothyng, 
hat by right maie been cleaped, ather bap, or els 
iduenture, or fortune ? Or is there ought, all bee 
t so, that it IS hid fro the people, to whiche thyng 
bese woordes been conenable. 

Philosophie. Myne Aristotle (quod she) in the 
K)oke of his Phi^ke, difuoisheth this thynge by 
hort reason, and mgh to the sothe. 

Boecius. In whiche maner (quod I). 
Philosophie. As ofte (quod she) as men dooen 
Lny thyng, for grace of any other thyng, and an 
itber th3naig than thilke thyng, that men entenden 
o doen, betideth by some causes, it is icleaped 
lappe, right as a manne dalfe the yearth, bicause 
if rillyng of the field, and found there a gobet of 
^Ide bedolueo, than weoen folke, that it is befall 
ly fortuDons beridyng. But forsothe it nis not of 
laught, for it hath his proper causes, of which 
iauses, the cours unforeseen and vnware, semeth 
0 haue maked hap. For if the tiller of the fielde, 
le dolue not in the yearth, and if the hider of the 
^old, ne had bid the gold m that place, the golde 
te had not been found. These been than the 
auses, of the abredgyngof fortuit hap, the whiche 
bredgyng of fortuit hap cometh, of causes of en- 
ountryng, and flowyng togither to hem self, and 
ot by thentencion of the doer. For neither the 
ider of the golde^ ne the deluer of the field, ne 
nderstanden not, that the gold should haue been 
>unde. But as 1 saied, it betid and ran togither, 
bat he dalfe there as the other had hid the gold. 
Tow maie I thus definishe hap. Happe is an vn- 
are betiding of causts, assembled in thynges, that 
een doen for some other thyng. But thilke order 
rocedyng, by an vneschuable betidyng togither, 
hiche that discendeth from the well of purueigh- 
jnce, that ordeinetb al thynges in hir places, and 
hir times maketh, that the causes rennen and 
semblen togither. 


upts Ackcemenia scopulis, uhi versa seqnentum Pec- 
toribus fug^ spkula, dfc. 

GRIS and Eufrates, resoluen and springen of o 
lie, in the cragges of the roohe of the countrey 
Achemenee, ther as the fliyng battailes fixen hir 
rtes, retoumyng in the breastes of hem that 
owen hem. And sone after the same riuers, 
jns and Eufrates, vnioyuen and departen hir 
ters, and if thei comen together, and been as- 
Qbled, and cleaped together into o course, than 


moten thilke thynges fleten togider, whiche that 
the water of thenterchaunging flood bringeth. 
The shipper and the stockes araced with the flood 
moten assemblen, and the waters imedled, wrap- 
peth or empheth many fortunell happes or maners, 
the whiche wandryng happes nathelesse, thilke de- 
clining lownesse of the yerth and the flowyng 
order of the slidyug water gouemeth. Bight so 
fortune that semeth, as it suflreth with slaked or 
vngouemed bndles it suflreth bridles, that is to 
same, to been gouemed, and passeth by thilke 
lawe, that is to same, by the deuine ordenaunce. 


! Animadverto, tnguam, idque uti tu diets %ta esse con- 
I sentio*^ Sed in hoc cokisrentmm, dfc. 

This vnderstande I wel (quod I) and I accorde me 
that is is right as thou saieste. But 1 aske if there 
I be any hbertie of free wU, in this order of causes, 
that cleauen thus togither in hem self, or els I 
I would weten if that the destinall cheine, constrain- 
eth the mouyng of the courages of men. 

Philosophic. Yes (quod she) theie is libertie of 
free will, ne there ne was neuer no nature of rea- 
son, that it ne had hbertie or free will. For euery 
thing that maie naturally vsen reason it hath 
dome, by whiche it decerneth and demeth euery 
thing. Than knoweth it by it self thynges that 
been to flien, and thynges that been to desiren, and 
the like thyng that any wight demeth to been de- 
sired, that asketh or desireth be, and flieth thilke 
thynge, that he troweth be to flien. Wherefore 
in all thynges that reason is, in hym also is libertie 
of willyng and of nillyng, but I ne ordaine not, as 
who saietb, I ne grannt not, that this libertie, be 
euen like in al thinges. For why in the Soueraines 
deuines substaunces, that is to sain, in spintes, 
iudgemeut is more clere and will not corrumpe, 
and migbtie redy to speden thynges that been de- 
sired. But the soules of men moten needes been 
more free, whan thei looken hem in the specula- 
i cion, or lookyng of the deuine thought, and lasse 
free whan tbei sliden into the bodies, and yet lasse 
free whan thei been gathered togither, and com- 
prehended in yearthly members, but the last 
seruage is, whan that thei been yeuen to vices, and 
haue ifall from the possession of hir proper reason. 
For after that thei haue caste awaie hir iyen, fro 
the light of the soueraine sotbefastnesse, to lowe 
thynges and darcke, auone thei darcken by the 
cloude of ignoraunce, and be troubled by felonous 
talentes, to the whiche talentes, whan thei ap- 
prochen and assenteu, thei heapen and encreasen 
the seruage, whiche thei bane io3n[ied to hem self. 
And in this maner thei been caitiues, fro hir pro- 
per libertie, the whiche thyng nathelesse, the 
lookyng of the deuine purueiaunce seeth, that al 
thynges beholdeth and seeth fro eteme, and or- 
deineth hem eueriuhe in hir merites, as thei been 
predestinate, and it is said in Greke, that all 
thinges he seeth, and al tbmges he heareth. 


Puro clanm lumme Pheebum Melhflui emit oris 
Hmerusi 

Homer with the honie mouth, that is to saine, 
Homer with the sweete ditees singeth, that tht 
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Sonne is cleare by pure light Nathelesse, yet ne 
maie it not by the infirme light of his b^mes, 
breaken or percen the inwarde entrailes of the 
yeartb, or els of the sea. So ne seeth not God, 
maker of the greate worlde, to hym that looketh 
all thynges from an high, ne vnderstandeth no- 
thynges by heaumesse of the yearth, ne the night 
ne withstandeth not to hym by the black cloudes, 
thilke God seeth in o stroke of thought, all thynges 
that been, weren, or shull come : and thilke God, 
for he looketh and seeth all thynges alone, thou 
maist same that he is the verie soonne. 


Turn ego : en, mquamf difficiltori rursus amhiguttaie 
conJvndaTi 

Than said T thus, now am 1 confounded, by a 
more hard doubt thau 1 was. Philosoph. Wliat 
doubte is that (quod she) for certes, I coniecte now 
by soch things, thou art troubled. Boecius. It 
seemeth (quod 1) to repugnen and to contrarie 
greatlie, that God kuoweth beforne all thinges, and 
that there is any fredome or libertie, for if so bee 
that God looketh all thynges beforne, ne God ne 
maie not be^ deceiued m no maner. Than mote 
it needes bee, that all thynges the whiche that the 
purueighaunce of God, tith seen beforne to come, 
for which if that God knoweth tofome, not onely 
the werkes of men, but also hir counsailes and bir 
willes, than ne shall there bee no libertie of arbi- 
tree, ne certes, there ne maie bee none other deede, 
ne no wille, but the like whiche that the deuine 
purueighaunce (that ne may not been deceiued) 
hath feeled beforne, for if that thei mighten 
writhen awaie, in other maner, than thei been pur- 
ueighed, than ne should theie be no stedfast pre- 
science of thyng to cornea, but rather an vncer- 
taine opinion, the whiche thyng to trowen of GckI, 

X deme it felonie and ynlefuU. Ke 1 ne proue not 
the like same reason, as who saieth, I ne alowe 
not, or 1 ne praise not thilke same reason, by 
whiche that some men wenen, that thei mowen as- 
soilen, and vnknitten the knot of this question. 
For certes thei saine, that thyng nis not to comen, 
for that the purueighaunce of God, hath seen be- i 
fome that it is to comen, but rather the contrarie, 
and that is this, that for that the thynges is to 
comen, that therefore ne maie it not been bid fro 
the puruei^aunce of God* And in this maner, 
this necessitie slideth ayen into the contrarie partie, 
ne it ne behoueth not needes, that thynges betiden 
that been ipumeighed, but it behoueth nedes, that 
thynges that been to cornea been ipnrudghed, but 
as it wer itrauailed, as who saith, that thilke an- 
swere procedeth rl^t as though menne traoaileden 
or weren busie to enquiren, whiche Qiynge is 
cause of the which thynges. As whether the pre- 
science is Cause, of tiie necessitie of thynges to 
comen, or els that the necessitie of thinges to 
comen, is cause of the puniaghannce. But I ne 
enforce me not now to shewai it, that the betidyng 
of thynges iwiste beforne is necessaiie, how so or in 
what maner, that the order of causes hath it self, 
although that it ue seme not, that the prescience 
biyag in necessitie of betidyng, to thynges to 
comen. For certes, if that any wighte sitteth, it 
behoueth by necessitie, that the opinion be jsotb, 
ef hym that couiecteth that he sitteth, and ayen 


447 

warde also is it of the contrarie, for if the opinion 
bee sothe of any wight, for that he sitteth, it beho- 
ueth by necessitie that he sitte. Than is here ne- 
cessitie in that one, and in that other : for in that 
one is necessitie of sittyng, and certes in that other 
is necessitie of soth. But therfore ne sitteth not a 
wigbte, for that the opinion of the sittinghis sothe, 
but the opimon is rather sothe, for that a wight 
sitteth beforne. And thus although that the cause 
of the sothe, cometh of that other side, as who 
saieth, that al though the cause of sothe cometh of 
the sitting, and not the true opinion, algates yet 
is there a common necessitie, in that one, and in 
that other. Ihus seweth it, that 1 maie make 
semblable skilles, of the purueighance of God, and 
of thynges to comen. For although that for that 
thynges been to comen, therefore been thei pur- 
ueigbed, and not certes, for thei been purueighed, 
therfore ne betide thei not, nathelesse it behoueth 
by necessitie, that either the thynges it to comen, 
been ipurueycd of God, or eb that the thynges, 
that been purueighed of God betiden. And this 
thyngs onelie suflseth inough, to destroien the 
freedom of our arbittre, that is to sain, of our fre- 
^IL But certes, nowe she^eth it well bowe ferre 
fro the sothe. And how vpso doune is this thmg, 
that we seen that the betidyng of temporall 
thynges, is cause of the eteme prescience. But 
for to wenen that God puraeyeth the thynges to 
comen, for thei ben to conaen. What other th 3 mge 
is it but for to wene, that thilke thinges that betide 
whilom, been causes of thilke souerain purueigh- 
aunce, that is in God. And hereto adde I this 
thinges, that right as whan that I, wote that a 
thyng is, it behoueth by necessitie, that thflk self 
thing bee, and eke whan 1 bane knowen that any 
thyng shall betiden, so behoueth it by uecessiti^ 
that thilke same thynges betide. So followeth it 
than, that the betid3nQg of the thinges iwist beforne, 
ne maie not bee eschewed, and at the laste, if that 
any wigbte weoe a thyng, to been otherwise than it 

is, it nis not onely vnscience, but it is deceiuable 
opinion, full timers and forre fro the sotbe of science. 
Wherefore, if any thsmg bee so to comen, that the 
betidyng of it, ne bee not certaine, ne necessarie, 
who maieweten beforne, that thilke thing is to 
comen. For right as science, ne maie not be 
medled with falsenesse, as who saieth, that if I 
wote a thing, it ne maie not be false that 1 ne wote 

it, right of thilke thyng, that is conceined by 
science, ue maie not be none, otherwise than as it 
is conceiued, for that is the cause why, that science 

I wanteth lesing, as who saith, why that weting ne 
receiueth not lesyng of that it wote, for it beho- 
I ueth by necessitie, that euery thyng bee right, as 
science comprehendeth it to be. What sbal I tiian 
> sain, in whiche maner knoweth God, beforne ^ 
the thynges to comen, if thei ne be not certain^ 
for if that he deme, that thei been to comen th- 
escbnably, and so maie bee that it is possible, tbat 
thei ne shullen not comen, God is decdue^ bat 
not onely to trowen, -that God is deceiued, but for 
to speake it with moutfae, it is a folonoos syime; 
But if that God wote, t^t righte so as tbyngeg 
been to comen, so sbo^len tbd cornen, so tiiat he 
wote egally, as who saith indiffdrenlly, that thyngs 
mme bee doen, or els not idoem \>^at is f^lke 
prescience, that ne comprebendetii no certaine 
thyng ne stable, or els what d^forence is there bi^ 
twene the prescience of ihi^ iape, worthy Be* 
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iiinyng of Tiresie DeuhiOur, that saied. All that 
t sale (quod he) either it s^ll be^ or els it shall 
not bee, or els how moche is worthe the deuine 
prescience, more than the opinion of mankmde, if 
€0 bee that it demeth the thynges vncertame, as 
men doen. Of the whiche domes of men, the be- 
tidyng ms not certaine. But if so be, that none 
Tncertaia thynges, ne maie been in him, that is 
light certaine well of all thynges, than is the be> 
tidyng certaine of tbjlke thynges, wbiche that he 
hath wiste befome, fermely to comen, for wbiche 
it followetb, that the fredome of the counsailes, 
and of the werkes of manldnd nis none, sith that 
the thought of God, that seeth all thynges, with- 
out errour of falsnesse, bindeth and constraineth 
hem to a betidyng by necessitie. Aad if this thyng 
bee ones igrauirt^ and receiued, this is to same, 
that there ms no freewill, than sheweth it well, 
how great destruccion, and how greate domages 
there folowen of thinges of mankind, for in idell 
been there than puiposed, and behighte medes to 
good folke, and paincs to badde folke, sith that no 
mouyng of free courage volnntarie, ne hath not 
deserued hem, that is to saine, neither mede ne 
paiae. And it should seme than, that thilke thing 
is alderwoTst, which that is now demed for alder- 
moste lust, and moste nghtful. That is to sain, 
that shrewes been pnmshed, or elles that good 
folke bee iguerdone^ the wldche folkes sene that 
hir proper wtUe ne sente hem to that one, ne to 
that other. That is to sain, neither to good ne 
harme, but constraineth hem certain necessitie of 
thynges to comen, than ne shnllen there nener 
been, ne neuer wereu vice ne vertue, but it shullen 
rather be confusion of all desertes, medled without 
discrecion. And yet ther foloweth an other incon- 
nenience, of the wbiche there ne maie be thought 
no more felonoos, ne more wicked, and that is 
thus, that so as the order of th3n[iges is idel, and 
cometh of the purueiance of God, ne that notb5mg 
nis lefall, to the counsailes of mankmde, as who 
saieth, that men haue no power to doen notbyng, 
ne Will nothyng, than followeth it that our vices 
been referred to the maker of al good, as who saith 
than foloweth it, that God ought to haue the blame 
of our vic^, sith he constraineth vs by necessitie 
to doen vices, than nis there no reason to hopen m 
God, ne to praien to God, for what should any 
wight hopen to God, or why should he praien to 
God, sith that the o^enaunce of destmie, whiche 
that ne maie not been enelined, knitteth and strain- 
etb al thmges, that men maie desiren. Than should 
ther be doen awaie thilke onely aliaunce, betwen 
God and man, that is to sain, to hopen and to 
praien. But by the price of right wisnesse, and 
of very mekenesse, wee deseruen the guerdon pf 
dmine grace, whiche that is inestimable, that is to 
say, that is so great, that it ne maie not been full 
praised, and this is onely the maner, that is to sme, 
hope and praiers. For whiche it semeth that men 
woll speak with God, and by reason of supplica- 
cion, ben cooioiiied to thilke clerenes, that nis not 
approched no rather, or that men seken it and im- 
petren it. And if men ne wene not the hope ne 
praiers, ne haue no strengthes, by the necessitie of 
things to comen receiued, what thing is there than, 
by whiche we mowen been conioyned, and cleuen 
to thilke soueram prince of thynges. For whiche 
it behoueth by necessitie, that the linage of man- 
kinde, as thou song a little here beforne, bee de- 


parted and vnioined from his wele, and fallen of 
his beginnyng, that is to same God. 


Quanam discors fmlera rerum Coma resohit'^ quis 
tanta Deus, 8 ^c, 

What discordable cause hath to rent, and viiioyned 
the bindyng or the aliance of thynges, that is to 
sain, the coniunccions of God, and of man ^ whiche 
God hath established so. greate battaile, betwene 
these twoo sothfaste, or verie thynges, that is to 
sain, betwene the purueiaunce of God, and free 
will, that been singuler, and deuided, ne that thei 
ne wollen not been medled, ne coupled togeder ? 
But there ms no discorde to the very thinges, bat 
tbei cleauen alwaie certain to hemself. But the 
thought of man confounded and ouertbrowen, by 
the darke members of the body, ne maie not by 
fire of his darked lookyng, that is to same, by the 
vigour of his insight, while the soul is m the bodie, 
knowen the thyn subtell kmttynges of thynges. 
But wherefore escbaufeth it so by so great loue, to 
6 nden thilke notes of soth icouered, that is to 
saine, wherefore eschaufeth the thought of man, 
by so greate desire, to knowe thilke notificacions, 
that been ibid vnder the conerlnres of sothe ? wote 
it ought thilke thynge*, that it angtiisshous de- 
siretb to knowe ? as who saieth naie. For no man 
ne trauaileth, for to weten thynges that he wote. 
And therefore the textc saieth thus. 

But who trauaileth to weten thynges yknowe ? 
and if that he ne knoweth hem not, what seketh 
thilke blinde thought ^ what is he that desrreth 
any thynges, of whiche he wote nght naught ? as 
who saith, whoso desireth any thynges, needes 
somwhat he knpweth of it, or els he ne coud not 
desiren it. Or who maie followe thynges, that ne 
been not iwiste, and though that he seke the 
thynges, where shall he finde hem > What wight 
that is all vneonnyng^ and ignoraunt, maie know 
that for me, that is ifounde. 

But whan the soule beboldeth, and seeth the 
high thought, that is to saine God, than knoweth it 
togither the somme and singulanties, that is to 
sain, the principles, and eueriche of hem by hym- 
self. But now while the soule is hid in the doude, 
and in the darknesse of the membres of the bodie, 
it ne hath not al foryeten itself, but it witboldeth 
the somme of thynges, and leseth the singularities. 
Tlian whoso that seeketh sothenesse, he nis in nei- 
ther nother babite, for he wote not all, ne he ne 
hath not all foryetten, but yet hym remembreth 
the somme of thinges, that he withholdetb, and 
asketh counsaile, and retreateth depliche thinges 
iseen beforne, that is to saine, the great somme in 
his mind, so that he mow adden the partes, that 
he bath foryetten to thilke parties, that he hath 
witholden. 


Turn iUa, vetus, m'gud, hm est de providentta ^erela .* 
Mareoque Tullto, dfc. 

Tban saied she, this is (quod she) the olde question 
of the puriieighaaocie of God. And Marcus Tul- 
lius, whan he deuided the deuinacions, that is to 
saine, m his bookes that he wrote of deuinacions,, 
he moued greatlie this question, and thou thyself 
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liaste isought it moche, and vtterlie and long, but 
yet ne hath it not been determined, ne isped 
fermehe and diligentlle of any of you, and the 
cause of this darknesse, and of this difficultie is, 
for that the moumg of the reason of mankinde, ne 
maie not mouen to, that is to same, applien or 
ioyen to the sinaplicitie of the diuine prescience, 
the -which simplicite of the diuine prescience, if 
that men mighten thinken it in any maner. That 
is to saine, that if men mighten thinke, and com- 
prehenden the thinges, that God seeth himself 
than there dwelled utterly no doubt, the whicbe 
reason and cause of difficulties, I shall assaie at 
last to shewe and to speden, whan I haue firsts 
ispcnded, and answered to thy reasons, by whiche 
thou art moued, for I aske why thou wenest, that 
thilke reasons of hem that assoilcn this question, ne 
bee not spedfiill inough ne sufficient, the wbiche 
solucion or the which reason, for that it demeth, 
that the prescience is not of necessitie of thinges 
to come, as who saith, any other waie than thus, 
but that the dke thinges, that the prescience wote 
befbm ne maie not ynbetiden, that is to same, that 
thei moten betide. But than, if that prescience ne 
putteth none necessitie to thynges to comen, as 
thou thyself hast confessed it, and beknowe a little 
here brforae, what cause, or what is it, as who 
saith, there maie no cause bee, by whiche that the 
endes voluntane of thynges, mighten be constrained 
to certame betidynge For by grace of posicion, 
so that thou maie the better vnderstand this that 
followetb, I suppose that there ne bee no presci- 
ence : than aske 1 (quod she) m as moche as aper- 
taineth to that, sboulden than thynges that comen 
of free will, be constrained to betiding by necessi- 
tie > Boecius. Naie (quod I). Philosop. Than 
ayenwarde (quod she) I suppose that there be 
prescience, but that it ne putteth no necessitie to 
thinges, that trowe 1 that thilke same ftedome of 
will, shall dwellen al hole and absolute, and yn- 
bounden. But thou wilt same, that albeit so that 
prescience, nis not cause of the necessitie of betid- 
ing to thinges to comen algates yet it is a signe, 
that the thinges ben to betiden by necessitie. By 
this maner than, although that prescience had 
neuer be, yet al gates or at lest waie, it is certain 
thyng, that endes of betidinges of thinges, to comen 
sboulden bee necessarie. For euery thing sheweth 
and signifieth onely, what the thing is, but it ne 
maketh not the thing that it signifieth. For which 
it behouetfa, first to shew that nothing ne betidetb, 
that it ne betidetb by necessitie: so that it maie 
appeare, that the presoienoe is signe of necessitie: 
or els if there nere no necessitie, certes thilke pre- 
science ne might not be signe of thyng that nis 
not. But certes, it is now certain, that the proue 
of this isusteiiied by stedfiust reaSoni ne shall not 
been ladde, ne prou^ by signes ne by argnmentes, 
taken fro without, but by causes couenable and ne- 
cessarie. But thou maiest same, how maie it bee 
that the things ne betiden not, that ben pumeied 
to cornea ? But certes, right as we trowen that the 
thynges, whiche that the purueiaunce wote be- 
fome, to comen ne he not to betiden. But chat 
ne shold we not demen, but rather although thei 
shall betiden, yet ne haue thei no necessitie of hir 
kinde to betiden : and this maiest thou lightly ap- 
perceluen, by this that 1 shall sam. For we seen 
many thinges, whan thei been befbme our lyne, 
right as men seen the carter woorebyng in the 
VOL. L 
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tournj-ng, and in the attempring ot a dressing of 
his cartes or chariottes, and by this maner, as who 
sfU'eth, mait'tote thou ynderstandeof all other werke- 
m€ntt3. Llhere than any necessitie, as who saieth, 
m our lokyng, that constrainetborcompelleth, any 
of thilke thmges to been docn so ’ Boecius- Naie 
(quod I) for in idle and in vame were all the effecte 
of crafte, it that all thynges weren moued, by con- 
strainyn? of our iyen, or of our sight. Pfailosophie. 
The thynges than (quod she) that whan that men 
doen hem, ne haue no necessitie that men doen 
hem, eke tho same thynges first or thei bee dooen, 
thei been to comen without necess.tie : for why 
therbeen some thynges to bet'den,of wbiche the 
endes and the betidynges of hem, been absolute 
and quite of all necessitie. For certes, I ne trowe 
not that any manne would same this, that the 
thynges that men-ne doen now, that theme were to 
betiden first, er thei wer doen. And thilke same 
thinges, althongh men hadden wiste hem befome, 
yet thei haue free betidynges. For right as science 
of thynges present, ne bryngetb in no necessitie, 
to thynges that menne doen, right so to the pre- 
science of thynges to comen, ne bringeth in none 
necessitie, to thinges to betiden. But thou maieste 
sam, that of thilke same it is doubted, as whether 
I that of thilke thynges, that ne haue non issues and 
betidjmges necessaries, if thereof maie been any 
prescience. For certes, thei semen to dtscorden, 
foi thou wenest, that if that thynges been seen be- 
tbre, that necessitie followeth hemt and if neces- 
sitie failetb hem, tbei ne might not been wiste be- 
fore, and that nothyng maie be comprehended by 
science, but certain. Andi if tho thynges ne bane 
no certain betidynges, be pnrueigbed as certain, it 
should be darkenesse of opmion, not sothfestnesse 
of science. And tbou wenest that it be diners, fio 
the holinecse of science, that any man should deme 
a thyng, to bee otherwise than it is itself, and the 
cause ot ^is errour is, that of al the thmges, that 
euery wight bath knowe thei weue that tho thinges 
been knowe, onely by the strengthe, and by the 
nature of the thynges, that been wiste or knowe, 
and it is all the contrarie : for all that euer is 
knowe, it is rather compiehended and knowe, nut 
after his strength and his nature, but aftoi the 
facultie, that is to same, the poAer and the nature 
of hem that knowen. And foi that this thyng, 
should now shewe by a short ensample the round- 
nesse of a bodie, otherwise than the sight of the 
lye knowetli it, and otherwise than the touebyng. 
The lookyng, by castyng of his beames, waiteth 
and seeth from a farre, all the bodie togicher, with- 
out mouvng of itself, but the touchyng cleauetb to 
the rounde bodie, and moueth about the enairon- 
nyng, and comprebeodeth the parties by roundo- 
nesse, and the man hymself, otherwise faeholdeth 
bym, and otherwaies imaginacton, and otherwise 
reason, and otherwise intelligence: foe the wi^e 
comprehendeth without forth, the figure of the 
bodie of tnao, that is vnstablished m the matter 
subiect. But the imaglaacion comprrfieoaeth' 
onelie, the figure without the matter. Beason 
surmounteth imaginacion, and eompreheodeth by 
vniuersall lokyng, the common but the 

lye of intelligence is higher, ffirjtsunnouiiteth the 
enuironnyng of the vniuecatie;, and looketh otter 
that, by pure subtilitie of thought The like same 
simple forme, of man, that is perdurable, in the 
diume thought, in whiche this ought greatlie to be 
G g 
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coasideredi that the hiest strengths for to compre- 
henden thynges, embraseth and containeth the 
lower strengths, but the lower strength, ne ariseth 
not in no maner to the higher strength. For witte 
ne male comprehend noth3mg out of matter, ne 
the imaginacioD, ne looketh not the vniuersalle 
speces, ne reason ne taketh not tlie simple forme, 
so as intelligence taketh it. But intelligence that 
looketh al abouen, whan it hath comprehended the 
forme, it knoweth and demeth all the thynges, 
that been Tnder the forme, but she knoweth hem 
in thilke maner in whiche it comprehendeth thilke 
same simple forme, thatne male neuer bee knowen 
of none of that other, that is to saie, to none of 
tho three foresaied strengthes of the soule, for it 
knoweth the vniuersitie of reason, and the figure 
of imaginacion, and the sensible matenall con- 
eeiued by wit, ne it ne vseth not ne of reason, ne 
of imaginacion, ne of witte without forthe, hut it 
beholdeth all thynges, so as I shall saie, by a stroke 
of thought fermely, without discours of collacion. 
Certes, reason whan it looketh any thyng vniuersall, 
it ne vseth not of imaginacion ne witte, and algates 
yet it comprehendeth the thynges imaginable, and 
sensible, for reason is she that defii^sheth, the 
Tniuersalle of her conceipte, right thus. Man is a 
reasonable twoo footed b^t, and how so that this 
knowyng is ‘vniuersall, yet nis there no wight, that 
ne wote well, that a man is a thynge imaginable 
and sensible, and this same considered wdl reason, 
hut that ms not by imaginacion, nor by witte, but 
it loketh it by reasonable concmpcion. Also ima- 
ginacion, albeit so, that it taketh of witte the be- 
ginn3nig, to seen and formen the figures, algates 
although that witte ne were not presente, yet it 
enuironneth and comprehendeth all thynges sensi- 
ble, not by reason sensible of demyng, but by rea- 
son imaginatife. Seest thou not than, that all the 
thinges in knowyng, vsen more of hir facultie, or 
of hir power, than thei dooen of the facultie, or 
of power of thynges that been to knowen, ne that 
is no wronge, for so as euery iudgemente is : that | 
deede or doyng of^hym, that demeth, it behoueth 
that euery wight performe his werke, and his en- 
tencion, not fioraine pqwer^ but of his proper 
power. 


Quondam portkui aftuht Obscuros nimum senes, S^c. 

Than the porche, that is to saie, a gate of the 
tonne of Athenes there as philosophers hadden 
congregacion to dispute, tlnlk porche brought 
sometyme olde men, full darke in hir sentences, 
that is saie philosophers, that highten Stoiciens, 
that wende that images and sensibilities, that is to 
saie, sensible imaginacions, or els imaginacions of 
sensible -thinges, were emprinted into soules, fro 
bodies without foorthe, as who saieth, thilke Stoi- 
ciens wenden that the soule had bee naked of hym- 
self, as a mirrour, or a cleane perchemine, so that 
all figures musten first cornea fro thynges, fro 
suthout m to soules, and been cmpnnted into 
soules, right as we been wont^ somtyme by a 
swifte pomteu, to fixen letters emprinted m the 
smothness^ or la the plainesse of the table of 
uaxe, or in the parchemine; that hath no figure 
le note in it. Close. But now argueth Boece 
igainst that opinion, and saith thus. But if the 
iriuyng soule ne vnpliteth nothyng, that is to 


saine, ne dooeth thyng by his proper mouing, but 
sufireth and lieth subiect to the figures, and to the 
notes of bodies without forthe, and yeldeth images 
idell, yeuell and vaine, m the maner of a mirroure. 
Whence thriueth than, or whence cometh the 
like know3mg in our soulle, that discerneth and 
beholdeth all thynges, and whence is the ilke 
strengthe, that beholdeth the singular thynges, or 
els whence is the strengthe, that deuideth thynges 
iknowe, and thilke strength that gathered togither 
th3nQges deuided, and strength that choseth the 
enterchaunged waie: for somtyme it heaueth the 
hedde, that is to saie, that it heaueth vp the en- 
tencioQ, to right high thynges, and sometyme it 
discendeth into right lowe thynges, and whan it 
retoumeth into hym self, it reproueth and des- 
troyeth the false thynges, by the true thynges. 

Certes, this strength is cause more efficient, and 
moche more mightie, to seen and to knowen 
thynges, than thilke cause that suffireth and re- 
ceiueth the notes and figures, impressed in maner 
of matter. Algates the passion, that is to saie, the 
sufferaunce or the witte in the quicke bodie, goeth 
before exitynge, and mouyng the strengthes of the 
thought, right so as whan that clearenesse smiteth 
the jyen, and moueth hem to seen, or right so as 
voyce or soon hnrieth to the eares, and commoueth 
hem to hearken, than is the strengthe of the thought 
moued and excited, cleapeth forth to semblahlc 
mouynges, the speces that it balte within it self, 
and addeth the speces of the notes, and to thynges 
withoutforthe, and medleth the images of thynges 
withoutffirthe, to thynges bid mthin hymself. 


Quod si in corporibits sentient, quamvis officiant m- 
strumenta sensuum, dTc. 

But what is that in bodies to bee feled, that is to 
saie, in the taking: and in the knowyng of bodily 
thynges. And albeeit so that the qualities of bodies, 
that be obiecte fro withoutfoorthe, mouen and 
entalenten the instnimentes of the wittes, and all 
bee it so, that the passion of the bodies that is to 
saine, t^ witte, or the sufirannce, goeth befome 
the stroagth, or the woordiynge courage, the 
wbkhe passion or sufferaunce, cleapeth forthe the 
deede of the thought in it self, and moueth and 
exciteth in this meane while, the formes that resten 
within foorthe, and insensible bodies, as 1 hauc 
said, our courages nis not taught or emprinted, by 
passion to knowe these thinges, but demeth and 
knoweth of his owne strength, the passion or suf- 
feraunce, subiecte to the bodie : moche more than 
tho thynges been absolute, and quicke fro all ta- 
ientes, or affections of bodies, as God or his angels, 
ne fblowen not in discemyng thynges obiect fro 
withoutforth, but thei accomplishen and speden, 
the deedes of hir thought By this reason than 
there comen many maner of knowynges, to diuerse 
and to diffiyng substaunces. 

For the witte of the bodie, the whiche wit is 
naked, and dispoiled of all other knowing, thilke 
witte cometh to beastes, the whiche ne ihowen not 
mouen hem self here and there, as oysters and 
muskelles, and other soche shelfishe of the sea, 
that cleauen and been nourished to rockes, but the 
imaginacion cometh of lemuable beastes, that 
semen to haue talente to flien, or to desiren any 
thyng ; reason is alonelie the linage of mann 
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flcmdc, rig^ht as intelligence is alonelie the diuine 
nature, of whicJbe it followeth, that the ilke knowyng 
3S more worthe than is either sens it knoweth by 
his pro^ nature, not onelie his snbiecte, as who 
saieth, it ne knoweth not alonelie, that app^aineth 
properlie to his lctiow 3 nag, but it knoweth the sub- 
lectes of all other knowyngcs. ' But how shall it 
than bee, if that witte aud imaginacion, striuen 
ayen reasonyng, and sain that of the ilke vniuersall 
thynge, that reason weneth to seen, that it nis 
ri^t naught, for witte and imaginacion same, that 
that is sensible or imaginable, it ne male not been 
vniuersall* 

Than is there either the iudgement of reason 
sothe, ne that there nis nothyng sensible, or els for 
that reason wote well, that many thinges been sub- 
ject to wit, and to imaginacion : than is the Con- 
cepcion of reason, vain and false, whiche that 
loketh and comprebendeth that that is sensible 
and singuler, as vniuersall. And if that the rea- 
son would i^swere ayenste these twoo, that is to 
saie, to witte and imaginacion, and saie that sothly 
she her self that is to saht reason, loketh and com- 
prehendeth by reason of vniueraalitie, both that 
that is sensible, and that that is imaginable, and 
thilke twoo, that is to sain, witte and imaginacion, 
ue mowen not stretchen hem self, to the knowynge 
of vniuersalitee, for that the knowing of hem ne 
maie not exceden, nesurmonnten the b^ily figures* 
Certes, of the knowyng of thynges, men oughten 
rather yeaen more credence, to the more st^fast, 
and to the more perlite iudgemente, in this maner 
strmyng, than we that haue strengtheof reasonyng, 
and of imaginacion, and of witte, that is to saie, 
by reason and by imaginacion, wee would rather 
praise the cause of reason, as who saieth, than the 
Cause of witte, and of ymaginacion* Semblahle 
thing is it, that the reason of maukinde ne weneth 
not, that the diuhie intelligence, beholdeth or 
Jmoweth thynges to come, but right as the reason 
of mankinde knoweth hem: for thou argmste thus, 
that if that it ne seme not to men, that some 
thynges haue certame betidynges, thei ne maie 
not be wiste, before certamlie to betiden, and than 
is there no prescience of thilke thynges, and if we 
trowe, that prescience bee in these thynges, than 
is there nothyng, that betideth by necessitie But 
if we might haue the iudgemente, of the diuine 
thought, as we been parteners of reason, right so 
as we haue demed, that it beboueth by nnagina- 
cion and witte, and beneth reason, right so would 
we demen, that it were rightfoll thyng, that mannes 
reason ought to snbmitte it self, to he beneath the 
dimne thought, ibr whiche if wee maie, as who 
saieth, that if wee I counsaile, that we en- 
baimce vs in the height of thilke sQtierain intelU- 
gence, for there shall reason well seen that, that it 
ne male not beholde in it sel^ and cextes, that is 
thus, in what maner the prescience of God, seeth 
all thyngs and difhnisheth, all though thei baue 
no certain betidynges: ne this is none ophiiou, 
but rather the simplicitie of the souerain science 
that IS not shet, within no maner of boundes* 


Siua» tmu . iemu ammaiia pemeani Jign^rk* Nan-- 
eUa extenia twU eorpare, 

The beastes passen by the yeartbes, by full dluers 
Bgares, ibr some of hem haue hir bodies stranght. 
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and crepen in the dust, and drawen after hem a 
trace, or a forough continued, that is to saie, as 
neders and snail es, and other beast^ by the wan> 
dcryng lightnesse of hir winges, beaten the windes, 
and oner swimmen the spaces of the long aire, by 
moste fliyng. 

And other beastes gladden hemself, to diggen 
hir traces, or hir steppes in the yearthe, with hir 
goyng, or with hir feete, and to gon either by the 
greene fieldes, or els to walken vnder the woodes. 
And all it be so that thou seest, that thei discor- 
den by diuers formes, algates hir faces eoclined, 
heauieth hir dulle wittes, onely the Image of manne 
beaueth highest his hie bedde, and standetb light 
with his vpright body, and beholdeth the yearthes 
vnder hym. And but if thou yearthlie manne 
wareste euill out of thy wit, this figure amonesteth, 
thee that askest the Heauen, with thy right visage, 
and haste areised thy forehedde, to bearen vp on 
high thy courage, so that thy thought ne bee not 
beamed, ne put lowe vnder foote, sith that thy 
body is so high areised. 


Quoniam igtiur, uti paulo ante monstratum ^st, ooztte 
scitur, 

Theeefoee than, as I haue shewed a little here 
heforn that al thing that it wist, nis not knowen by 
his nature proper, but by the nature of hem that 
comprehenden it. Let vs loken now, m as moche 
as it is lefull to vs, as who- saieth, let vs looken 
now as wee maie, whiche that is the estate of the 
dioine sobstaunce, so that wee maie well knove* 
eke what his science is* To eommon lodgemeBt 
of al creatures reasonables, than is, that God is 
eteme. Let vs consider than, what is etenaitee, 
for certes, that shall shewen vs togider, the diuine 
nature, and the diuine science* Remitee than is 
perfite possession, and all together of life inter- 
minable, and that sheweth the more clcralie, by 
the comparison or coUasion of temporall thyi^es. 

For all thyi^ that Imeth in tyme, it is present, 
and procedeth fro preterifees, into futures, that is 
to saine, from time passed, into time comauug : ne 
there nis nothing established m tyme, that mme 
enbraceu togither, all the space of this life, for 
certes, yet ne hath it not taken, the tyme of to 
morowe, and it hath lost that of yester daie. And 
certes, in the life of this dale, ye ne liuen no more, 
but nght as m this mooable, and traasitorie mo- 
ment. Than thilke thyng thatsuffereth temporall 
, condicion, all though that it neuer began to be, ne 
thought it neuer cease to be (as Ar^toteles demed 
of the world) and although the life of it be stretched 
I with infinite of tyme, yet algates nis it no soohe 
thynge, as men might txowen by right that itk 
eteme. For all though that it comprehende, and 
embrace the space of the life infinite, yet algat^ 
ne embrasethe it not the space of the life all tqgl^ 
th^, foritne bathe not the futures that besot 
yet: ne it ne hath no lenger the preted^, that 
ben done or passed. But thiike tbisig tha% that 
hath and comprehendeth togidec the plittte of 
the lif^ iutermioabl^ to whora there ne fiwleth 
nought of toe falure,.^andtnwheiDith^m nis- nought 
of the preterite escaped or pwd,-tbake same is 
ywitneased and proued by right to ben eteme. 
And it behouethfi by necessite that thilke thtug 
be alway preseate to him. selfe, and competent. 
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as who saith, alway piesent to him selfe, and so 
mighty, that all be nght at his plesaunce, and that 
he haue al present the infinite of the mouable tyme* 
■V^erfore some men trowen wrongftillye, that whan 
they heren that it semed to Plato, that this world 
had neuer beginnmge of time, that it neuer shall 
haue iaylynge : they wene in thilke maner, that 
this worlde be maked eteme, wy th his maker, as 
who saythe, they wene that this worlde and God be 
maked togither eteme. And that is a wronglhl 
wening for other thing it is to be ladde by the life 
mtermmable, as Plato graunted to the worlde, 
and other thinge it is to enbrace togither al the 
presence of the life that is interminably which 
thinge is clere and manifest to the dyuine thought 
Ne it ne shalde not seme to vs that God is elder 
than thtnges that ben maked by quantile of time, 
but rather by the prosperite of his simple na- 
ture. For this- ilkc infynyte mouynges of temperal 
thyngea, foloweth thys presentary estate of thys 
lyfe immouable, and so as it ne maie not coun- 
trefeten ne faine it, ne be enenlike to it for the 
immobilite, that is to say, that is in the etemite of | 
God, it failetb, and faileth in to mowing fro the 
simplicite of the presence of God, and disencreaseth 
in the infinite quantite of future and preterite. And 
so as it may not haue togyder all the plentie of the 
lyfe, algates yet for as moch as it ceaseth neuer, 
for to ben in some maner, yet it semeth somdele to 
Ts, that it foloweth and ressembleth thilke thinge, 
that it ne may not attaiae to ne fulfillen, and 
bindeth it selfe to some maner presence of thys 
lytel moment: the whiche presence of this lytel 
and swififce moment for that it beareth a maner 
ymage of likenesse of the aye dwelling of God : 
it grauntetb to soche maner thinges, as it betideth 
to, that it semeth hem as these thynges haue ben, 
and ben. And for that the presence of soche lytel 
moment ne may not dwell, therfore it rauished 
and toke thinfinite waie of time, that is to saye, 
by succession, and by this manere it is done, for 
that it shalde continue the life in goyng, of the 
whiche lyfe it ne might not enbrace the plentie of 
dwelling. And for thy, if we wollen put worthy 
names to thinges that fobweu Plato, let us saye 
than sothdyc, that God is eteme, and that the 
woride is perpetnell. Than sithe euery iudgement 
knoweth and comprehendeth by his owne nature, 
thinges that ben subiect Tntohym, there is to God 
alwayes an eteme and a presentarie estate. And 
the scyence of hym that ouerpasseth al temporal 
m ment, dwelleth in simplicite of his presence, 
and enbraseth and consydereth all the mfynite 
spaces of tymes preteritees, and of tymes futures. 
And loketh m his simple knowing, al thynges of 
preterite, nght as they weren ydon presently right 
nowe. If thou wolte than thynken and aduise the 
prescience, by whiche it knoweth al thinges, thou 
ne Shalt not demen it as prescience of thinges to 
comen, but thou shalt demen more rightfully that 
is science of presence or of instance that neuer ne 
faileth, for whiche it nis not ycleped prouidence, 
but it shuld rather ben cleped purueiaunce, which 
is established full ferre fro right low thinges, and 
heholdeth from a ferre al thinges, right as it were 
fro the hye hyght of thynges. Why asketh thou 
than, or why di^utestthou than the thilke thynges 
ben doen by necessite, 'which e that ben ysene and 
yknowen by the diiune sight, sythe that fbrsothe 
men ue maken nat thilke thynges necessary, whiche 


that they sene ben ydon in hir sight, for addeth 
thv beholding any necessite, to thilke thinges 
whiche thou beholdest present? B. Nay e (quod I). 
P. Certes (quod she) than, yf men mighten maken 
any digne comparison or collacion of the presence 
diuine, and of the presence of mankind, nght so 
as ye sene some thinges in this temporal presence, 
right so seeth God all thing by his eteme presence. 

I Wherfore this diuine prescience ne chaungeth not 
the nature of the propertie of thinges, but be- 
holdeth soch thinges present to him warde, as they 
I shulden betyden to you warde in tyme to comen. 
Ne it ne confoundeth not the iudgement of thinges, 
but by one sight of his thought, he knoweth the 
thinges to comen, as wel necessary as not neces- 
sarie. Right so whan ye sene togither a man 
walke on the erthe, and the sonne arisen m the 
Heauen, al be it so that ye sene al togither that 
one and that other; yet neuertheles ye demen 
and discemen, that that one is voluntary, and that 
other IS necessary: right so than the diuine lokinge, 
beholdinge all thinges vnder him, ne troubleth nat 
the qualite of thinges that ben certainly present to 
himwarde, but as to the condicion of tyme, for- 
sothe they ben future, for whiche it foloweth that 
this nys none opinion, but rather a stedfaste know- 
ing ystrengthed by sothenesse, that whan that God 
knoweth any thinge to be, he ne vnwote nat that 
thilke thynge wantethe necessite to be, this is to 
saii^ that whan that God knoweth any thinge to 
betide, he wote wel that it ne hath no necessite to 
betide. And yf thou seist here that thilke thing 
that God seeth to betide, it ne may nat vnbetide, 
as who saythe it mote betyde, and thilke thinge 
tbatne may nat vnbetide, it mote betiden by ne- 
cessite, and that thou streyn me to this name of 
the necessite. Certes I will well confessen and be- 
knowen a thynge of full sad trouthe, but vnneth 
shall there anic wight mow sene it or come thereto, 
but if that he be beholder of the diuine thought, 
for I will answere the thus, that thilke thinge that 
IS future whan it is referred to the diuine knowmge 
than it is necessarie. Bat certes whan it is vnder- 
standen in his owne kind, men sene it vtterly fre 
and absolute fro all necessyte. For certes there 
ben two maners of necessitees, that one necessite 
is simple, as thus, that it behoueth by necessite 
that all men be mortall or deedlye. Another 
necessite is condycionell, as thus, yf thou wost 
that a man walketh, it behoueth by necessite 
that he walke, thilke thing than that any wight 
hath yknowe to be, it ne may nat be none other 
wyse than he knoweth it to be. But this condicion 
ne draweth not with her thilke necessite simple, for 
certes this necessite condicionell, the propre nature 
of it ne maketh it nat, hut the adiection of the 
condicion maketh it For no necessite ne con- 
straineth a man to gon, that goetb by his proper 
wil al be it so that whan he goth, that is necessary 
that he goth. Right on this same maner than, 
3rf that the purueiaunce of God seeth any thinge 
present, than mote thilke thinge ben by necessyte, 
all thoughe that it ne haue no necessyte of his 
owne nature. But certes the futures that betyden 
by fredon of arbytrie, God seeth hem al togider 
present. These thynges than if they ben referred 
to the diuine sight, than ben they maked neces- 
sarie by the condicion of the dmme knowmge. But 
certes, if thilke thinges ben considered by hem 
selfe, they been absolute of necessitie, and ne fbi- 
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letten not, ne cessen not of the libertie of hir owne 
nature. Than certes, without dout all the tbinges 
shullen ben don whiche that God wote befom that 
they ben to comen and betiden of fre arbitrie, or 
of free wyll, that al be it so that they betiden, yet 
algates ne lese they not hir proper nature in 
beynge, by the whiche firste or they weren doen, 
they hadden power not to haue betidde. Boecius. 
What is this to saine than (quod I) that thinges ne 
be not necessary by hir proper nature, so that 
they cotnen m al hir maners in the likenesse of 
necessie, by condicion of the dmine science ? Phi- 
losophic. This is the difference (quod she) that tho 
thinges which that I purposed thee a lytel here 
befome, that is to saine, sonne a risyng, and the 
man walking, that ther whiles that thilk thinges 
ben done, they ne might not ben vndoone. Nathe- 
lesse that one of hem or it was done, it behoueth 
by necessite that it was doone, but not that other. 
Right so it is here that the thynges whiche that 
God hath present, withouten doute they shullen 
ben, but some of hem discendeth of the nature of 
thynges, as the sonne ansinge, and some discendeth 
of the power of the doers, as the manne walkinge. 
Boecius. Than said I, no wronge, that if these 
thynges bee referred to the dmine knowing, than 
ben they necessaiie, and if they been cosydred by 
hem selfe, than been they absolute fro the bonde 
of necessite. Righth so as al thinges that apereth 
or sheweth to the wittes, if thou referre hem to 
leason It is vniuersall, and if thou loke it or refer 
it to it self, than is it slnguler. But nowe if thou 
saiest thus, that if that it be m my power to 
chaungen my purpose, than shall I voiden the 
purueiaunce of God, whan perauenture, I shall 
haue chaunged the thinges whiche that he knoweth 
befome. 

Philosophic. Than shall I aosweren the thus: 
certes thou maiste wel chaunge thy purpose, but 
for as moche as the present sothnesse of the diuine 
purueiaunce beholdeth that thou maiste chaunge 
thy purpose, and whether thou chaunge it or no, 
and whitherwaid that thou toume it, thou ne maist 
not e&chue the diuine prescience, right so thou ne 
maiste not slid the sight of the presenti ye, al- 
though that thou toume thy self by thy fre wil in 
to diuers actions. But thou maiste same ayen to 
this thus: how shall it than be, shall not the 
dmine science hen chaunge by my disposicion, 
whan that I will one thing nowe, and now another 
thinge ? And thilke prescience ne semeth it not to 
entrechaunge stoundes of knowinge, as who saithe, 
ne shal it not semen to vs, that tire diuine pre- 
science entrechaungeth his diuers stoundes of know- 
inge, so that it knowe sometime one thing, and 
sometime it knoweth the coutrarie of that thing ^ 
Philo, 

No forsothe (quod she) for the diuine sight ren- 
neth befome and seeth al the futures, and depetb 
hem ayen, and retoumeth hem to the propre pre- 
science of his propre knowinge, ne he entre- 
channgeth not so as thou wenest the stoundes of 
his foreknowing, as nowe this, nowe that: but he 
dwelling aye comcth befome, and embraseth at o 
stroke ad the mutacions. And this prescience to 
comprehenden and to sene al thinges, God ne hath 
not taken it of the betidinges of thinges to cornea 
but of his propre symplicite. And hereby is assoiled 
thi|ke thinges that thou puttest a litel here befome, 
that is to saine, that it is vnworthy thing to sain, 
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that our futures yeuen cause of the prescience of 
God. For cert« strength of the deuine science, 
whiche that embraseth al thinges by his presentary 
knowing, establisheth maner to all thynges, and 
it ne oweth not to latter thinges. And sithe that 
these thinges ben thus, that is to saine, that ne- 
cessite is not in thinges by the diuine prescience, 
than is ther fredom of arbitrie that dwelleth hole 
and vnwemmed to mortal men, ne the lawes ne 
purposen not wycked medes, and paines to the 
willinges of men, that ben vnboonden and quite of 
all necessite : and God beholder and foreweter of 
al thinges dwelleth aboue, and the presente etemite 
of Sight, renneth alwaye wyth the diuers qualite 
of our dedes, dispensyng or ordeining medes to 
good men, and tourmentes to wicked men. Ne 
in ydel ne in vaine ne ben ther not put in God 
hope and praiers, that ne mowen not ben xoi- 
spedeful ne without effecte, whan they ben right- 
fill. 

Withstande than and eschewe thou vyces, wor- 
shippe and loue thou vertues, areyse thy corage to 
rightful hopes, yelde thou humble praiers and 
highe. Greate necessyte of prowesse and of ver- 
tue, is encharged and commaunded to you if ye 
nil not dissimulen, sith that ye worchen and doone, 
that IS to saine, your dedes and youre werkes be- 
forae the eyeu of the mdge, that seeth and also 
that demeth al thinges. Deo grat!as« 

THUS EKDETH THE BOKE OF BOECIUS OF THE CONSOLACIOH 
OF FBlLOSOPHIE. 


THE 

CONCLUCIONS OF THE ASTROLAEIK 

Lytel Lowys my sonne, I perccne well by certaine^ 
euideuces tbyne abylyte to lerne scyences, touch- 
ing nombres and proporcions and also well con- 
sydre I thy besye prayer in especyal to leme 
the tretyse of the astrol^ye. Than for as moche 
as a philosopher ^ithe, he wrapeth hym in his 
frende, that condiscendeth to the ryghtfuU prayers 
of his frende • therefore I haue giuen thee a suffi- 
cient astrolabye for oure orizont, compowued after 
the latitude of Oxenforde: upon the whiche by 
mediacion of this lytell treatise, I purpose to teache 
thee a certaine nombre of conclusions, pertainyng 
to this same instrument. I say a certaine of con- 
clusions for thre causes, the first cau^ is this. 
Truste wel that al the conclusions that haue be 
founden, or ells possiblye mght he founde in su 
noble an instrument as in the astrolabye, ben vn- 
knowen perfitely to anye mortal man in ibis region, 
as I suppose. Another cause is this, that sothely 
m any cartes of the astrolabye that I haue ysene, 
there ben some conclusions, that wol not in al 
thinges perfourme hir behestes : and some of hem 
ben to harde to thy tender age of ten yere to* con- 
cmue. This tr^tise deuid^ in fine 'parts wil ^ I 
shewe the wondCT light rules and naked wcyndes in 
! Englishe, for Latine ne canst thou nat yet but 
smale, my htel sonne. But nenarthelesse suffiseth 
to the these trewe conclusyons in as wel. 

as suffiseth to this noble cleskes Grel^ these same 
conclusions m Greke, and to the Arad)ines in Ara- 
bike, and to lewes in I^ebrewe, and to the Latin 
folke in Latyn ; which Latyn foike had hem firste 
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out of other diuers langages, and write hem in hir 
ownc tonge, that is to same in Latme. 

And God wote that m all these languages and 
in manye mo, haae these conclusyons ben suffi,- 
cyentlye lemed and taught, and yet by diuers 
rules, right as diuers pathes leaden diners folke 
the right waye to Home. 

Now wol I pray mekely euery person discrete, 
that redeth or heareth this litel tieatise to haue 
my lude ententing excused, and my superfluite of 
wordes, for two causes. The first cause for j 
that curious endityng and harde sentences is ful 
heny at ones, for soch a childe to leme. And the 
seconde cause is this, that sothely me semeth 
better to wnten vnto a childe twise a good sentence, 
than he foriete it ones. And Lowis if it so be that 
I sbewe the m my hth Enghshe, as tiew conclu- 
sions touching this mater, and not onely as trewe 
but as many and subtil conclusions, as bene yshewed 
in latin, in any comon treatise of the astrolabye, 
conne me the more thanke, and praye God saue 
the kinge, that is lorde of this langage, and all that 
him faith bearcth, and obeieth euerich in bis degre, 
the more and the lasse. But consydre thwell, that 
I ne vsurpe not to haue founden this werke of my 
labour or of mine engm. I nam but a leude 
compilatour of the laboure of olde astrologiens, 
and haye it translated m myn Englishe onely for 
thy doctrine : and with this swerde shal I slene 
enuy. 

The Jirst party- 

The firste partye of this treatise shall reherce the 
figures, and the membres of thyne astrolaby, by- 
cause that thou shake haue the greater knowinge of 
thme owne instrument. 

The seconde party. 

The seconde partye, shall teche the to werken the 
verypractike of the foresaid conclusions, asfer- 
forthe and also narowe as may be shewed in so 
male an instrumente portatife, aboute. For wel 
wote euery astrologien, that smallest fractions ne 
wol not be showed in so small an instrument, as in 
subtil tables calouled for a cause. 

The timde partye. 

The thirde partye shal containe diuers tables, of 
longitudes and latitudes of sterres, fixe in the as- 
trolabie. And tables of the declinacions of the 
^nne, and tables of the longitude of cities and 
townes. And tables as wel for the gouemacion of 
the clocke, as for to finde the altitude meridian, 
and many an other notable concUicion after the 
kalenders of the reuerent clerkes frere Ihon Som, 
and frere N« Lenne. 

The fourth partye. 

The fourth partye shall be a theorike, to declare 
the meaninge of the celestiall bodyes, wyth the 
causes, the whiche the fourthe parfie in special 
shal^ shew in a table of the very meurage of the 
Modne, from one to one, euery daye and euery 
signe, after thin almanacke. Upon the which table 
there folowetb a canon, sufficyent to teach as wel 
in maner of workynge in the same conclusions, as 
to knowe in our orizionte, with which degre of 
zodiack the Moone ariseth in any latitude, and the 
arisinge in any planete after bis latitude fto the 
eclyptyke lyne. 


Tkejyfte paiiye. 

The fythe partye shall ben an introductorye, after 
the statutes of our doctours on whiche, thou mayste 
lerne a great parte of the generall rules of theorike 
in astrologie, in whiche fyfthe partie thou shake 
finde tables of equacions of houses, after the lati- 
tude of Oxenfbrde, and tables of dignitees of 
pianettes, and other noteful tbinges, if God vouebe 
safe and bis mother the mayden, mo than I behete. 

Therynge, 

Thv astiolabye hath a ringe to putten on thy thomb 
one thy right honde, in takinge of the heyght of 
thinges. And take kepe, from hence foiwarde I 
wol clepe the heyght of heuy thing, that is take 
by the rule, the altytude withouten mo wordes. 

The turet. 

This ringe ronneth in a maner of a turet, fastened 
to the moder of thin astrolabye, in a roume a 
space that it distioubeleth not the instrument to 
hangtn after his right centure. The moder of 
thin astrolabye is thickest by the bnnks that is the 
vtmoste mg with degrees: aud al the mydedle 
within the ryuge shall be thynner, to receiue the 
plates for diuers clymates, and also fortheiethe, 
that IS shape in manner of a net, or els after the 
webbe of a loppe. 

I The moder, 

I The moder of thin astrolabye is the thickest plate 
perced with a large hole, that recciueth in her 
wombe thethinne plates compowned of diuers cly- 
mats, and tby reete shapen in maner of a net or 
of a web of a lope. 

Of tkefowetynes. 

This moder is deuided on the backhalfe with a 
line that ootneth discendynge fro the ryng down to 
tho netberest bordure, the which line, fro the for- 
said nng vnto the centre of the large hole amidde, 
is cleped soutbe line, or els the line meridionall: 
and the remenaunt pf this line doone to the 
bordure is cleped the uerthe hne, or all the line 
of the midnight. 

Offower lines, East, West, Nor the, and Southe, 
OuBHTirwAiriEthis ibresaied long line, there crosseth 
hym an other line of the same length, fro easte to 
weste, of the which line, from a little crosse in the 
bordure vnto the centure of the large hole, is. 
cleaped the east line, or els the line oriental: and 
the remenaunte of the line, fro the foresaied on- 
entail vnto the bordure, is icleped the weste line, 

' or the line occidental!. 

Now hast thou here the fewer quarters of thin 
astrolabie, deuided after the fewer pnncipall plages, 
or quarters of the firmament, 

Whiche u the right side, and whiche is the left. 

The easte saide of the astrolabie, is cleaped the 
right side, and the weste side is cleaped the lefte 
side. Foryet not this little Lowis. Put the nng of 
thyne astrolabie, vppon the thombe of thy right 
hande, and than woll his right side bee tow^e 
thy left' side, and his left side woll be towarde the 
right side. Take this rule generall, as well on the 
backe, as on the wombe side. Uppon the ende of 
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ills easte line (as I firste saied) is imarked a 111 
crosse, where as euermore geoexally is considered, 
the entryng of the easte degree, in the whiche the 
Sonne ariseth. 

The degrees fro the east line, to the southe. 

Fro the little crosse, vp to the ende of the meri- 
dional! line voder the ryng shalt thou finde the 
bordure, deuided with xc. degrees, and by that 
same proporcion is euery quarter of thyn astrolabie 
deuided, ouer the whiche degrees, there been num- 
bers of augrim, that deuiden thilke same degrees 
fro fiue to fine, as sheweth by longe strikes bitwene: 
of the whiche by long strikes the space bitwene, 
conteineth a mile waie, and euery degree of thilke 
bordure, conteineth fewer minutes, that is to saie, 
fower minutes of an houre. 

Of the tvaelue signes, ArieSj Taunts, Gemini, Cancer, 
and the other* 

Vnder the compasse of thilke degrees, been written 
the names of the twdue signes, as Aries, Taurus, 
iSemini, Cancer, Leo, Uirgo, libra, Scorpio, Sagit- 
tarius, Capricornus, Aquarius, and Pisces. And 
the nombers of the degrees of the signes, been 
written in augrime abone, and with long diuisions, 
from fiue to fiue, deuided from the tyme that the 
signe entreth vnto the laste ende. But vnderstande 
well, that these degrees of signes, been eueriche of 
hem considered of lx. minutes, and euery minute 
of lx. secondes, and so foorthe into small fractions 
infinite, as saieth Alcabucius. And therefore knowe 
well, that a degree of the bordure, contalneth 
fower minutes, and a degre of a signe, containeth 
lx. minutes, and bane this in mmde* 

The cerde of the dates. 

Nexte this fblloweth the cercle of the dsues, that 
been figured in noaner of the degrees, that con- 
temen m nomber three hundred, three score and 
fiue, deuided also with longe strikes from fiue to 
fiue, and the nombers of augrime, written vnder 
the cercle. 

The cOrcle of the twelue monethes. 

Nexte the cercle of dales, followeth the cercle of 
the twelue names of the monethes, that is to saie, 
lanuarius, Febnianoi^ Mardus, April], Maius, 
lunius, lulius, August, Septemhor, October, No- 
uember, December. 

The names of these monethes taken hir names, 
some for properties, and some by statutes of em- 
perours, aid some by other lordes of Boome. Eke of 
these monethes, as liked to lulius Cesar, and Cesar 
Augustas, some wer icompouned of diners nombers 
of daies^ as Inly and AuguSL Than hath lauua- 
rius xxxi. dales, Fdiruarius, xxviii, Marcius, xxxi* 
April thirtie. Maie, xxsd. lunins thirtie. August, 
xxxi. September thirtie. October thirtie and one. 
Kouember thirtie. December xxxi. Nathelesse al- 
though that lulius Cesar toke two dales out of 
Feuerire, and put hem iu his monethe of luly, and 
Augustus Cesar cleaped the monethe of Auguste 
after name, and ordained it of one and thirtie 
dales yet trust, well that the Sonne dwelleth ther- 
fore neuer tlie more, ne the lesse in one ague, 
than in an other. 


The names qf the holie daies. 

Than followeth the names of the holie daies in the 
Ealender, and next hem the letters, A. B. C. on 
whiche thei fallen. 

The scale of the asirolahie* 

Nest the foresaied cercle of the A B. C.' vnder the 
crosse line is marked the scale, in maner of twoo 
squaires, or els in maner of ledders, that serueth 
by his ssii. poinctes, and his diuisions of full many 
a subtell conclusion of this foresaid scale : for the 
crosse line vnto the verie angle, is cleaped vmbra 
recta, or els vmbra extensa, and the neather par* 
tie vmbra versa. 

The rule, 

Th4n hast thou a broade rule, that hath on euery 
ende a square plate, parted with certaine holes, 
some more, and some lesse, to recemen thestremes 
of the Sonne by daie, and eke by mediacion of 
thyne iye, to knowe the altitude of the sterres by 
night. 

The pin, oAicke is 2magined to he pde ar^le and the 
horse* 

Than is there a large pin, in maner of an exiltre, 
that goth through the hole that haite the tables of 
the chmathes m the reeth, in the wombe of the 
moder, thorowe which pin there goetb a little 
wedge the whiche is clep^ the horse, that straineth 
all these partes togither. This foresaid greSat pin, 
in maner of an exiltre, is imagined to be the pole 
artike in tbyne astrolabie. 

For lines on the wombe side* 

Tete wombe side of thyne astrolabie is also diuided, 
with a longe crosse in fower quarters, from the east 
to weste, and from the southe to northe, from right 
side to left side, as is the backeside. 

The degrees of the wombe side* 

Tue border of whiche wombe side, is deuided firo 
the poinct of the east line, vnto the poinct of the 
south line, vnder the rynge in xc. degrees, and by 
the same proporcion, is euery quarter deuided, as 
is the backside, that amounteth three hundred lx. 
degrees. And vnderstande well, that the degrees 
of this border, been aunswerynge and consentyng 
to the degrees of equmoctiall, that is deuided in 
the same nomber, as euery other cercle is in the 
hie heanen. 

This border is deuided also with xxifi. Tetters, 
and a small crosse aboue the south line that 
sheweth the xxiiii. houses equales of the clocke. 
And I haue saied fine of these degrees maken a 
mile waie^ and three mile waie maken an honre> 
and euery d^ee of this border containeth fower 
miriutes, and euery minutes fowertie secoWles. 
Now haue 1 told thee twise, and for the morede- 
claracion. 

Of the princ^all cercles. 

The plate vnder the reete is disciiaed with three 
oorcles, of whiche the least is cleaped the cerde of 
C^cer, bicause that the hedde of Cancer touineth 
euer more concentrike, vpjpon the same cercle. 
In this halfe of Cancer is the greatest declinacion 
northward of the Sonne and therefore is he icleped 
solsticmm of sommer, whidxe declinacion after 
the Ptholome is xxiiL degi^ees and. fiflae minutes, 
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as well in Cancer as in Capricome. This signe of 
Cancer is cleped the tiopike of sommer, of tropos, 
that IS to same, ayenward. The middell cercle 
in widnosse of this three, is cleaped the cercle 
equinoctial, vpoa whiche tonrrieth euer more, the 
heddes of Aries and L'bra. And vnder&tande well, 
that euennore this cercle equinoctiall toumeth 
iustlie fro very easte, to very weste, as X haae 
shewed in the sphere solid. This same cercle is 
cleped also the waver of the daie. For whan the 
Sonne is m the head of Aries and labra, than been 
daies and nightes like of lengthe, in all the worlde, 
and therfore been these ti^oo signes called equinoctis 
And al that moneth within these hedes of Anes 
and Libra, is icalled northward and all that meueth 
without these heddes, his meuyng is cleped south- 
ward, as for the equinoctiall, take kepe of the lati- 
tudes northe and south, and forget it not: but this 
cercle equinoctiall been considered the xxiui, hou. 
of the clocke. For euermore the arisyng of xv. 
degrees of the equinoctial, maketh an hourequall 
of the clockc. This equinoctial is cleped the mid- 
waie of the first meuyng, or els of the Sonne. And 
note that the first meuyng is cleaped meu3mg of the 
first mouable of the eight sphere, whiche meuyng is 
fro east to west, and again into east Also it is 
cleped girdell of the firste meuyng. For it de- 
parteth the first meuable, that is to sam, the sphere 
in twoo like parties, eueu distaunte fro the poles of 
this worlde. The widest of these three cercles 
priacipall, is cleaped the cercle of Capncorne, and 
toumeth euennore concentrike, vpon the same 
cercle. In the hedde of this foresaied Capricome, 
is the greatest d eel macion soutbwardeof the Sonne. 
And therefore it is cleped solsticium of winter. 
This signe of Capricome, is also clepead the tro- 
pike of winter, For than beginneth the Sonne to 
come again to vs warde. 

Of the almicanieiaSi the signet, and what u thine 
o/izont. 

Vpox this foresaied plate been compassed certain 
oeicles, that highteii almicanteras: of whiche 
some of hem semen parfite ceicles, and some 
semen iroparfite. The center that standeth a mid- 
dest the narrowest cercle, is cleaped the signet. 
And the netherest cercle, that deuided the twoo 
emispenes, that is the partie of the heauen aboue 
theyearthe, and the partie beneth. These almi- 
canteras been compouned by twoo and twoo, all be 
it so that on diuers astrolabies, some almicanteras i 
been deuided by one, and some by twoo, and some 
by three, after the quantite of the astrolabie. This 
foresaied signet is ymagined to bee the very poinct 
ouer the croune of thy hedde, and also this signet 
is the very pole of the orizont in euery region. 

J^kat been ihyne aiiimuies. 

From this signet (as it semeth) there comen croked 
strikes, like to the clawes of a loppe, or els like to 
the weike of a womans calle, in kerning ouer 
thwart the almicanteras, and these same strikes or 
diuisiqns, been cleaped azimutes and thei deuiden 
the orizontes on thine astrolabie in xxiiii. diuisions. 
And these azimutes seme to knowe the costes of 
the firmamente, and to other conclusions, as for to 
knowe the signet of the Sonne, and of euery sterre. 

Of the xiL honres of ike plmeiies* 

Nixtb these azimutes, -vuder the cercle of Cancer, 
teen the twelue diuisions embolite, moche like to 


the shappeof the azimutes, that shewenthe spaces 
of houres of Pianettes, 

Thy 7 eete or els thy zodtake. 

Thv reete of thyne astrolabie, whiche is thy zo- 
diake sbapeii in maner of a nette, or of a lop 
webbe, after the olde descripcion, whiche thou 
maiest tourne vp and doune, as thy self liketh 
conteineth certaine nomber of sterres fixe, with 
hir longitudes and latitudes determinate, if so bee 
that the maker haue not erred. The names of 
the sterres been written in the margin of thy reete, 
there thei sit, of the whiche sterres the small 
poincte IS cleaped the centure. And vnderstande, ' 
that all the sterres sittyng within the zodiake of 
thyne astrolabie, been cleped sterres of the north, 
for thei arisen by the noith east line, and all the 
remenaunt fixes out of the zodiake, been icleped 
sterres of the south, but I saie not that thei arisen 
all by the southe east line, witnesse of Aldeberan 
and also Algomisa. Generally vnderstonde this 
rule, that thilke sterres, that been cleaped sterres 
of the northe, arisen rather than the degree of hir 
longitude, and all the sterres of the south, arisen 
after the degree of hir longitude, that is to saine, 
sterres in thyne astrolabie. 

The measure of longitude of sterres, itaken in 
the line ecliptike of Heauen, vnder the which line,- 
whan the Sonne and the Mone been line righte, els 
in the superficie of this line, than is the eclips of 
the Sonne or of the Mocne, as I shall declare and 
eke the cause why: but sothcly the ecliptike line 
of the zodiake, is the vttereste bordure of the zo- 
diake, there thy degrees been marked. The zodiake 
of Ihy astrolabie is shapen as a compasse, whiche 
that conteineth a large hrede, as after the qiiantitie 
of thy astrolabie, in ensample that the zodiake of 
Heauen is imagined to be a superfices, conteinyng 
the latitude of twelue signes, whereas all the re- 
menaunte of cercles m Heauen, been imagined 
verie lines, withouten any latitude amiddes the 
celestial zodiake is imagined a line, which that is 
cleped the ecliptike hne, vnder the whiche Ime, is 
euermore the waie of the Sonne. Thus been there 
sixe degrees of the zodiake, of that one side of the 
line, and sjbee degrees on that other. The zodiake 
IS deuided in twelue principall deuisions, that de- 
parten the xii. signes, and for the straitnes of thine 
astrolabie, than is euery small deuision in a signe 
iparted by twoo degrees and twoo, I meane degrees 
contemyng, lx. minutes, and this foresaied be- 
I nemshe zodiake, is clepled the circle of the signes, 
or the circle of beastes. For zodiake in langage 
! of Greke, souneth beastes in Latine tongue, and m 
the zodiake been the xii. signes, that haue names 
of beastes, bicause whan the Sonne entreth in any 
of the signes, he taketh the propertie of soche 
beastes, or els for that the sterres that been there, 
been fixed, been disposed in signe of beastes, or 
shape like beastes, or els whan pianettes, been vn- 
der the signes, thei transmue vs by hir infiuenoe, 
operacions, and effectes. 'And vnderstande also, 
that whan an botte pianette, commeth into an 
hote signe, than entereth his heate, and if a pia- 
nette be cold, than amennseth his coldnesse, bi- 
cause of the hotte signe. And by this conclusion, 
maiest thou taken ensample in all signes be ther 
moiste or dne, mouable or fixe, recfcenyng the 
qualitie of the pianettes, as I first saied And 
euerich of these xii. signes, hath respect to a 
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taine paroell of the bodie of a man, and hath it 
in gouernaunce; as Aries hath thyne bead and 
Taurus thy necke and thy throte, Gemini thyne 
arme holes and thyne annes, and so foorthe, as 
shall bee shewed more plainhe, in the fifth parte of 
this treatise. Thezodiake, the whicbe is partie 
of theeght sphere, oueikeraeth the equinoctial, 
and he ouerkerueth hym again m euen partes, and 
that one halfedeclineth southwarde, and that other 
northwaide, as plainhe declareth the treatise of 
the sphere. 

ThelaheU, 

Than haste thou a labell, that is shapen like a rule, 
saue that it is strait and hath no plates on either ' 
ende, but with the smal poinct of the foresaied j 
labell, shalt thou calcule the equacions m the bor- i 
dure of thyne astrolabie, as by thin almiirie. ' 

The almune^ the denticle of Capricornef or eU the 

calculere, 

Thyne almurie is cleped, the denticle of Capricome, , 
or els the calculere, this same alnoune set fixe in | 
the head of Capricome, and it serueth of many a 
necessarie conclusion in equacion of thynges, as 
shall be shewed 

i 

Here beginnetk the conchis^oris of thme aefrolahte, to 
fnde the degree in the zchich the Soonne is daie by 
deuef after hh ceniue about* 

Recken and knowe, -whiche is the dale of the 
moneth, and lay thy rule vppon the same daie, ' 
and than woll the verie poinct of tby nile, verely 
sitten on the bordure, vpon the degree of the 
Sonne. Ensample as thus. The yere of our Lorde ' 
a thousande thre hundred, ninetie and one, the xii. , 
daie of Marche at middaie, I would knowe the i 
degree of the Soonne. 1 sought in the backe halfe { 
of myne astrolabie and founde the cercle of the 
dales, the whiche Ikuewe by the names of the 
monethes, written vnder the same circle- tho laied 
I my rule ouer the foresaied daie, and founde the 
poincte of my mle in the border, vppon the first 
degree of Anes, a litle within the degree: and 
thus knewe I this conclusion, 

An other daie I would knowe the degree of my 
Soonne, and this was at middaie in the xiii. daie of 
December. I founde the daie of the moneth m 
maner as I saied : tho laied I my rule vpon the 
foresaied xiii. daie, and fonnde the poincte of my 
rule, vpon the first degree of Capneorne, a little 
within the degree, and than had I of this conclu- 
sion the verie experience. 

Tu Inowe the altitude qf the Sonne either of celesiiall 
bodies. 

Rut the ryng of thyne astrolabie, vppon thy right 
thombe, and toume thy lifte side again the light 
of the ^nne, and remeue tby rule vp and doune, 
till* the streameof the Sonne, shine through bothe 
holes of the rule : looke than how many degrees, 
this rule is areised fro the little crosse vpon the 
east line, and take there the altitude of thy Sonne: 
and m this same wise maiest thou knowe by nighte, 
the altitude -of the Moone, or of the bright sterres. 
This capiter is so general! euer in one, that there 
needeth no more declaracion, but forget it not 


To krurxe the degree of the Sonne, and of ihy zodiake, 
b j the dmes m the hachstde of dime astroiahie. 

Thas if thou write wete the reckecyng to knowe, 
whicbe is the date m thy kalender of the moneth, 
that thou art in, laie thyne astrolabie, that is to 
«*aie, the allidatha, vpon the daie in the kalender 
of thyne astrolabie, and he shall shewe thee thy 
degree of the Sonne. 

To hnoxce euery iyme of the dine, hy Sght tf the 
Sonne, and euery tyme of the nighte, by the sterres 
fixe, and eke to knowe by night or by daie, the 
degree of the signe that ascendetk m theasl ortzoni, 
which is cleped comen 'y ascendent. 

Take the altitude of the Sonne, whan thee liste, as 
I haue said, and set the degre of the Sonne (in 
case that it bee before the middle of the daie) 
emoug thin almicanteraa, on the east side of thyne 
astrolabie : and if it be after the middle of the 
daie, sette the degree of the Sonne, vpon the westc 
side. Take this manner of settyng, for a generall 
rule ones for euer. 

And whan thou haste isette the degree of the 
Sonne, vppon as many almicanters of height, as 
was the &nne, taken by thy rule, laie ouer thy 
labell, vppon the degree of the Sonne, and than 
woll the poincte of the labell, atten in the bordure, 
vpon the very tide of the daie. Ensample of this. 

The yere of our Lorde a thousande, three hun- 
dred, nmetie and one, the twclue daie of Marche, 
I would knowe the tide of the daie. I tooke the 
altitude, of my Sonne, and found that it was xxv. 
degrees, and xxx. minutes of height of the bordure 
in the backeside, tho toumed I myne astrolabie, 
and b’cause it was before middaie, I toumed my 
reete, and set the degree of the Soonne, that is to 
sate, the firste degree of Aries, in the right side in 
myne astrolabie, vppon the xxv. degree, and xxx- 
minutes of height, emong my alnucanteras : tho 
laied I my label, vpon the degree of my Sonne, 
and found the pomet of my labell in the bordure, 
on the capital letter, that is cleaped an X. Tho 
reckened I all the capital letters, fro the line of 
midnight, vnto the foresaied letter X and founde it 
was nine of the clocke of the daie. Tho looked I 
ouer my east orizont, and found there the twelue 
degree of Gemimus ascendyng, whiche that I tooke 
for myne ascendente, and in this wise bad I the 
expenence for euermore, in whiche maner I should 
knowe the tide of the daie, and eke myne ascen- 
dente. Tho would 1 wete that same night follow- 
yng, the houre of the mghte, and wrought in this 
wise: emong an heape of sterres, it liked me to 
take the altitude, of the fmre white sterre, that is 
cleaped the Albal^r, and founde her sittyng on the 
weste side of the line of middaie, eighten degrees 
of helghte, taken by my rule on the baokode. 
Tho sette I the centnre of this Alhab<MV vpon 
eightene degrees, emong my almicaatertts, vpon 
the weste side, bicause that be was founde vpon 
the weste side : tho laied I my labell ouer the de- 
gree of the Soonne, that was discended vnder the 
weste orizont, and reckened all the letters capi- 
ta!les, fro the line of middai^ vnto the poincte of 
my label in the bordure, and fonnde that it was 
aftemoone, passed seuen of the clocke, the space 
I of a leuen. degrees. Tho looked I doune 'vppem 
my easte orizont, and founde there twentie degrees 
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of libra ascendyng, whom I tooke formyneascen- 
dente, and thus learned ones for euer, to knowe in 
wlnche maner, I should come to the houre of the 
nighte, and too myne ascendent, as verelie as maie 
be taken, by so small an instrumentc. But natbe- 
lesse, this rule in generall will I warae thee for- 
euer : ne make thou neuer none ascendente at | 
noone of the dale. Take a luste ascendent of 
thyne a&trolabie, and haue set iustlie a cloke, | 
whan any celestiall bodie, by the whiche thou | 
wenest goueme thilke thynges, been nie the southe | 
Ime, for trust well, whan the l^nne is nere the me- i 
ndional line, the degree of the Sonne remaineth, so 
long concentnke vpon thyne almicanteras, that 
sothelie thou shalt erre fro the iuste ascendente. 
The same conclusion sale I, by my centure of my 
stenre fixe by the night, and moreouer by eiqieri- 
encc, I wote wel that fro our orizont, fro en'enen 
of the clocke, vnto one, in takyng of the iuste as- 
cendente, in a portatife astrolabie, it is to harde 
to knowe, I mean© from enleuen of the clocke 
before noone, till one of the clocke next followyng : 
and for the more declaracion, loe here thy figure 
nexte after this rule that foloweth. 

Tb hwwe ilk degree of ike Sonne tn thy zodiake, hy 
iibe dates, tn the backside qf ihine c^otaUe, 

Than thou wolte weten, to recken and knowe, 
whiche is the daie of the mweth, that thou art in, 
and lay the rule of thy astrolaby, that is to saie, 
the alMatha Tpon the date, in the kalender of 
thine astrolabie^ and he shall shewe thee thy de- 
gree of Sonna 

Spedall declaracion of the ascendente. 

The ascendente sotblie, is as well in all natioitieS, 
as in questions, and as in eleccious of tymes is a 
thyng, whiche that these astrologiens greatlie ob- 
seruen, wherefore me semeth couuenient, sens I 
speake of the ascendent, to make of it a special! 
declaracion. The ascendent sothlie, to take it at 
the largeste, is thilke degree that ascendeth, at 
any of these foresaied tymes, on the easte orizon : 
and therefore^ if that any planet ascende at thilk 
same time> in the foresaid same gree of his longi- 
tude, men saie that thilke planet is in horoscopo, 
but sothelie the hous of that asceod^t, that is to 
saie, the firste hous or the east angle, is a thynge 
, more broade and, large, for after the statutes of 
astrologiens, what celestiall body, that is v degrees 
aboue thilke degree, that ascendeth on the onzont, 

^ or within that nomber, that is to same, nere the 
degree that ascendeth, yet recken thei thilk pla- 
nete in the ascendent, and what planet that is 
vnder'thilke degree, that ascendeth the space of 
XV degrees, yet same thei that pianette is like to 
hym, that is the houre of the ascendent. But 
sothelie, if he passe the boundes of the foresaied 
spaces, aboue or beneath, thei same that thilke 
pianette is fallyng fro the ascendent: yet sain 
these astrologiens, that the ascendent, and eke the 
lorde of the ascendent, maie be shapen for to bee 
fortunate, or mfortunate : as thus. A fortunate 
ascendent cleapen thei, whan that no wicked pia- 
nette of Satume or Mars, or els the taile of the 
\ dragon, is m the hous of the ascendent^ ne that i 
no wicked pianette, haue no aspecte of enemitie j 
vppon the ascendente: but thci woll caste, that I 


thei haue fortunate planet in hir ascendente, and 
yet in his felicitie, and than saie thei that it is well. 
Furthermore, tbei saine that fortune of an ascen- 
dente, is the contrary of these foresaid thinges. 
The lorde of the ascendente same thei, that he is 
fortunate, whan he is in good place for the ascen- 
dent, and eke the lorde of the ascentent, is in an 
angle, or in a succedent, where he is m his dignitie, 
and coumforted with frendly aspectes receiued, 
and eke that he maie seen the ascendent not re- 
trograde ne combust, ne iomed with no shrewe in 
the same signe, ne that he bee not in his discen- 
cion, ne reigned with no pianette in his discencions, 
ne haue vppon hym none aspecte infortunate, and 
than thei saine that he is well. 

Nathelesse, these been obseruaunces of iudiciall 
matter, and rites of Painims, in whiche my spirite 
hath no faithe, ne knowyng of hir horoscopun, for 
thei same, that euery signe is departed in thre 
euen partes by 10 degrees and the ilke porcion thei 
cleapen a face. And although a pianette haue a 
latitude fro the ecliptike, yet sain some folke, so 
that the pianette arise m that same signe, with any 
degree of the foresaied face, in whiche his longi- 
tude is reckened. And yet is the pianette in ho- 
roscopo, be in natiuities or m eleccion. 

To hwwe the verie equacim of the degrees of the Sonne, 
fit so be that it fall betwixt u almicanteras, 

I Fox asmoche as the almicanteras of thyne astrola- 
i bje, been compouned by two and two, where as 
! some almicanteras in sondrie astrolabies, be com- 
[ pouned by one, or els by twoo, it is necessarie to 
I thy leamyng, to teache thee fiiste to knowe, and 
' wnche with thyne instrumente : wherfore, whan 
that the degree of the Sonne, falleth betwecne twoo 
almicanteras or elles if thyne almicanteras, been 
grauen with ouer greate a poincte of a compace, 
for bothe these thynges maie cause erroare, as well 
in knowyng of the tide of the daie, as of the verie 
ascendente. Thou muste werken in this wise: set 
the degree of the Sonne, vpon the higher almican- 
teras as of bothe. And waite well, where the al- 
mune toucheth the bordure, and set there a pricke 
of yoke, set adonne againe the degree of the 
Sonne, vpon the neatber almicanteras of bothe, 
and sette there an other pricke : remeue than thy 
almurie in the bordure, euen amides bothe prickes 
and this woll leaden iustlie the degre of the Sonne, 
to sit betwene bothe the almicanteras in his right 
place. Laie than the label on the degree of the 
Sonne, and finde m the bordure the very tyde of 
the day or of the night. And also verely shalt 
thou fynde vpon thy east orizonte thin ascendent. 

To knowe the sprynge of the daamyug and the ende 
of the evening, the whiche ben clfpeth the two coe- 
pusculis, 

Sette the nadire of thy Sonne vpon eighteen degrees 
of height amonge thyn hlmycauteras on the west 
syde, and lay thy labell on the degree of the 
l^nne, and than shall the pomte of the label shewe 
the springe of the daye: also sette the nadire of 
the sonne vpon the 18 degrees of height among 
thin almicanteias on the eest side, and lay ouer 
thy label vpon the degre of the Sonne, and wyth 
the poynte of thy labell fynde in the bordure the 
cnde of thin cueninge, that is very night* The 
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nadyre of the Sonne is thylke degre that is oppo- 
syte to the degrc of the Sosme in the 320 signe, as 
thus. Euery degiee of Aries by order, is nadire 
to euery degree of Libra by order, and Taurus to 
Scorpion, Gemmi to Sagitarius, Cancer to Capry- 
comc, Leo to Aqiiary, Uu*go to Kces. And yf any j 
degree in thy zodiake be derke, hys nadire shall | 
declare him. | 

To knowe the arclie of the day^ that some folke ccdlen | 
the day artfficial, fro the Sonne rising tyl it ^ 
downe» 

Sette the degre of the Sonne vpon thin east ori- 
zonte, and lay thy label on the degree of the sontke, 
and at the poynte of thy label in the bordure sette 
a pricke: tume than thy reete aboute, tyll the 
degree of the Sonne syt vpon the weste orizonte, 
and laye the labell vpon the same degre of the 
Sonne, and at the poynte of the labell sette ano- 
ther pricke. Reken than the quantite of time in 
the bordure betwixe both pnckes, and take there 
thine arche of the daye : the remnaunt of the bor- 
dnre vnder the onzonte, is the arche of the night 
Thus maist thou reken bothe arches of euery por- 
cion where that thou hkeste, and by this maner of 
working maiste thou se how longe that any sterre ! 
fiyxe dwelleth aboue the erthe, fio the time that 
be riseth tyll he go to reste. But the daye na- 
turell, that is to sayne, 24houres, is the renolncion 
of the equinoctial!, with as mochepartye of the zo- 
diake, as the sonne of his proper mowinge passethe 
in the meaiie while. 

To turne the houres me^talteSi and the homes eymlles^ 

To knowe the nomhre of the degrees in the homes 
inequalles, and departe hem by 15, and take there 
thyne houres equalles. 

To hume the qumtiie of the day wlgare that ts to 
^!f>fro spnnge of the day onto the very mght. 

Knows thy quantyte o’f thyne coepuscuhs, as I 
haue it taught in the chapiter before, and adde 
hem to the arche of the day artificial, and take 
there thy space of al the hole day vulgaie vnto 
the very nyght. In the same maner mayste thou 
wcrke to knowe the vulgare nyght 

To hume the houres inequcdes by daye, 

Vnderstanoe well that these houres fnequales been 
cleped houres of the pianettes: and vnderstonde 
wel that SDmet 3 ^e ben the longer by daye than 
they be by night, and somtyme contrarie. But 
vnderstand thou well, that euermore generally the 
houres inequale of the daye, wyth the houres in- 
eqnale of the night, conteineth 50 degrees of the 
bordure, the whiche bordure is euermore answer- 
inge to the degrees of the eqoinoctiaU, wherfore 
depart the arche of the daye artificial! in 12, and 
take there the quantite of the houre inequale by 
day, and if thou abate the quantite of the houre 
inequale by daye out of 360 degrees, than shall 
the remnaunt that leaueth performe the hour in- 
eqoale by night. 

To knowe the quantite of houres equates. 

The quantytes of houres equales, that is to saine 
the houres of the olocke, ben departed by 15 de- 
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grees alredy in the berdure df thy astrolabie, as 
wel by n^ht as by daye, generally for euerroore- 
What nedeth any more declaracion : wherfore 
whan thee lyste to knowe bow many houres of the 
clocke ben passed, or any parte of any of these 
houres ben to comen, fro soch a time to soche a 
time, by day or by nygtb, knowe the degree of thy 
Sonne, and laye tby labell on it : than turue thy 
rate aboute ioyntly with thy label and with the 
point of it reeken in the border fro the Soime aris- 
ynge, into the same place there thou deshrest by 
day as by night. This conclusien woll I declare 
in the fourtbe partye of the laste chapiter oi this 
tretyse, so openly that tbeie shal lacke no worde 
that nedeth declaracion. 

Spectall declaracbn of the houres of the pianettes, 

Vnderstand wel that euermore fro the arising of 
the Sonne tyl it go to reste, the nadyre of the 
Sonne shall sbewe the houre of the placet, and fro 
that time for warde al the night tyll the Sonne 
arise, than shall the very degre of the Sonne shewe 
the houre of the pknet. Bnsample as thus.. 
The 15. day of Marche fel vpon a Saturday para^ 
uenture, and at the arising of the Sonne I founde 
the second degree of Anes sittinge vpon min east 
orizonte, al be it was but lytel. Than founde I 
the seconde degree of Libra nadtre of my Sonne, 
discendynge on my weste orizonte, vpon whiche 
west onzont euery day generally at the Sonne 
; ansyng, entrethe the houre of any planet, vnder 
i the fbrsaid weste onzonte, after the whiche planete 
I the day beareth his name, and endeth hi the neate 
j strike of the planet vnder the forsaid weste ori- 
i zonte : and euer as the Sonne clymbeth vpper and 
■ vpper, so gothe his nadire downer and downer, and 
echinge fro soch stnkes the houres of pianettes by 
I order, as they sitten in Heuen. The fyrst hour in- 
I equale of euery Saturday is Saturne, and the se- 
conde to Jupiter, the thirde to Mars the fourth to 
! the Sonne, the fyfth to Uenus, the sixt to Mercu- 
! rius, the seueuth to the Mono, and than ayen the 
‘ eight to Saturne, the nineth to Jupiter, the thenthe 
, to Mars, the eleuenth to the Sonne, the twelfth 
! to’Uenus. And nowe is my Sonne gon to rest as 
‘ for that Saterday, than shewethe the very degre of 
' the Sonne the houre of Mercury, entrmg vnder my 
weste onzont at euen. And nexte him succedeth 
the Moone, and so forthe by order planete after 
I planet, in houre after houre al the mght louge til 
the Sonne arise. Now riseth the Sonne the Souday 
by the morowe, and the nadyre of the Sonne vpon 
the weste orizont, shewethe me the entrynge of 
the houre of the forsaid Sonne. And in this maner 
succedeth planete vnder planete fro Satumo vnto 
the Moone, and fro the Moone vp agayne to Sa- 
tume, houre after houre generally, and thus knovre 
t this conclusion. 

To hume mth wJdch degree cf the zodyahe any sBerfe 
fixe i/t thin astrolabie ariseth vpon the' east ory<- 
zonte^ although the orizonte beintetn other si^te,. 

Setib the centure of the steire vpoir flse east 
zonte, and loke what degree of aaye signe that at- 
teth vpon the same onzonte ah the same tyme : 
and vaderstande wel that with the same degree 
ariseth the same sterre.' Ami this mernailous aris- 
inge with a stronge degree in another sygne, is by- 
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cause that the latitude of the sterre fyxe is either 

northe or southe fro the equinoctial. But sotbly To knowe ttkiche day is hhe to other in length throvgh^ 

the latitudes of pianettes ben comenly ireckened mt the yere. 


fro the ecliptike, bycause that none of hem declm- 
eth but few degiees out fro the brede of the 2odi- 
ake. And take good kepe of this chapiter of aris- 
inge of celestiall bodyes, for ther trusteth wel, that 
neither Moone neither sterre m our ambolife on- 
zont, that anseth with the same degre of his longi- 
tude, saue in one case, and that is whan they haue 
no longitude fi o the eclypticke lyne. But neuer- 
thelesse somtime is eueryche of these pianettes vn- 
der the same l3me. 

To knome the declinadon of any degree m the zodtakoj 
fro the eqvinoctiall cercle. 

SrrrC the degree of anye sygne vpon the lyne me- 
ridional, and reken his altitude in the almicanteras, 
fro the east onzonte vp to the same degree sette 
in the for^aide lyne, and sette there a pricke: 
turn© vp than thy reete and set the heed of Aries 
or Libra in the same mendional line, and set there 
another pricke. And whan that this is done, con- 
sider the altitudes of hem bothe : for sothly the ! 
difference of thilke altitude is the declinacion of 
thilke degree fro the equinoctial. And yf it so be 
that thylke degree be northwarde fro the ^uinoc- 
tial], than is his declinacion north, and if it be 
southward, than it is south. 

To knoiioe for vchat latitude m any legion fie almi^ 
canieras in my tables ben cpmpowned* 

Reken how many degrees of almicanteras in the 
meridional 1 line, be from the cercle equinoctial, 
vnto the signet or els from the pole artikevnto the 
north orizont, and for so great a latitude or so 
smale a latitude, is the table compouned. 

To knoxae the latitude of the Sonne , m the myddes of 
the dayt that is cleped the attitude meridian. 

Set the degree of thy Sonne vpon the lyne men. 
diouall, and reken bow many degrees of almican- 
teras ben bytwixe thin east onzonte, and the de- 
gree of thy Sonne, and take there thin altitude me- 
ridian, that is to sain, the highest degree of the 
Sonne, as for that daye. So mayst thou knowe m 
the same line the highest lyne that any starre fyxe 
clymbeth by uyght, this is to same, that whan any 
starre fyre is passed the lyne meridional, than be- 
gmneth it to disceude, and so doth the Sonne. 

To knoxoe the degree of the Sonne, by the reet for a 
maner coryosyte. 

Seke busely with thy rule the highest of the Sonne 
in myddes of the daye, toume than thyn astrola- 
bye, and with a pricke of ynke marke the nombre 
of the same altitude, m the lyne meridional 
Tourne than thy reet aboute fyl tbou finde a degree 
of thy zodiake, accordyng with the pneke, this is 
to satn, sitting on the pricke, and in sol he thou 
shalt finde but two degrees m al the zodiake of 
that condicion. And yet thilke two degiees ben in 
dmers sygnes. Than may&t thou lightly by the 
season of the yere, knowe the signe in which is the 
Sonne. 


^OKE whiche degrees ben lyke from the heedes of 
*^ancer and Capricome, and loke whan the Sonne 
I in any of thilke degrees, than been the dayes 
yke of length, that is to sain, that as longe is that 
day m that moneth, as was soche a daye in soche 
a moneth, there vanelh but lytell. Also if thou 
take two dayes naturelles in the yere, ylike farre 
from eyther points of the equinoctial, in the oppo- 
site parties, than as long is the daye artificial on 
that one day as on that other, and eke the con- 
trarie. 

This chapiter is a maner declaracion to conchidons 
that folometk, 

Understande well, that thy zodiake is departed 
into halfe cercles, frome the heed of Caprycome 
vnto the heed of Cancer, and ayenwarde from the 
head of Cancer vnto the head of Capricome. The 
head of Capricorn is the lowest point, M'her as the 
Sonne goth in winter, and the head of Cancer is 
I the highest point, in which the Sonne goth in som- 
mer. And therefore vndei'stande weJ, than any 
I two degrees that ben ylyke far from any of these 
two heades, trust wel that thilke two degrees ben 
lyke declinacion, be it southward or northwarde, 
and the dayes of hem ben lyke of length, and the 
nyghtes also, and shadowes ylyke and the alti- 
tudes ylyke at mydday for euer. 

To knoxae the very dep'ee of any mtener starre sfrmnge 
after his latitude, though he he mdetermitate tn thyn 
astiolaby, sothly to the trouth thus he shal be 
kuovsen. 

Take tlie altitude of thy stane, whan he is on the 
east side of the lyne meridional, as nyght as thou 
mayste gesse, and take that ascendent anoiie right 
by some maner starre fyxe, which thou knowest 
and forget not the altitude of the first starre ne 
thin ascendent And whan that this is done, aspie 
dyligently whan this same first starre passeth any 
thing to the south westward, and catche him anone 
right m the same nombre of the altitude on the 
west syde of this lyne meridional, as he was caught 
on the east syde, and take a newe ascendent anone 
right by some maner fyxe, the whiche that thou 
knowest, and furgete not this seconde ascendent. 
And whan this is done, reken than howe many de- 
grees been betwixt the first ascendent, and the se- 
conde ascendent, and reken wel the middel degree 
bytwyxt bothe ascendentes, and set thilke myddel 
degree vpon thin easte onzonte, and than loke 
what degre sit vpon the line mendional, and take 
there the very degree of the ecliptike, in whiche 
the staire standeth for the tyme. For m the eclip- 
tyke is the longitude of a celestial body, rekened 
euen fro the halfe of the head of Aries, vnto the 
code of Pisces, and bis latitude is rekened after the 
quantite of hys declynacion northe or south, to- 
warde the poles of thys werke. As thus, if it be 
of the sonne or any fix Starre, reken his latitude or 
his declinacion fro the equinoctial cercle, aud if it 
be of a planete, reken than the quantite of his lati- 
tude from the ecliptike line, al be it so that from 
the equinoctial, may the declinacion or the lati- 
tude of gny body celestiall be rekened, after tl» 
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sight nortlie or southe, and after the quautite of 
his declinacion. And yet so may the latitude or 
the declinacion of anye body celestial], saue one- 
lye of the Sonne, after his sight northe or soutbe. 
And after the quantite of his declinacion be rehened 
from the ecliptike line, fro whiche lyne all pianettes 
somtime decline, north or southe, saue onely the 
forsaide Sonne. 

To know the deqjees qf IcngitiLdes of fyxe sterres, 
after that they hen ^terminate m thin astrolabye, 
tf it so be that they ben trewly set^ 

Sette the center of the sterre iqMm the lyne meri- 
dional, and take kepe of thy zodiake, and loke 
what degree of anye signe sitte Tpon the same lyne 
meridional at the same tyme, and there the degre 
m whiche the sterre standeth, and with the same 
degree cometh the same sterre \nto the same line 
from the orizonte. 

To know %n special the latitude of our centre^ I meane 
after the altitude of Oxeiforde^ 'and the k'ght of 
our pole, 

Vnoerstande wol that as farre is the heed of Aries 
or Libra in the equinoctial, from our orizonte, as 
is the synet from the pole artike, and as hie is the 
pole artike from the orizonte, as the equinoctial is 
ierre from the S 3 rnet, I preue it thus by the la- 
titude of Oxenforde, vnderstande wel that the 
height of our pole artike from our north orizont is 
51 degrees, and 50 minutes, than is the sinet from 
the pole artike, 38 degrees and 10 minutes, than 
is the equinoctial from our sinet, 51 degrees, and 
50 minutes, than is our southe onzonte from our 
equinoctial 38 degrees, and 10 minutes. Under- 
stande well this rekemng also, forget not that the 
sinet IS 90 degrees of height from ^e orizont, and 
our equinoctial is 90 degrees from our pole artike- 
Also this shorte rul is soth that the latitude of any 
planet in a region, is the distaunce from the sinet 
vnto the equinoctial. 

To pioue the latitude of any place m a legion by the 
preffe of the height of the pole artike in that same 
place, 

.In some winters nyght, whan the fyrmamente is 
clere and thicke sterred, waite a time tyll that 
.euery ster fix sit line nght perpendiculer ouer the 
pole artike, apd clepe that ster A. and wayte ano- 
ther ster that sit lyne right vnder A. and "rnder 
the pole, and clepe that sterre F. and rnderstand 
wel that T. is not considred but onely to declare 
that A. that syt euer on the pole. Take than 
anone right the altitude of A. from the orizonte 
and forget it not, let A* and F. go farwel tyl 
againste the dawning a great while, and come than 
again, and abide tyll that A. is euen vnder the 
pole vnder F. for sothely than wil F. sit ouer the 
pole, take than eftsones the altitute of A. from the 
orizonte, and note as wel the seconde altitude as 
the firste altitude. And whan that thys is done, 
reken howe many degrees that the first altitude, 
A. exceded his alritude; and take halfe the like 
porcion that is exceded, and adde it to his seconde 
altitude, and take there the eleuacion of the pole, 
and eke the altitude of thy region. For these two 
ben of one nombre, that is to sain, as many de- 
grees as thy pole is eleuat, so ijioche is the latitude 
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of thy region. Ensample as thus- Parauenture 
the altittWe of A. in the eoeninge is 92 degrees of 
height than wil the seconde altitude or the dawn- 
ing be 21. that is to saine, lesse than 92, that was 
his first altitude at euen. Take than the balfe of 
92. and adde to it 21, that was his seconde alty- 
tude, and than hast thou the height of the pole and 
the latitude of thy region. But vnderstande we! 
to preue this conclusiOD, and many another faire 
concluson, thou maiste hane a plomet banginge on 
a lyne bygher than thy head on a perche and that 
lyne mote hange euen perpendiculer bytwixe the 
pol and thine eye, and than shalte thou se yf A. 
syt euen ouer the pole and ouer F. at euen. And 
also if F. syt euen ouer the pole and ouer A. or 
daye. 

Another corulueion to preue the hygki of the pole cr- 
t ike from the onzonU 

Take any sterre fyxe that euer descendeth vnder 
the onzont in thilk region, and consyde his hygbest 
altitude and his lowest altitude from the orizont, 
and make a nomber of these altitudes, take than 
and abate balfe that nombre, and take there the 
eleuacion of the pole artike in that same region, 
and for the more deciaracion, &c. 

082. 51. 0. 20. 

Anotkei conclusion to preve the latitude of a region 
that ye ben m 

Understande well that the latytude of anye place 
in a rigyon, is verely the space betwyxe the sygne 
of hem that dwelien there, and the equinoctial 
cercle, north or southe, takinge the measure in the 
merydyonal line, as sheweth in the aloiicanteras of 
thin astrolaby, and thilke space is as moch as the 
pole artike is hie in the same place from the ori- 
zont. And than is the depressyon of the pole ar- 
tentike beneth the orizonte, the same quantite of 
space, neither more ne lesse, than if thou desire to 
knowe this latitude of the region, take the altitude 
of the Sonne iu the myddle of the daye, whan the 
Sonne is the heed of Aries or of Libra, for than 
mouethe the Sonne m the lyne equinoctial, and 
abate the nombre of that same Sonnes altitude out 
of 90 degrees, and than is the remnaunt of the 
nombre that leueth, the altitude of the region, as 
thus* I suppose that the Sonne is thilke daye at 
noone, 38 degrees of heyght, abate than 38 de- 
grees out of 90, so leuei ther 52, than is 52 de- 
grees the latitude, I saye not this but for ensample, 
for wel I wote the latitude of Oxenforde is certain 
minutes lesse. Nowe if it so be that thee thinketh 
to longe a tariyng to abyde 111 that the Sonne be 
in the bead of Aries or of llibra, than waite whan 
that the Sonne is in anye other degre of the zodi- 
ake, and consider the degre of this declynacion be 
northward from the equinoctial, abate than from 
the Sonnes altytude at noon the nombre of his de- 
clinacion, and than bast thou tiie highest of the 
beedes of Aries and Libra, as thus. My Sonne 
parauenture is in the 10 degre of Leo almoste 56 
of height at noone, and his dedinadon is almost 
18 degrees northward from the eqmnoctial, abate 
than thilke, 18 degrees of declinacion out of the 
altitude at noone, than lenetb 38 degrees, lo there 
the heed of Aries or Libra, and thin equmoctial in 
that region.* Also if it so be that the Sonnes d©^ 
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cbnacioD. be soutliwarde from the equinoctial, adde 
than thilke declinacion to the altitude of the Sonne 
at noon, and take there the heedes of Aries and 
libra and tbyn equinoctial], abate than the height 
of the equinoctial out of 90 degrees, and than 
leueth there 38 degrees, that is the distaunce of 
the region from the equinoctial of any sterre fixe 
that thou knowest, and take the neither elongation 
lengthing from the same equinoctial lyne, and 
werke after the maner aforesaid. 

Declaration of the aicendon of signet as well in. the 
circle directe, as in oblique. 

The excellence of the sphere solide amonges other 
noble conclusions, sheweth maniftst the diuets as- 
cencions of signes in dmers places, as wel in right 
cercles as m embolyfe cercle. These auctours 
writen that thilke signe is cleped of right ascencion 
with which the more part of the cercle equinoctial 
and the lesse parte of the zodiake ascendeth, and 
thilke signe ascendeth embol^e, with which the 
lease of the zodiake equinoctial, and the more 
parte of the zodiake ascendethe, and euermo the 
arche of the daye and the arche of the night is 
there ylikc longe, and the Soone twise euery yere 
passing through the signet of hir heed and two 
sommers and two winters in a, yere haue these for- 
saide people, and the almycanteras in hir astrola- 
bie bffli streight as a Ime, so bathe shewed in this 
fygure. The vtilities to knowe the ascencions of 
sygnes in the right circle is this. Trust wet that 
be mediacyons of thilke ascencions, these astrolo- 
giens by hir table and hir instrumentes, knowen 
verely the ascencion of euery degre and minute in 
al the zodiake, in the embolife cercle, as shal he 
shewed. And note that this forsayd right orizonte 
that is cleped onzont rectum, deuideth the equi- 
noctiall in to right angles, and embolife orizonte, 
where as the people is enhaunced rpon the ori- 
zonte, Qucrcomethe the equinoctial embolyfe an- 
gels. 

This IS the conclusion to know the ascendons of sygnes 
in the ri^ eercle, that is circulus directus, 

Hsttr the heed of what signe the lyst to knowe the 
ascending on the right cercle, ypon the lyne men- 
dionall, and wayte were thin almunetouchethe the 
bordure, and set there a pricke, toume than thy 
rete westwarde til the ende of the fbrsaid signe, 
sette vpon the meridional lyne, and eftsones waite 
where thine almurie thoucheth the bordure, and 
set there another pricke. Reken than the nom- 
hres of degrees in the bordure betwixe both prickes, 
and take than the ascencion of the signe in the 
right cercle, and thus maist thou werke with euery 
porcion of the zodiake. 

To knowe the ascencyons <f signes in the embolyfe 
cercle in euery region^ 1 mene in drculo ohliquo. 

Sette the heed of the sygnes, which as the liste to 
knowe his ascencion vpon the eest orizonte, and 
wayte where thine almury toucheth the bordure, 
and sette there a pneke, toume than thy rete vp- 
warde til the ende of the same sygne, set vpon the 
eest orizonte and waite eft sones where as thine al- 
murie toucheth the bordure, and set there another 
prycke, reken than the nombre of the degrees in 
the boidore bytwixe bothe pricke?, and take there 


the ascencion of the signe in the embolyfe cercle. 
And vnderstand wel that al the signes in the zodi- 
akc, from the heed of Aiies vnto the endeof Uirgo, 
ben cleped signes of the northe from the equinoc- 
tial, and these signes arisen betwixe the very eest 
and the verye northe in our onzont generally for 
euer : and all the signes from the heed of Libra, 
vnto the ende of Pisces, ben cleped signes of the 
southe fro the equinoctial, and these signes arisen 
euermore bytwixe the very eest and the very southe 
m our orizonte, also euery signe betwix the heed of 
Capricome vnto the ende of Oemini, ariseth in our 
onzonte in lesse than two houres equalles, and 
these same signes from the heed of Copricorne vnto 
the ende of Geminy, ben called tortuous signes or 
croked signes, for they risen embolife in our ori- 
zonte, and these croked signes ben obediefit to the 
signes that ben of the right ascencion. These 
signes of right ascencion, ben fro the heed of Can- 
cer vnto the heed of Sagitaiy, and these signes 
arisen more vpright than dothe the other, and 
theifore they ben called souerame signes, and 
euerye of hem ariseth in more space than in 
two houres, of whiche sygnes Gemini obeyeth to 
Cancer, aod Tauru'? to Liro, and Aries to Uirgo, 
Pisces to Libra, Aquarius to Scorpio, and Capri* 
come, to Sagitane, and thus euermore two signes 
that like ferie from the heed of Capricome, 
obeyeth eueriche of hem to other. 

To knowe lustly the foure quarters of the worlde, as 
eesti west, south and north. 

Take the altitude of thy Sonne whan thou liste, and 
note well the quarter of the worlde in wich the 
Sonne is from the tyme by the asymutes, toume 
than thin astrolaby, and set the degree of the Sonne 
in the almicanteras of his altytude, on thilke syde 
that the Sonne standeth, as is m maner of taking of 
houres, and ley thy labell on the degree of the 
Sonne, and reken howe many degrees of the Sonne, 
ben b^wene the lyne meridionnll and the point 
thy label, and note wel the nombres. Toume than 
agayne thyne astrolabye, axid set the point thy 
great rule there thou t^est tbm altitudes, ypon as 
many degrees in hys bordure from his meridional, 
as was the pointe of thy labell from the lyne me- 
ndiobal on the wombe syde. Take than thyne as- 
trolabye With both faandes sadly and slyly, and let 
the Sonne shrme through bothe holes of thy rule, 
and slyly in thilke sbynyng laye thyne astrolabye 
couche a doun euen vpon a plavne grounde, and 
than wyl the meridionall lyne of thm astrolabye be 
euen south, and the eest lyne wil lye euen est, and 
the west lyne west, and the northe lyne northe, so 
that thou werke softely and auisely in the couch- 
ynge, and thou haste thus the foure quaters of the 
firmament, &c. 

To knowe the altitude of pianettes ft om the way •/ the 
Sonne, whether they ben nurthe oi southe fro the way 
aforesayde, 

Lokb whan a pianette is ou the line meridional, yf 
that her altitude be of the same heighte, that is 
the degree of the Sonne for that daye, and than is 
the pianette in the very way of the Sonne, and 
hath no latitude. And 3rf the altitude of the pia- 
nette he hyer than the degree of the Sonne, than is 
the pianette northe from the wayc of the sygne 
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£Outh€, a quantite of latitude as sbewethe by tbine 
almycanteras and yf the altitude be lesse than the 
degree of the Sonne, than is the pianette south 
from the waye of the Sonne, soche a quantite of la- 
titude as sheweth by thine almicanteras. This is 
to saine fron the v;aye of the Sonne in eiJerye place 
of the zodiake, for on tlie morowc the Sonne wyll 
be m another degre. 

For to Xnoxce the signet for the arising qf the Sorme, 
this 15 to samCt the party qf the crizonte m vuhcke 
the Sonne ansetk. 

Thou muste first consider that the Sonne ariseth 
not in the verie easte signet, sometyine by north 
easte, and sometyme by soathe easte, sotbely the 
Sonne ariseth euermore in the verie easte in our 
orizonte, hut if be bee in the hedde of Aries or 
Libra. Now is thine orizonte departed into 24 
parties, of thy minutes in significacion, of 24 partes 
of the worlde, though it bee so, that shipmen reken 
all that parties in 32. Than is there no more, but 
Waite in the whiche minute, that the Sonne entreth 
at his arising, and take there the signet of the ris- 
ing of the Sonne. 

The maner of deuision qf thine astrolohie, is thus en- 
tomedy as in this case^ 

Fmsr, it is deuided in fower places principallie, 
with the line that cometh fro the east, tothe weste, 
and than with an other line, that goeth fro the 
south to the north, than is it diuided in smal par- 
ties of minutes, as east and east by southe, where 
that IS the firste minute aboue the east line, and 
so forthe fro partie to partie, till that thou come 
again to the easte line. Thus thou might vnder- 
stand the signet of euery sterre, in which partie he 
ariseth. 

To knotoe in mhtche partie of the firmament^ ts ike 
cofnmicmru. 

Consider the tyme of the coniunccion, by the ka- 
lender, as thus: howe many houres that the con- 
iunccion is fro middaie of the daie before, as shew- 
eth the canon of the kalender. Reken than that 
nomher in the bordure of thine astrolabie, as thou 
were wont to doe in knowyng of the houres of the 
dsue, or of the night, and lay thy labell ouer the 
degree of the Sonne, than will the poinct of the la- 
bell, sit vpon the houre of the coniunccion. Loke 
than in whiche minute, the degree of the Sonne 
sittetb, and in that partie of the firmamente is the 
coniunccion. 

To hnowe the signet of the altitude of the Sonne. 

This is no more to saie, hut any time of the daie, 
take the altitude of the Sunne and by the minutes 
m whiche he ascendeth, thou might see in whiche 
partie of the firmamente he is, and in the same 
wise might thou see by night any sterre, wheder 
he sit easte, weste, or southe, or any part bitwixe, 
after the name of the minutes, in whiche the 
sterres standeth. 

To kncreoe sothJie the longitude qf the Moone, or any 
ptanetie that hath no latiiudet fio the tyme of the 
echptdfx Ime. 

Takh the altitude of the Moone and rekeu thyne 
altitude vp, enwng thyne almicantcras^ on whiche 
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side that the Moone standeth, and set there a 
pricke. Take than anone right vppon the Moones 
side, the sdtitude of euery sterre fixe that thou 
knowest, and set his cercle rpoa lus altitude, 
emong th 3 me almicanteras, th^ stene is 
founden, waite than of whiche degree the zodiake 
is, to whiche the pricke of the altitude of the 
Moone, and there take the d^ee in whiche the 
' Moone standeth. This conclusion is verie sotbe, of 
the starres in thine astrolabie, and standeth after 
the trouth. Some treatise of the astrolabie, mak- 
eth non excepcion, whether the Moone baue lati- 
1 tude or none, nor whether side of the Moone, the 
altitude of the sterre be founde. And note if the 
Moone shewe her self by daie, than thou maieste 
woorche the same conclusion by the Sonne, as well 
as by the sterre fixe. 

Thu IS the toerching of the conclusions to knoxae xihe* 
iher any pianette hee directed or retrograde. 

Tare the altitude of any sterre, that is cleped a 
pianette, and note it well, anone righte take the 
altitude of some sterre fixe, that thon knoweste, 
and note it well also, and come againe the thirde 
or the fowerth night next folowyng, for than thou 
shalt perceiue well the meuyng of the planet whe- 
ther he meue forward, or backward, and waite well 
than whan the sterre fixe, is m this same altitude 
that she was, whan thou tooke her firste altitude, 
of the foresaied planet, and note it well, for trusie 
well, if so bee that the planet be in the right side 
of the meridionail line, so that his seconde altitude 
be lesse than the firste altitude was, than is the 
planet directe, and if be be in the west side in that 
condicion, than is he retrograde, and if so be that 
this planet be in the east side, whan his altitude is 
take, so that the seconde altitude bee more than 
his firste altitude, than is he retro^de, and if he 
bee in the west side of the hue mendiooall, than is 
he direct, but the contrary moniug of these parties 
is the cours of the Moone, for sothlie the Moone 
moueth the contrary firo eitlier pianettes, in her 
ecliptike line, but in none other maner. 

The conclusion qf equadofts qf houses^ after the 
ohtrolabie. 

Set the beginning of the degree that ascendeth 
vpon the ende of the viii. houre inequall, than will 
the line of the second house, sit vpon the line of 
midnight, remeue than the degree that ascendeth, 
and set hym vpon the ende of the x. houre in- 
cquall, than will the beginnyng of the hi. house, 
sitte vpon the midnight line, bring vp again the 
same degree that ascendeth firste, and set hym 
vpon the easte orizonte, and than will the be^- 
ning of the iiu. boos sit vppon the midnight lioe* 
Take than the nadere of the degree, that asceodt- 
eth firste, and set hym vpon the eode of the iL 
houre inequall, and than will the begumyug oi the 
V. house,, sit vpon the midnight lin^ Tqfe $baa 
the nadere of the ascendent, and set him V|^ the 
ende of the iiu. houre inequall, an^ than the 
heginnyng of the vi. house set Tpnn > this midnight 
line. The beginnyng of the senenth Jhaose^ isna- 
dere of the ascendente, and the bqginnyng of the 
vhi. house, is nadere of the seconde, and tbeb^nr 
nyng of the nioeth house, is nadae of the thircte, 
and the begiimyDg of the toth house, b nadeareef 
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the iiii. and the beginnyng of the leuenth house, 
is nadere of the fiueth, and the beginning of the 
xii. house, is nadere of the vi. house. 

Jn other maner of equacions of houses^ hy the astw- 
labie. 

Take th3n(ie ascendeute, and than thou haste the I 
fewer angles, for well thou woteste, that thopposite | 
is of thyieascendente, that is to saie, the beginnyng 
of the seuenth hous, sit Tpon the west orizont, and 
the beginnyng of the tenthe house, vpon the line 
meridionall, and his opposite vpon the line of mid- 
night, than laie thy labell vppon the degree that 
ascendeth, and reken than fro the poinct of thy 
labell, all the degrees in the bordure, till that thou 
come to the meridional line, and depaite all thilke 
degrees mto thre euen partes, and take there the 
euen porcions of thiee other houses, for to la?e thy 
labell ouer euery of these three parties, and than 
thou might see by the labell in the zodiake, the 
beginning of these three houses fro the ascendent, 
that is to saie, the twelue next aboue the ascen- 
dente, and than the eleuenth house and the x. 
house, vpon the meridional line, as I first saied the 
same wise weiche, fro the ascendent, doune to the 
line of midnight and thus thou haste three houses, 
that is to saie, the beginning of the seconde, the 
thirde, and the fowerth house : than is the nadire 
of these three houses, the beginnyng of these iii 
houses that foloweth. 

To jmde the line mer:dmall^ to dwell fixe in my 
certain place* 

Take a rounde plate of metall, for warpyng the 
border the better, and make thereupon a luste 
compace, a little withm tbe bordure, and laie this 
rounde plate vpon an euen giounde, or some euen 
stone, or ou a euen stocke fixe in the ground, and 
laie it euen by a rule, in the centre of the coin- 
pace, siicke an euen pinne or a wire vpnght, the 
smaller the better, and set thy prane or thy wire, 
by a plomme rules ende vpright euen, and let this 
pinne be no lenger than a quarter of thy diameter 
of the compace fro the pinne, and wait busilie 
aboute tenne or eleuen of the clocke, whan the 
Sonne sheweth, whan the shadow of the pinne en- 
tereth any thyng, within the cercle of the compace 
one heere brede, and make there a pricke with 
ynke : abide than still waityng on the Sonne, after 
one of tbe clocke, til that the shadowe of the 
pinne, or of the wire, passe any thyng out of the 
cercle or compace, bee it neuer so little, and sette 
there a pricke. Take than a compace and mea- 
sure euen the middle, betwixt botlie piickcs, and 
set there a pneke : take than a rule and drawe a 
strike, euen fro the pinne vnto the middle prick, 
and take there the line meridional for euermore, 
as in the same place. And if thou draw a crosse 
ouerthwarte the compace, lustly ouer the line me- 
ndionall, than haste thou east and west, and per- 
consequens the oppositife, that is southe and north. 

Discripcion of the meridionall line, and qf the longU 
tudes and laiitudeSf of citees and tonnes^ as well as 
qf climates. 

This line meridionall, is but a maner discripcion of 
a line ymagined, that passeth vpon the poles of the 
worlde, and by the signette of our hedde; and it is 


cleaped the signet, for in what place that any 
manne, is at any tyme of the yere, whan the Sonne 
by meuyng of the firmamente, cometh to his me- 
ndionall place, than is it the verie middaie, that 
wee cleape noone, and therefore it is cleaped the 
line of middaie. Than take heede that euermore 
of twoo citees, or of twoo tonnes, of whiche the one 
approcheth nerer the east, than doeth the other 
touiie, trust well that thilke twoo tounes haue 
diuers meridians. Take kepe also, that tbe arche 
of the equinoccidll, that is conteined and bounded, 
betwene the twoo mendians, is cleaped the longi- 
tude of the toune. And if so be that twoo tonnes 
haue meridian like, or one mendian, than is the 
distaunce of hym bothe like farre : and in this 
maner thei chaunge not hir meridian, but sothelie 
thei chaunge hir almicanteras, for the haunsyng of 
the pole, and the- distaunce of tbe Sonne. The 
longitude of a climate maie be cleaped the space 
of the yeartb, fro the beginnyng of the firste cli- 
mate, vnto the laste ende of the same climate, 
euen directe against the pole artike, thus saie some 
aucthours. And some clerkes saie, that if men 
cleape the latitude of a centei, the arche meri- 
dian, that is conteined or intercepte, betwixe the 
signet and the equinocciall, than thei saie, tliat the 
distaunce fro the equinocciall, vnto the ende of the 
climate, euen ayenst the pole artike, is tbe longi* 
tude of the climate for southe. 

To knowe xeidi what degree of the zodiaJce, that any 
planet ascendf-th on the ortzonte, where kzs latitude 
he noith, or south, 

Knowe by thyne alminacke, the degree of the 
ecliptike of any signe, in which that tbe pianette 
is rekened for to bee, and that is cleped the degree 
of his longitude. And know also the degree of bis 
latitude, fro the cliptike, noith or south, and by 
these ensamples folowingm especialle,thou maieste 
wirche with eneiy signe of the zodiake. The lon- 
gitude perauenture of Uenus, or of an other planet 
was of Capricornc, and the latitude of hem north- 
ward degrees, fro the ecliptike line, than tooke I 
subtil compas, and cleped the one poinct of my 
compace A, and that other F- than tooke I the 
poinct of A, and set it in the ecliptike line, and my 
zodiake in the degree of the longitute of heddesj 
that IS to saie, in the ende of Capr.corne, and than 
set I the poinct of F, upwarde m the same signe, 
bicause that the altitude was north, vpon the lati- 
tude of Uenus, that is to saie, in the degre fio the 
hed of Capricorn, and thus haue I the degrees be- 
twixe my twoo pnekes, than laied I doune softbe 
my compace, and set the degree of tbe longitude 
vpon the onzont, than toke 1 and waxed my label, 
in maner of a paire of tables, to receine distinctly 
the pricke of my compace, than toke I this forsaid 
labell, and laied it fixe ouer tbe degree of my lon- 
gitude, than toke I vp my compace, and the poinct 
of A, in tbe waxc of my labell, as 1 coud gesse, 
ouer the cbptike line, in the ende of the longitude 
1 set the poinct ouer endlong on the labell, vpon 
the space of the latitude inwarde, and on the zo- 
diake, that is to say, northward fro the ecliptike : 
than laied I doun my compace, and loked w'ell in 
the waie vpon thecliptike of A, and F, than toum^d 
I my reete, till that the pricke of F, sate vpon the 
onzont, than sawe I well, that the bodie of Uenus 
in her latitude of degrees septemtrionals, ascendeth 
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in the ende of degree, fro the hed of Capncorne. ' 
And note that in this maner, thou migbtest werch 
with any latitude septentrionall in al signes: but 
sothly the latitude meridional!, of a planet in Ca- 
pricome maie not be take, bicause of the little 
space betwixe the ecliptike, and the bordore of 
tne astrolabie, and sikerly in al other signes it 
maie bee take. Also the degree perauenture of 
Inpiter, or of any other pianette, was in the first 
degree of Pisces in longitude and his latitude was 
degrees meridionall. Than toke I the poinct of A. 
and set it in the first degree of Pisces on thecliptike, 
than set I the poinct dounward of F, in the same 
stgne, bicause that the latitude was south degree* 

that IS to saie, firo the hed of Pisces, and thus Iiaue 
I degrees bitwixe both prickes. Than set I the 
degree of the longitude, vpon the onzont, than 
toke I my labell, and laied him fixe rpon the de- 
gree of longitude, than sette I the poinct of A. on 
my labell euen ouer the ecliptike line, in the ende 
of the degree of the longitude, and I sette the 
pomete of F. endelong on my label!, the "space of 
degrees of the latitude outward fio the zodiakc, 
that IS to saie, southwarde fro the ecliptike to- 
■w arde the bordure, and than toumed I my reete, 
td the pomete of F, sate vpon the orizont, than 
sawe I well that the bodie of lupiter, in his lati- 
tude of degrees meridionall, ascendeth with the 
degree of Pisces in horescopo. And in this maner 
thou maieste werche, with any -latitude, as I saied 
firet, saue m Capncoine. And thou wilte pile this 
crafte, with tlie ansyng of the Moone, looke thou 
reken well the course of houre by houre, for she 
dwelleth in a degree of her longitude but a little 
while, as thou woste well r but ueuertlielcsse, if 
thou legen well her verie meuyng by the tables, 
or after her course houre by houre, thou shalte 
doe well inough. 

Umbra recta. 

If thou wilt wirche with umhm recta, if tliou might 
come to the base of the toure, in this maner shall 
thou wirche : take the altitude of the toure with 
bothe holes, so that the i ule he euen on a pomete- 
Ensample, as thus. I see him through the pomete 
of fower, than mete I the space, betwixe me and j 
the toure, and I find it twentie fote, than behold I I 
how fower is to twelue, and I find it is the third 
part of twelue. Eight so the space betwixe thee 
and the toure, is the thirde parte of the altitude of 
the toure: than thnse twentie foote, is the highest 
of the toure, with thaddicion of thine owne bodie 
fro thyne iye. If the rule fall on fine, than is fiue 
tymes twelue, the highest of the toure. 

Umbra versa. 

Ip thou maieste not come to the base of the toure, 
and thou fixe hym through the nomber of one, set 
there a pricke at thy foote, than go nere the toure, 
and see hym through at the poincte of twoo, and 
set there an other pneke, and than heholde howe 
one hath hym to twelue, and thou shalte finde 
that he hath hym twelue sithes, than behold how 
twoo haue hym to xii. and thou shalte finde it sixe 
srthes, and therefore the space betwixe twoo prickes, 
is sixe times thyne altitude. And note that at the 
first altitude of one, thou sctlcst a prick, and after- 
ward whan thou seest hym through at twoo, tliere 
thou settest a pricke, than thou findeste betwene 
lx* foote, than tfcmi sdialte finde that tenne is the 
VOL. I. 
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sixte parte of lx, than is a foote the altitude of 
the toure, but if it fall vpon an other poinctc, as 
thus. It falleth on sixe at the seconde takyng it, 
whan it falleth on fower, than shall thou find tijat 
sixe is the second parte of twelue, and fower is tlirc 
third parte of twelue, by the thirde parte, that is 
to say, the space betwixte twoo pnekes, twise the 
height of the toure, and if the difference wer three* 
than would it be thre times the height. Et SiC de 
singulis- An other maner werchyng bx’ umhia 
recta: If thou man at not come by the bace of 
the toure, wirche in tins WI7.3 : sette thy rule vpon 
one, till thou see the altitude, and set at thy foote 
a pricke, and than set thy 1 ule vpon twoo, and so 
dooe in the same maner : than looke \,'bat is the 
difference betwixe one and twoo, and thou shalte 
fine that it is one. Than measure the space be- 
twixe the two prickes, and that is the twelue pirte 
of the altitude of the toure, and so of all other. 

Umbra recta. 

If thy rule fall vppon the eighte poinct, on the 
right shadow e, than make the figure of eight, than 
loke howp oioche space of the feete is betwixe thee 
and the tome, and multiplie that by twelue, and 
w'han thou haste multiplied it by the same nombei, 
than delude it by the nomber of eight, and kepe 
the residue, and adde thereto thy height vnto 
thyne iye, to the res'due, and that shall be the 
vene hcighte of the toure. And thus maieste 
thou wotiiche, on the same side from one 10 
twelue, &c, 

Vmhra recta. 

An other maner of woorkyng vpon the same side. 
Looke vpon what pomete thy rule falleth, whan 
thou seest the toppe of the toure, through the 
twoo holes, and than mete the space from thv 
foote, to the base of the toure, and right as the 
nomber of the poincte, hath hymself to twelue, 
right so the mesure, betwixt thee and the toure, 
hath hym self to the height of the same toure. 
Ensample as thus. I sette case thy lule fall vpon 
eight, than is eight twoo thirde partes of twelue, 
so is the space twoo thirde partes of the toure. 

Umbra vena. 

To knowe the height, by the poincte of umbra 
versa. If* the rule fall vpon in. whan thou seest 
the toppe of the toure sette a pneke there thy 
foote standeth, and go nere till thou maiest see the 
same toppe, at the poincte of iiii. and sette theie 
an other prick: than mete howe many foote is 
betwixe the twoo prickes, and the height vp to 
thyne iye, and that shall be the height of the 
toure. And note, that lii. is the fowerth part of 
xii. and mi. is the thirde part of xii. Now passeth 
nil. the nomber of iii- by dK^tannce of i. therefore 
the same space with thy height to thy iye, is the 
height of the toure. And ii it were so that there 
were twoo or three distaunces lu the nombers, $0 
should the measure betwixe the pnekes, by twue 
or thrise the height of the toure. 

Umbra recta. 

To know the height, if thou msdest not come of 
the bace of the thing, set thy rule vpon what poinct 
thou write, so that thou maist tfe the toppe of the 
tiling, through the twoo holes, and make a marice, 
Hh 
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there as thy foote standetb, and go nere or ferther, 
till thou maiestc see it through an other poinct 
and make there an other marke, and looke what 
difference is betwixe the twoo pomctes in the scale, 
and nght as that difference hath hyni to xii. right 
so the spaces betwixe the twoo markes hath hym 
to the height of the thing. Ensample. I set the 
case, that thou seest it through the poinct of iiii 
and after at the poinct of lii. Now passeth the 
nomher of iuu the nomber of m- the distaunce of i. 
and right as this difference , of one, hath hymself 
to xiu nght so the measure betwixe bothe the 
markes, hath him to the height of the same thing 
puttyng therto the height of thy self to thine lye. 
And thus maiest thou werke from i. to xii. 

Umbra versa* 

TERTHERWonfi, if thou wilte knowe m umbra versa, 
by the crafte of umbra recta, I suppose to take 
thine altitude at the poinct of iiii. and makest a 
marke, and than thou goest nere, till thou haste it 
at the pomcte of ui. and makest there an other 
marke, than must thou deuide 144- by 4. the nom- 
ber that cometli thereof shall be 36. and after 
deuide 144. by 3. and the nomber that cometh 
thereof IS 48, than loke what difference is betwjxe 
36. and 48. and that shalt thou finde 12. and right 
as 12. hath hym to 12. so the space betwixe the 
twoo prickes, hath him to the altitude of the 
thyng. 

HERE ENDETH THE CONCLUSIONS OP THE ASTROtABIE. 


THE PliOLOGUB 

OF THE TESTAMENT OF LOTjE. 

Many men there hen, that with eeres openly sprad 
so moche swalowen the deliciousnesse of lestes and 
of ryme, by qaeynt knittinge coloures, that of the 
goodnesse or of the baduesse of the sentence, take 
they litel hede or els none. 

Sothelye dulle witte and a thonghtfall soule so 
sore haue mined and graffed m my spirites, that 
soche craft of endi tinge woll nat ben of mine ac- 
quaintauuce. And for rude wordes and boistous 
percen the herte of the herer to the inrest point, 
and planten there the sentence of thinges, so that 
with litel helpe it is able to spnng. This booke 
that nothynge hath of the great floode of wytte, 
ue of semelyche colours, isdoluenwith rude wordes 
and boistous, and so drawe togider to maken the 
calthers therof ben the moie redy to hent sen- 
tence. 

Some men there ben, that pamten with colours 
riche and some with vers, as with red mke, and 
some with coles and chalke : and yet is there good 
matter to the lende people of thylke chalkye pur- 
treyture, as hem thinketh for the tyme, and after- 
ward the syght of the better colours yeuen to hem 
more loye for the first leudenesse. So sothly this 
leude dowdy occupacyon is not to prayse, but by 
the leude, for comenly leude leudenesse commem- 
deth. Eke it shal yeue sight that otlier precyous 
thynges shall be the more m reuerence. In lAtm 
and French hath many soueraine wittes had great 
delyte to endite, and haue many noble thinges 
fulfilde, but certes there ben some that speaken 


their poisve mater in Fiench, of whrche spechtf 
the Frenche men haue as good a fantasye as we 
haue in heryng of Frenche mens Englishe. And 
many termes thei ben in Englyshe, whiche vnneth 
we Englishe men connen declare the knowleginge: 
how should than a Frenche man borne, soche termes 
conne lumpere m his matter, but as the lay cha- 
tereth Englishe. Right so truely the vnder&tandyng 
of Englishmen woll not stretche to the priuye 
termes in Frenche, what so euer wee bosten of 
straunge langage. IiCt than clerkes enditen in 
Latin, for they haue the propertie of science, and 
the knowinge in that facultie i and lette Frenche- 
men in the,r Frenche also enditen their queinte 
teimes, for it is kyndely to their mouthes, and 
let vs shewe our fantasies in soche wordes as we 
lerneden of our dames tonge. And although this 
booke be lytel thank worthy for the leudnesse in 
trauail, yet soch writing exiten men to thllke thinges 
that ben necessane : for euery man theiby may as 
by a perpetual myrrour sene the vices or vertues 
of other, in whyche thynge lightly may be con- 
cerned to escheue perils, and necessaries to catch, 
after as anentures haue fallen to other people or 
persons. Certes the souerainst thinge of desne and 
most creatuie reasonable, haue or els shuld haue 
full appetite to their perfectyon : vnreasonable 
beestes mowen not, sithe reason hath in hem no 
workinge : than reasonable' that wol not, is com- 
parisoned to vnreasonable, and made lyke hem. 
Forsothe the most soueraine and ffnall perfection 
of man is in knowynge of a sothe, withouten any 
■ enteift deceiuable, and m loue of one very God, 
that IS inchaungeable, that is to knowe, and loue 
his creature. 

Nowe pnncipally the meane to brynge in know- 
j leging and louynge his creatour, is the cons'de- 
i racyon of thynges made by the creatour, wher- 
through be thylke thinges that ben made, vndei- 
standyrge here to our wyttes, ame the vnsene 
pryueties of God made to vs syghtfull and know- 
inge, in out* contemplacion and vnderstondinge. 

: These thinges than forsoth moche bringen vs to 
the ful knowleginge sothe, and to the pa^te loue 
of the maker of hcuenly thynges. Lo Dauid saitb : 
thou haste delited me in makinge, as who saitb, to 
haue delitein the tune how God hath lent me in 
consideracion of thy makinge. Wherof Aristotle 
m the boke de Animalibus, saielh to naturell phi- 
losophers : it is a greate likynge in loue of know- 
ing their cieatoure; and also m knowinge of causes 
mkindelye thynges considred. Forsothe the formes 
of kindelye thinges and the shap, a great kyndely 
loue me shulde haue to the werkman that hem 
made. The crafte of a werkman is shewed m the 
werk. Herefore truhe the philosophers with a 
lyuely studie manie noble thinges, righte precious 
and worthy to memorye writen, and by a great 
swetande trauaille to vs letten of causes the pro- 
perties m natures of thinges, to whiche therfore 
philosophers it was more loy, more lykmge, more 
herty lust m kindely vertues and matters of reason 
the peifection by busy study to knowe, than to 
bane had all the treasour, al the richesse, al the 
vaine glory that the passed emperours, pnnees, or 
kinges hadden. Therfore the names of hem in 
the booke of peipetuall memorie in vertue and 
peace arne wnten, and in the contrarie, that is to 
same, in Styxe the fpule pitte of Helle ame thilke 
pressed that soch goodnes hated. And, bicause 
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this booke shall be of loue, and the prime causes 
of stenn^ m that doinge with passions and diseases 
for wantiQge of desire, I wil that this booke be 
cleped the Testament of Loue. 

But now thou reder, who is thiJke that will not 
in scome laughe, to here a dwarfe or els halfe a | 
man, say he wil rende out the swerde of Hercules | 
handes. And also he shulde set Hercules gade» a i 
mile yet ferther, and ouer that he had power of j 
s^engtb to pull vp the spcre, that Alisander the 
noble might neuer wagge 

And that passiiige al thinge to ben mayster of 
Fraunce by might, there as the noble gracious 
Edwarde the thirde for all his great prow esse in 
victories ne might al yet conquere. 

Certes I wote wdl, ther shall be made more 
scome and lape of me, that I so vnworthe’y clothed 
al togitherin the cloudie cloude of vncouning, wj 
patten me in prees to speke of loue, or els of the 
causes in that matter, sithen al the grettest clerkes 
han had ynough to don, and as who saitb gathered 
vp dene to forne hem, and with their sharp sithes 
of conning al mowen and made thereof great rekes 
and noble, ful of al plenties to fed me and many 
another. Enuye fbrsothe commendetli noughte 
his reason, that he hath in vain, be it neuei so 
trusty. And al though these noble repers, as good 
woikmen &nd worthy then hier, han al draw" and 
bounde vp in the sheues, and made many shockes, 
yet haue I ensample to gader the smale crommes, 
and fullm my walet of tho that fallen from the 
^urde among the smalle houndes, notwithstand- 
inge the trauaile of the altnoigner, that hath draw 
vp in the cloth al the remissailes, as trenchoais, 
and the relief to here to the almesse. Yet also 
haue X leue of the noble husbande Boece, all though 
I be a straunger of conninge to come aftei his doc- 
trine, and these great workmen, and glene my 
handfuls of the shedynge after their handes, and 
yf me faile ought of my ful, to encrease my por- 
cion with that I shal drawe by priuyties out of 
shockes, a si ye seruaunte in his owne helpe is 
often moche commended, knowynge of trouthe m 
causes of thyuges, was more hardier in the firste 
sechers, and so sayth Aristotle, and lighter in vs 
that han followed after. For their passing study 
han fiesshed our wittes, and oure vnderstandynge 
han excited in consideracion of trouth by sharpenes 
of their reasons. Utterly these thinges be no 
dremes ne iapes, to throwe to hogges, it is lyfelych 
meate foe children of trouth, and as they me beti- 
den whan I pilgramed out of my kith in winteie, 
whan the wether out of measure was boistous, and 
the wyld wind Borias as his kind a&keth with dry- 
inge coldes, maked the wawes of the occian see so 
to arise vnkindely ouer the commune bankes that 
it was in point to spill all the ertbe, 

THUS ENDETH THE PROLOGUE, AND HERE AFTER POLOWETH 
THE FIRST BOKE OF THE TESTAMENT OF LOUE. 


THE TESTAMBNT OF LOUE, 

AlLAs fortune alas, 1 that some tyme in delicious 
houres was wont to enioy blisful stoundes, am 
Dowe dryue by vnbappy beumesse to bewaile my 
sondrie yuels in tene. Trewlie I leue, m myii 
hertc IS wntte of perdurable letters al the enten- 
cyons of lamentacion that now ben ynempned, 
for any maner disease outward in sobbyng maner^ 
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sheweth sorowful yexynge from within. Thus fiom 
my oonfoit I ginne to spille, sith she that shulde 
me solace, is ferre fro my presence. C<*rtes her 
absence is to me an Hell, mv stemynge death thus 
in wo it myneth, that endelesse care is throughout 
myne herte clenched, blysse of my joye, that ofte 
me murthed is turned into galle, to tbynke on 
thing that may not at ray wil in armes me bent. 
Mirth is cbamiged into tene, whan sw nk is there 
continually, that reat was wont to soiourne and 
haue dwellynge place- Thus w.tlesse thoughtful], 
sightlesse lokynge, I enduie mv penaunce in this 
derke prisoune, ca tisued fro fiendshippe and ac- 
quaintaunce, and forsaken of ai that auy woide 
dare speake. Straunge hath oy way of mtruciourt 
made his home there me shulde be, yf reason were 
herde as he shulde. Neuer the later yet hertly 
lady p,ecyous Margant, haue minde on thy ser- 
uaunte, aud tbynke on his d’Seas^, bowe llghtles he 
lyueth, sithe the beames bieneiide in lone of thin 
eien am so bewet, that woiJdes and cloude ,atwene 
vs twey wol not suffre my thoughtes of hem to DC 
enlumjned. Thinke that one vertue of a Mar- 
ganle precious is amonges manye other the sorow- 
full to comforte, yet wil of tliat me sorowful to corn- 
forte, is my luste to haue nought els at this tyme, 
deede ne death, ne no maner traueylle hath, no 
power myne herte so mothe to fade, as shulde 
to here of a twlncklinge m your d.sease. Ah, 
God forbede that, but yet lete me dey, let me 
sterue witbouten any measure of penaunce, rather 
than myne hertely thinking comforte in ought 
were diseased. What may my seruice aueile in 
absence of her, that my seruice shulde acoepte? 
IS this nat endelesse sorowe io thinke? Yes, yes 
God wote, myne herte breaketh nie a sender, how 
should the ground without kmdiy nonturc, bringca 
forth any fruites ? how should a ship withoten a- 
steme m the great sea be gouemed ? how sbold I 
witbouten my blisse, my herte, my desire, my 
loye, my goodnesse, endure in this contrarious 
prison, that thinke euery houre in the daie, anr 
hundred winter ^ wel maie now Eue sain to me 
Adam, in sorowe fallen from wealthe, diiuen art 
thou out of Paradise, with sweate thy sustenaunce 
to be swinke. Depe in this pmyng pute, with wo 
I ligge istocked, with chames liuked of care, aud 
of tene. It is so Ine fiom thens I lie, and the 
common yerth. there ne is cable ra no land maked^ 
that might stretche to me, to drawe me iuto blisse, 
ne steyeis to steyc on is none, so tbat without re- 
couer endlesse, here to endure I wote well 1 pur- 
ueide. O where art thou nowe frendship, that 
sometyme with laughande chere, madest bothe 
face and eountenaunce to me wardes ? Truely 
nowe arte thou wente out of toune, but euer me 
thinketh, he weareth bis old clothes, and that the 
soule, in the whiche the life of ficndship was in, 
is drawen out from his other spirites. Now than 
farewell frendship, and farewell felawes, me thinketh 
ye all han taken your leaue: no force of you-all 
at ones. 

But ladie of loue, ye wote what I mean, yet 
think on thy seruaunt, that foe thy loue spilletb, 
all thynges haue I forsake, to folowen thme hestes: 
reward me with a thought though ye doe naught 
els. Remerabraunce of loue, hth so sore vnder 
my breste, that other thought cometh not in my 
mynde, but gladnesse to thmke on your goodne^e, 
and your meiie chmre, freades and sorowe, to thinSt 
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on your wretohe and youv daunger, from whiche 
Christ me saue. My greate loyc it is to haue in 
meditacions, the bounties, the veitues, the nobley 
in you printed : sorowe and Hel comen at ones, 
to suppose that 1 be veined. Thus with care, 
sorowe, and tene am I shapt, mm ende with death 
to make. Now good goodly thinke on this. 

O wretched foole that I am fallen into folowe, 
the heate of brenmng tene hath me all dc- 
fesed : how should ye lady set prise on so foule 
filth : my conning is thinne, my witte is exiled, 
like to a foole naturell, am I comparisoned. Truely 
ladie, but your meicic the more were. T wote well 
all my labor were in idell: your mercie than 
passeth light. God graunt that proposicion to be 
verified in me, so that by trust of good hope, I 
mowe come to the hauen of ease, and sith it is 
Impossible, thecoloursof youre qualities to chaunge: 
and forsoth I wote well, wemme ne spot maie not 
abide, there so noble vertue haboundeth, so that 
the defasyng to you is verily imaginable, as coun- 
tenance of goodnes what encreasmg vertue, is so 
in you knit to abid by necessarie maner, yet if 
the ruiers might fal, which is ayenst kinde, I woU 
well myn herte, ne should therefore naught flit, by 
the leste pomct of geometric, so sadlie is it sonded, 
that awaie from your seruice in loue, maie he not 
departe. O loue, whan shall I been pleased ? O 
charitie, whan shall I been eased ? O good goodlie, 
whan shall the dice toume ? O full of vertue, doe 
the chaunce of comforte, vpwarde to fall. O loue, 
whan wolt thou think on thy seruaunt ? I can no 
more, but here out cast of all welfare, abide the 
dale of my death, or els to see the sight that might 
all my wellynge sorowes loide, and ot the floode 
make an ebbe. These diseases mowen well by 
duresse of sorowe, make my life to vnbodie, and 
so for to die: but certes, ye ladie m a full per- 
feccion of loue, been so knitte with my soule, that 
death maie not tbilke knotte vnbinde ne departe, 
so that ye and my soulle together is endlesse, in 
blisse should dwel, and there shall my soule at the 
full been eased, that he maie haue your presence, 
to shewe the entent of his derires : ah dere God, 
that shall bee a greate ioye. Now yearthlie god- 
desse, take regarde of thy seruaunt, though I be 
feble, for thou art wonte to praise them better, 
that would consenie in loue, all be he full meaner 
than kinges or princes, that woll not haue that 
vertue in miade. Now precious Margante, that 
what thy noble vertue, hast drawen me into loue 
firste, me wenyng thereof to haue blisse, as galle 
and aloes are so moche sprong, that sauour of 
ewetenesse maie I not atast. Alas that your be- 
nigne iyen, in which that mercie semeth, to haue 
all his noriture, mil by no waie touine the clere- 
nesse of mercie to mewardes. Alas that your 
breunande vertues, shinyng emonges all folke, and 
cnluminyng all other people, by habnndaunce of 
^ncreasyng, sheweth to me but smoke, and no 
light. These thhiges to thinke in myne harte, 
maketh euery daie wepyng in myne iyen to renne. 
^ese liggen on my backe so sore, that importable 
burden me semeth on me backe to be charged, it 
maketh me backwards to meue, whan my steppes 
' by comon course euen forthe pretende: these 
thynges also on right side and lefte, haue me so 
fefluolued with care, that wanhope of helpe is 
throughout me ronne truelie, and leue that grace- 
iesse is my fortune, whiche that eiier sheweth it I 


mewardes by a jcloudie disease, all rCadie to make^ 
stoimes of tene, and the blisfuU side halte still 
awaiward, and woll it not suffer to mewardes tO' 
tume : no force yet woll I not been conquered. 

O, alas that your nobley so moche emong all 
other creatures, commended by folowyng streme, 
by al manei vertues, but there been wonderfull, I 
not whiche that let the flood to come into my soul, 
ypherfore purely mated with sorowe through sought, 
my self T crie on your goodnes, to haue pitee on 
this caitife, that in the inrest degree of sorowe and 
disease is left, and without your goodlie will, from 
any help and recouery. These sorowes maie I 
not susteine, but if my sorowe should bee tolde, 
and to you werdes shewed, although moche space 
IS betwene vs twame, yet me thynketh that by 
soche ioleinyng woordes, my disease ginneth ebi 
Truelie me thynketh that the sonne of my lameu- 
tacious wepyng, is tight now flowe into youre pre- 
sence, and there crieth after mercie and grace, to 
whiche thynge me semeth, thee liste none answere 
to yeue, but with a demons chere, yecommaunded 
it to auoide, but God forbidde that any wooide 
should of you spryng, to haue so little ruth. Pardc 
pitie and mercie, in euery Margant is closed by 
kinde, emongs many other vertues, by qualities 
of comforte, but comfort is to me right naught 
worthc, withouten meicie and pitie of you alone 
whiche thinges hastly God me graunt for hi<v 
mercie. 

Rehearsing these things and many other, without 
time or moment of rest, me semed for anguisbe of 
disease, that all togitber 1 was rauisshed, I can not 
tell how, but holly al my passions and felynges 
wereu loste, as it semed for the time, and sodamly 
a maner of dreade, light in me al at ones, nought 
soche feare as folke haue of an enemie, that were 
mightie, and would hem greue, or dooen hem dis- 
ease : for I trowe this is wel knowe to many per- 
sonas, that otherwhile if a man be in his soueraines 
presence, a maner of feidnesse creapeth in his 
hei tc, not for harme, but of goodlie subieccion 5 
namelie as men reden that aungelles been aferde 
of our Saniour in Hcauen. And parde there ne is, 
ne maie no passion of disease bee, but it is to 
meane, that aungelles been a dradde, not by frendes 
of drede, sithen thei been perfitly blissed, as affec- 
cioB of wonderfulnes, and by seruice of obedience, 
soche ferde also ban these louers in presence of 
their loues, and subiectes afome their soueraines i 
right so with ferdnesse, mine herte was caught. 
And I sodainlie astoined, there entered into the 
place, there I was lodged a ladie, the semeliche 
and moste goodlie to my sight, that euer to feme 
appeared to any creature, and trulie in the bltrs- 
tnng of her looke, she yaue gladness and comforte, 
sodamly to all my wittes, and right so she doeth 
to euery wight, that cometh in her presence. And 
ibr she was so goodlie (as me thought) mine herte 
began somedele to be enbolded, and wext a little 
bardie to speake, but yet with a quakynge voice, 
as 1 durst, 1 salued her, and enquired what she 
was, and why she so worthie to sight,' daiued t© 
enter into so fonle a dongeon, and namely a prison, 

' without leaue of my kepei's. For certes, although 
the vertue of deedes of mercie, stretchen to visiteli 
the poore prisoners, and hem after that faculties 
been had to comforte, me seined that 1 was so 
ferre fallen into znisene and wretched hid caitif- 
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nesse, that me Blioald no precious thing neigh : 
and also that for my sorowe eaery wight should 
been heauie, and wisshe my recouery. But whan 
this lady had somcdeale appercciued, as well by 
my woordes, as by my chere, what thought busied 
me within, with a good womanlie countenaunce she 
said these wordes. “ O my none, wenest thou that 
my maner bee, to foryet my frendes, or my ser- 
uauntes ? Nsue” (quod she) “ it is my full entent, 
to visite and comfort all my frendsbippes and alies, 
as well in tyme of perturbacion, as of moste pro- 
pel tie of bhsse, in me shall vnkindnesse neuer be 
founden. And also sithen I bane so fewe especial 
true, now in these daies, wherfore I maie well at 
moie leisar, come to hem that me deseruen, and if 
my coinyng maie m any thyng auaile, wete well I 
woll come often.** 

« Now good ladle’* (quod I) that art so faire on 
to loke, nnyng home by thy woordes, blisse of para- 
dise ame thy lokynges, ioye and comfort are thj' 
mouiuges. What is thy name? How is it that in 
you is so mokell werkmg vertues enpight, as me 
semetb, and in non other creature, that euer sawe 
I with mine iyen^” — “ My disciple’* (quod she) ** me 
wondreth of thy wordes, and on thee, that for a 
little disease bast foryeten my name. Wost thou 
not well that I am luoue, that firste thee brought to 
thy semice ?’* — ” O good ladie** (quod I) " is this 
worship to thee, or to thyne excellence, for to come 
into so foule a place ? Parde somtime tho I was in 
prosperite, and with forain goodes enuolued, I had 
mokil to doen to draw thee to mine hostel, and 
yet many wemmges thou madest, ere thou liste 
fullie to graunt, thme home to make at my dwell- 
ing place: and now thou comest goodlie by thine 
owne vise, to comfort me with wordes, and so there 
through I giuue remember, ou passed gladnes, 
Trulie ladie I ne wot, wheth^ I shall saie w'elcome 
or none, sithen thy commyng woll as moche doe 
me tene and sorowe, as gladnesse and mirth : se 
why. For that me comforteth to thinke on passed 
gladnesse, that me anoyeth eft to be in doing. 
Thus thy comming both gladdeth and teueth, and 
that is cause of moche sorowe: lo ladie, how .than 
1 am comforted by your conning, and with that 1 
gan in teares to distill, and tenderliewepe.” — “Now 
certes*’ (quod Loue) “ I se well (and that me oner 
thinketh) that wit in the faileth, and art in pomct 
to dote.” — “ Trulie" (quod I) that bane yemaked, 
and that euer wol I rue.” — “ Wottest thou not well*^ 
(quod she) “ that euery sh^herde ought by reason, 
to seke his sperkeland shape tbatame ron into 
wildemesse, emong busshes and perils, and bem to 
their pasture ayen hrjmg, and take of hem priuie 
buste cure on keping: and tho the vnconmng 
shepe, scattred would been lost, renning to wilder- 
nesse, and to desertes drawe, or els woulden put 
hem self to the swallowyng wolfe, yet shall the 
shepherde, by busmesse and trauaile, so put him 
fordie, that he shall not let him be lost by no waie. 
A good shepherd putteth rather his life to been lost 
for bis shepe. 

“ But for thou shalt not wene me, being of werse 
condicion, truelie for euenche of my folke, and 
for all tho that to mewarde, bee knit m any con- 
dicion, I woll rather die than suffre hem through 
errour to been spilte. For me liste, and it me' 
liketh, of all myue a shepherdesse to bee cleaped. 
Wost thou not well, I failed neuer wight, but he 
me refused; and would negligentlie go with vnkind- 
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nesse ? And yet parde, haue I many soche holpe 
and releued, and thei haueofte me begiled, but 
euer at tbeode, it discended in their owne neckes- 
Haste thou not redde, howe kinde I was to Paris, 
Priamus* soone of Troie ? How lason mefalsed, for 
al his fals behest r How Sesars sonke, I lefte it for* 
no tene, till he was troned in my blisse, for his 
semice. What” (quod she) moste of all, maked I 
not a louedaie, bitwene God and man^nd, and 
cheseamaide to be nompere, tobut theqiiarell 
aiende; lo, how I baue traoaiied to haue thanke 
-on all sides, and yet list me not to reste, and 1 
might finde on whom I should werche. But trulie 
mine owne disciple, bicause I haue the founde at 
all assais in thy will to bee redie, mine hestes to 
haue followed, and haste been true to that Marga- 
rite Perle, tl^at ones X thee shewed, and she alwaie 
ayenward, bath made but daungerous ciiere, I am 
come in proper persone to put thee out of errours, 
and make thee glad by waies of reason, so that 
sorow ne disease shal, no more hereafter the amais- 
trie. Wher through I hope, thou shaft hghtlie 
come to the grace, that thou looge haste desired, 
of thilke iewelL Haste thou not heard many en- 
samples, how I haue comforted, and u leued the 
scholers of my lore ? Who hath worthied kinges 
in the felde ^ V/ho hath honoured ladies in boure, 
by a perpetuall mirror of tbeir truth in my semice ? 
Who hath caused worthie folke, to voide vice and 
shame ^ who hath holde citees, and realmes in 
prosperitie if thee list clepe ayen thyne olde re- 
membraunce, thou coudest eue»*y poincte of this 
declare m especiall, and sate that 1 thy maistres 
haue he cause, cauayng these thmges, and many 
mo other.’’ 

“ Now iwis madame” (quod I) all these thinges 
I knowe well my sel^ and that thyne excehence, 
passeth the vnderstandyng of vs beastes, and that 
no mannes witte yearthlie, maie comprehende thy 
vertues.” — “ Well than” (quod she) for I see thee 
in disease and sorowe, 1 wote well thou art one of 
myne nones, I maie not sufter thee so to make 
sorow^ thine owne self to shende : but I my self 
come to be thy fere^ thine heuy charge to make to 
seme the lesse, for wo is him that is a loue : and 
to the sory to been moued by a sorowfuU wight it 
is great gladnes. Right so with my sicke frendes 
I am sicke, and with sorie, I can not els but sorowe 
make, till whan I haue hem leleued, lu soche wise 
that gladnesse in a maner of counterpaisyng, shall 
restore as mokell in loye, as the passed heuinessc 
bifome did in tene. And also** (quod she) “ whan 
any of my seruauntes been alone in solitarie place, I 
haue vet euer busied me to be .with hem, in com- 
fort of their hartes, and taught hem to make songes 
of plamte and of blisse, nnd to enditen letters of 
rbetorike, in queint vnderstandinges, and to be*- 
tbinke hem in what wise, thei might beste tbmr 
ladies in good semice please, and also to leame 
maner in countenaunce, in wordes, and in bearyn^, 
and to been meke and lowlie to euery wight, his 
name and fame to encrease, and to yeue greate 
yeftes and large, that his renome maie spryngeo, 
but thee thereof haue I excused, for thy losse and 
thy greate costages, where throngh thou arte 
neadie, anie nothing to me vnknowen, hut I hope 
to God sometime it shal been amended, as thus, 
as I saied- In norture haue I taught al mine, and 
in curtesie'made hem expert, their ladies'hertes to 
winne, and if any would endeinous, or proude, 
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be eniiious, or of wretches acquaintaunce, hastliche 
baue socbe voided out of my schole* for all vices 
truelie I hate : uertues and worthmesse m all my 
power I auauQce*’^ 

** Ah wortbie creature’* (quod I) and by luste 
cause* the name of goddes diguely ye mow beare : 
m thee lithe the grace, through which^ any creature 
in this world hath any goodnesse, truly all maner 
-of blisse, and preciousness m vertue out of thee 
spnngen, and welleu, as brookes and rmeis, pro- 
ceaden from their sprynges, and like as all wateis 
by kmde, drawen to the sea, so all kindly thinges 
thresten, by ful appetite of desire to drawe after 
thy steppes, and to thy presence aproche, as to 
their kmdlie perfeccion how dare than beastes in 
this world, aught forfete ayenst thy diuine pur- 
ueighaunce? Also lady ye knowen all the piiuie 
thoughtes, m hertes no counsaile maic been hidde 
from your knowyng. Wherefore I wote wel ladie, 
that ye knowe your self, that I m my conscience 
am, and haue been willyng to yourseniice, all 
coude I neuer dooe as I should, yet forsothe famed 
I neuei to loue otherwise, than was in myne harte: 
a.nd it I coud haue made chere to one, and ithought 
an other, as many other dooen aldaie afore myne 
jyen, I trowe it would not me haue vailed.** 

Certes” (quod she) “ haddest thou so dooen, I 
would not now haue thee heie visited.” — Ye wete 
well ladie eke” (quod I) ‘'that I haue not plaid raket, 
nettle in, docke out, and with the weathercocke 
waued, and truely there ye me sette, by accorde, of 
^y conscience, I would not flie, till ye and reason by 
apeite strength, madea myne harte to toume.** 

“ In good faithe” (quod she) ** I haue knowe thee 
•euer of tho condicions, and sithen thou wonldest (m 
;is moche as in thee was) a made me prime of thy 
counsaiU, and fudge of thy conscience, though I 
forsoke it m the daics, till I sawe better my tyme, 
would neuer God that I should now fade, but euer 
I woll be readie, witnessyng thy sothe, m what 
that puer I shall, ayenst al tho that woll the 
contrary sustem, and for as moche as to me is 
naught vnknowcn, ne bid of thy prime herte, but 
.all haste thou tho thynges, made to me ctpen. at 
the fall, that hath caused my comyng into this 
prison, to voide the webbes of thine jyen to make 
thee derely to see the errours thou haste been in, 
and bicause that men been of diners condicions, 
^me a dradde to saie a sothe, and some fora sothe, 
anone readie to fight, and also that I maie jipt my 
self been in place, to withsaie thilke men, that of 
thee speaken, otherwise than the sothe, I woll and 
charge thee, m vertue of obedience, that thou to 
me owest, to writen my wordes, and set hem in 
wntynges, that thei mow^e as my witnessyng, been 
noted emong the people. For bookes written, 
neither dreden ne shamen, ne stniie conne, but 
onely shewen the entente of the writer, and yeue 
remembraunce to the hearer : and if any woll in 
thy presence saie, any thnige to tho writers, looke 
boldhe, trust on Mars to answere at the ful. For 
certes, I shal him enforme of all the trouthe in thy 
loue, with thy conscience, so that of his heipe thou 
shalt not vaiie at thy nede. I trowe the strongest 
and the best that maie bee founde, woil not trans- 
ners tby wordes, whereof than wonldest thou 
drede.” 

'GgKATLiE was I tho gladded of these wordes, and 
»s who saith, wcxen somdeie light in herte, both for 


thancthoritie of witnesse, and also of sikemesse of 
heipe of the foresaied beheste, and said. “ Truely 
ladie now am a well gladded, through comforte of 
your wordes : be it now likyng vnto your nobly to 
shewe, whiche folke diffame your seiuantes, sith 
your seruice oughte aboue all other thvnges to been 
commended.** — “ Yet** (quod she) “ I see well thy 
scale is not al out of the amased cloude : the were 
better to heare thing, that thee might light out of 
thyne heauie charge and after knowyng of thyne 
own helpr, than to stirre swete woordes, and soche 
reasons to hraie : for m a though tfull soule (and 
namely soch one as thou art) woll not yet soche 
thinges smken. Come of therefore, and let me 
seen thy heuie charge, that I maie the lightlier for 
thy comfort purueigh.*’ 

“ Now certes ladie’* (quod I) “ the moste comfort 
I might haue, were vtterlie to wete me bee sure m 
hertes, of that Margante I serue, and so I thinks 
to doen with all mightes, while my life duietb.’* 
“Than** (quod she) “ maieste thou thereafter, m 
soche wise that misplcasannce ne entre ?*’ — “ In good 
faithe*’ (quod I) there shall no mispleasaunce be 
caused, thiougb trespace on my side.”— “ And I dooe 
thee to wenten** (quod she) “ I sette neuer yet per- 
sona to serue in no place (but if he caused the con- 
trary, m defaultes and trespaces) that hene sped of 
hisseruice.*’^ — “ Myne owne yearthly ladie’* (quod 
I tho) ** and yet remember to your worthmesse how 
long sithen by many reuoluyng of yeres, m tyme 
whan October, b^s leaue ginneth take, and Nouem- 
bersheweth hym to sight, whan hemes been full of 
goodes, as is the nutte on euery halke, and than 
good londe tillers, ginneth shape for the yearth, 
with great© trauaile to bryng forth© more come, 
to mannes sustenannee, ayenste the next yeres 
folowing. In soche tyme of plentie, he that hath 
an home, and is wise, liste not to wander mei uailes 
to seche, but he be constrained or excited : oft the 
lothe thing is doen, by excitacion of other mannes 
opinion, whiche woulden fame haue myne abidyng, 
take m herte of luste to trauaile, and see the 
windyng of the yearth, m that tyme of winter, by 
woodes that large streates werne m, by small pathes, 
that swine and hogges hadden made, as lanes with 
ladels their maste to seche, I walked thmkyng 
alone, a wonder greate while, and the great© beastes 
that the woode haunten, and adorneth al maner 
forestes, and heerdes gone to wilde : than ere I 
was ware, J neighed to a sea banke, and for ferde 
of the beastes, shiperaft 1 ende : for ladie I trowe 
ye vete well your self, nothyng is werse than the 
beastes that shoulden been tame, if tbei catche 
bir wddenesse, and ginne again waxe ramage: 
thus forsothe was I aferde, and to shippe me hied, 
Thau weie there inowe to lache myne handes, and 
drawe me to shippe, of whiche many T knewe well 
the names. Sight was the firste, Luste was an 
other. Thought was the thirde, and Will eke was 
there a master: these bioughten me witbm horde, 
of this sbippe of traueile. So whan the saile was 
sprad, and this shippe gan to moue, the wind© and 
water gan for to rise, and ouertwbartlie to toume 
the welken, the wawes semeden as thei kiste togi- 
ther, but often vnder colour of kissyng, is mokell 
olde hate priiielie closed and kepte. The storme 
so straungelie, and in a deuouryng maner, gann^ 
so fast ys assail e, that I supposed the date of my 
death, should haue made there bis .gmnmg, now 
yp, now doun nowe vnder the wawe, and nowe 
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mokeU duresse of weathers, and of stormes, and 
r„ auowyng pilgrimages, I wasdnuen to 

m I**?!® ^ first to haue be res- 

1710 ’* “ begmnyng, it sensed 

f II ff ^ I liad been comforted, of life I was 

riiL n?,n^ ^®''® if y® remember a 

to*s^f^l“®j®^ ‘bynges, yourself came hastelie 
but TT ^ to weten what we weren: 

of chere, after wfaiche 
^ me thought, ye 
ed in greate drede of disease, it seemed so by 

^ ^as’certifi^lf your 

thp mnr<» /’ o^ync heitc on you opened 

the more, and .0 m a little tyme, my shippe was 

outofm^e. But ladle as ye me lad I 

thJon^nJ'te. ? ^ 

blewe'S T°"f ^ ®“skell ma 

^ enclosed a Margarite perle, the 

moste precious, and best that euer tofom came m 
m your self, that Uke iewell 

better ^ 

to u ^ I thereafter 

and with that I helde my 
sithen I haue me 

& ^?i^? foundenonetohis 

iwirtho^^ht to buy that iewell : 

1?“^ ^ think, now haue I 

Jrsholw r^'T ^here. 

inf nn to* ® ‘ stmte, 

tofn ^ for euer. Now 

^ your will, that 

toLif ^ ^^byoge, of whiche I neuer haue blisse, 
disease : your might 
than that brought me to soch sermce, that tome 

wnrd^+V! ^ wonder of your 

worde that ye sam, to bnngen men into loye, and 
parde ye wot well that default ne trespac^ maie 
not reasonable been put to me wardes, as ferre as 
my conscience knoweth : but of my disease me 
now a while to speake, and to enforme you in 
what maner of blisse ye haue me throng. For 
truly I weue that all gladnesse all ioye, and all 
mirthe IS beshet vnder lock, and the keie throwe 
in soche place that it maie not be founde : mv 
brenmng who hath altered all my hewe. Whan I 
sh^ld slepe, I walowe and I thinke, and me dis- 
porte. Thus combred, I seme that all folke had 
me mased. Also ladie mine, desire hath long 
dared, some speakyng to haue, or els at the leaste 
haue been enmoisedwith sight: and for wantyng 
ot these thynges, my mouthe would and he durste. 
pleme right sore, sithen eujls for my goodnesse, 
a^e manifold to me holden. I wonder ladie true- 
ly, sane euermore your reuerencie, howeyemowe 
for shame soche thynges suffer on your seraaunte, 
w be so multiplied : wherefore kuehng with a lowe 
herje, I praie you to rue pu this caitife, that of 
nothyng now maie serue. Good ladie, if you liste 
now your help to me shew that am of your priuiest 
seruauntes, at ail assaies in this tyme, and vnder 
your winges of proteccion. Jfo helpe to mewardes 
IS shapen, how sliall than straungers in any wise 
wter succour looke, whan I that am so priuie, yet 
or helpe, I doe fade ? Further maie I not, but thus 
in this prisone abide : what bondes and chaines me 
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holden, ladie ye se wel your self : a reniant for 
iudged hath not halfe the care. But thus sighyn| 
and sobbyng I waile here alone, and nere it foi 
comfoFte of your presence, right here would 
Sterne. And yet a Lttle am 1 gladded, that si. 
goodlie soche grace and none happe bane I hente 
gracioushe to finde the precious Maigarite, thal 
all other lefte, men should buie, if thei should 
therefore sell all hir substaunce. Wo js me that 
so many let games, and purpose breakers been 
maked waiters, soche prisoners as I am enerrooie, 
to ouerlooke and to hinder, and for soche lettours, 
it is harde any soche iewell to winne. Is this lady 
an honour to thy deitie ? Me thinketh by right, 
soche people should haue no maistne, ne been 
ouerlookers, ouer none of thy seniauntes. Tniely 
were it lefull vnto you, to all the goddes would J 
plaine, that ye rule your diuine purueighaunce 
emonges your seniauntes, nothing as ye should. 
Also ladie my moeble is insuJBBsaunte, to counter- 
uaile tfie pnce of this iewell, or els to make 
theschaunge: eke no wight is worthie, soche perles 
to weare, but kynges or princes, or els their peers: 
this iewell for vertue, would adorne and make fairs 
all a realme, the nobley of vertue is so moche, 
that her goodnesse ouer all is commended. XVho 
is it that would not waile, but he might soche 
riches haue at his wille, the vertue thereof out of 
this prisone maie me deliuer, and nought els. And 
' if I bee not there thorowe holpen, I see my self 
withouten recoueiy : although I mighte hence 
voide, yet w'ould I not, I would abide the daie, 
that destenie hath me ordeined, w'hich I suppose 
is without amendemente, so sore is myne herte 
bounden, that I maie thinken none other. Thus 
straite (ladie) hath sir Daunger laced me in stockes, 
I leue it be not your will : and for I see you taken 
bO little heede, as me thmketb, and woll not maken 
by your might, the vertue in mercie of the Mar- 
garite on me for to stretch, so as ye mowe wel, in 
case that you list : my blisse and my mirth ame 
felde, sickenesse and sorowe been alwaie readie, 
the cope of tone is wounde about all my bodie, 
that stand3mg is me beste, vnneth maie I ligge for 
pure miseasie sorowe, and yet al this is little 
inongh, to be the earnest siluer, in forward of this 
bargaine, for treble folde, so mokell muste I suffei, 
ere tyme come of myne ease. For he is worthie 
no wealth, that maie no wo suffer. And ceites, I 
am heauie to thinke on these thinges, but who shall 
yeiie me water inough to drmke, lest mine iyen dne 
for rennyng streames of teares ? Who shall wailen 
with me myne owne happie heauinesse? Who 
shall counsaile me now m my hkyng tene, and in 
my goodlie harse ? I not. For euer the more I 
brenne, the more I coueite: the more that I sorowe, 
the more thiist I m gladnesse. Who shall than 
yeue me a contrarious drinke, to staunch the thrust 
of my blisfull bitternes ? XiO thus 1 brenne and I 
dienche, I shiuer and sweate, to this reuersed ynel 
was neuer yet ordemed salue, forsoth al liches ben 
vucopninge, saue the Magante alone, any soche 
remedy to puruey.' ’ 

And wyth the'^e wordes I.brastp out l;o wepe, 
that euery teare of myne eyen for greatnesse semed 
they boren out the bal of my syght,‘and that aj 
the water hadde been out ronne. Than thought 
me, that Loue gan a litel to Iieauy -for myscomforle 
of my chere, and gan i^oberly and in easy maney 
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speake, wel auibiii!? M/hat she said. Comenljr the 
vise speakcn ea'»ylie and iofte for many skilies : 
one IS, their wordes aie the better beleued, and 
»ilso m easy speakynge, auissment men may catche, 
^hat to put forthe, and what to holdcn in. And 
also the auctontie of easye wordes is the more, 
and eke they yeuen the more vnderstandyng to 
other intencion of the mater. Eyght so this 
lad ye easely and in a bofte manere, gan say these 
wordes. 

Meiuaile’^ (quod she) “ great it is, that by no 
maner of semblaunt, as ferre as I can espie thou 
lyst ijot to haue any recour, but euei thou plainest 
and soioweste, and wayes of remedie for foolishe 
wilfuluesse the hste not to seche: but enquire of 
thy nexte frendes, that is th3me mwitte, and me 
that haue ben thy maistresse, and the recour and 
fyiie ot thy disease, for of disease is gladnesse and 
loye, with a ful vessel so helded, that it quencheth 
the feling of the first tenes. But thou that were 
wonte not onely these thynges remembre in thyne 
herte, but also fooles therof to enfouimen, in ad- 
nuHing of their errours, and distioiynge of their 
deike opinions, and in comfort of their seaie 
thoughtes : nowe canste thou not ben comforte of 
thin owns soule: m thinkinge of these thinges. 
O where haste thou be so long commensal, that 
haste so mjkel eaten of the potages of fbryetfiil- 
nesse, and drunken so of ignorance that the olde 
souking, whiche thou haddest of me, ame a mais- 
tred and lome fro all maner of knowinge ? O this 
is a worthy persone to helpe other, that can not 
counsaile hem selfe.” And with these wordes for 
pure and stronge shame I wox all reed. 

And she than seinge me so astonied by diners 
stonndes, sodamly (whiche thynge kynde hateth) 
gan delyciously me comforte with sugred words, 
putting me in ful hope that I shuldc the Magarite 
getten, if I folowed her hestes, and gan with a 
faire clothe to wipen the teares that hyngen on my 
chekes : and than said I in this wise. " Now welle 
of wisedome and of all welthe, withouteu the may 
nothynge ben lerned, thou bearest the keies of all 
piiny thinges. In vaine trauaile men to catche 
anye stedsh5^p, but if ye lady firste the locke vn- 
shet, ye lady leme vs the waies and the bypathes 
to Heauen; ye lady maken all the heuenly bodies 
goodly and benignely to done hir course, that 
gouemen vs beestes here on erthe. Ye armen 
your seruanutes ayenst al debates, with impcrciable 
baineis, ye setten in hir hertes insuperable bloode 
of hardenesse, ye leden hem to the parfite good. 
Yet al thinge desireth, ye werne no man of helpe 
that wele done your lore, graun^ me nowe a htell 
of your grace, all my sorowes to cea&e.’^ — “ Myrie 
owne seruaunt’’ (quod she) trewly thou sittest uie 
myne herte, and thy badde chere gan sorely me 
greue ; butamonge thy plaining wordes, me thought 
thou allegest thinges to be letting of thine helping, 
and thy grace to hinder, wherthrough me thinketh 
that wanhope is crope through thine herte: God 
forbid that nise vnthrifti thought shoulde come 
in thy mynde thy wittes to trouble, sithen euery 
tliynge in commynge is contingent, wherefore make 
no more thy proposytion by an impossible. But 
nowe I pray the reherse me ayen tho thynges, that 
tby mystrust cau^en, and thilke thinges I thmke 
by reason to distroyen, and put full hope in 'thine 
herte. Whatvudeisiandest thou there*’ (quod she) 
** by that thou saidest, many let games are thin ouer- 


lokers. And also by that thy mocble is insuffy- 
saunt, I not what thou therof meanest. 

“ Trewly” (quod I) by the first, I say that lang- 
lers euermore arne speakinge, rather of euyll than 
of good, for euery age of man rather enclineth to 
wickeduesse, than any goodnesse to auaunce. Also 
false wordes springen so wyde, by the sterynge of 
false liynge tonges, that fame als swyftly flieth to 
her eaies, and saithe manye wicked talcs, and as 
sone sbal falsenesse ben leued as troutb, for all his 
greate sothenesse. Now by that othex^' (quod I) 
me thinketh thilke iewel so precious, that to no 
soch wretche as I am wolde vertue therof extende, 
and also I am to feble m worldely ioyes, any soche 
lewell to contreuaile. For soche people ihatworlde- 
ly ioyes han at hir will, ben sette at the highest 
degre, and moste in reuerence ben accepted, for 
false wemnge maketh felicite thenn to be sup- 
posed : but soche caytiues as I am euermore ben 
hindred.” — ‘‘ Certes>* (quod she) “ take good hede 
and I shal by reason to thee sheuen, that all these 
thinges mowe not let thy purpose, by the lest point 
that any wight coude pricke. 

“ Remembrest nat’* (quod she) “ ensample is one of 
the strongest maner, as for to preue a mannes pur- 
pose. Than yf I nowe by ensample enduce thee to 
any proposicion, is it nat prou^ by strength ?'* 
“ Yes forsothe” (quod I). “ Well** (quod she) « rad- 
deste thou neuer howe Paiis of Troye and Helaine 
loued togider, and yet had they not entrecomuned 
of spechc ? also Acrisius shete Dane his donghter in 
atour, for suertie that no wight shulde of her haue 
no maistne m my seruice^ and yet lupiter by 
sygnes without any spcch, had ftl his purpose 
ayenst her fathers will. And many soche mo haue 
ben kriitte in trouthe, and yet spake they neuer 
togider, for that is a thinge enclosed vnder secrete- 
of priuitie, why twey persons entremellen hertes 
after a sight. The pouier in knowing of soche 
thynges so preuen, shal nat al vtterly be yeuen to 
you beestes, for manye thynges in soche precious 
matters, ben rescrued to iudgement of deuine pur- 
ueiaunce, for amonge lyuing' people, by mannes 
coosideracion mountbey not be determined. Wher- 
fore I saye, all the enuye, al the ianglinge, that 
welny people vpon my seruaunles maken efte, is 
rather cause of esploite, than of any hindnnge.** 
Why than” (quod I) “ suffre ye soche wronge, and 
moun whan he list, lightly all soche yuels abate, 
me semeth to you it is a great vnwurship.’* — “ O,’* 
(quod she) hotde nowe thy peace, I haue founden 
to many that han ben to me vnkmd that trewly 
I woll suffre euery wyght in that wise to haue 
disease, and who that continueth to the ende wel 
and trewly, hem wol I helpen, and as for one of 
mine into bli^se to wende, as marcial doing in 
Grece. Who was ycrowned by God, nat the 
strongest, but he that rathest come and lendest 
abode and continued in the iourney, and spared 
nat to trauaile as longe as the play lest But 
thilke persons that profered him nowe to my ser- 
uice theryn is a while, and anon voideth and redy 
to another, and of nowe one he thinketh, and nowe 
another, and in to water entreth and anon respireth, 
soche one liste me nat in to perfite blisse of my 
semyce bring. A tree oft set in diucrs places woll 
not by kinde endure to brynge foith fmites. Loke 
nowe I pray the, howe myne oldc seiuauntes of 
t]^me passed continued in hrr seruice, and folow 
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thou after their steppes, and thanne might thou not 
fade, in case thou worche in this wise.” — “ Certes” 
(quod I) “ it is nothinge lich, this world to time 
passed, eke this countre hath one maner, and ano- 
ther countre hath another. And so manie nat a 
man alwaye put to hys eye, the salue that he 
healed with his hele. For this is sothe, betwyxe 
two thjTiges liche, ofte diuersite is required. Now” 
(quod she) “ that is sothe, diuersite of natyon, dy- 
uersite of lawe, as was maked by many reasons, for 
that diuersyte cometh in by the contrarioiis malice 
of wicked people, that ban enuious hertes ayenst 
other. But trewly my law to my seruauntes euer 
hath ben mgenerall, whiche maie not faile, for 
ryght as mannes lawe, that is ordeined by manie 
determmacions, may not be knowe for good or 
badde, tyl assay of the people han proiied it, and 
to what ende it draweth, and than it sheweth the 
necessite therof or elles the impossibilite. Right 
so the law of my seruauntes so wel hath ben proued 
in general, that hitherto hath it not failed. Wiste 
thou not well that all the lawe of kinde is my lawe, 
and by God ordeined and stablished to dure by 
kmde reasoun, wherfore allow by mannes witte 
purueid, ought to be vnderputte to lawe of kinde, 
■whiche yet hath be commune to euery kindely 
creature, that my statutes and my lawe that been 
kyndely, ame generall to all peoples. Olde domges, 
and by many turnmges of yeres vsed, and with 
the peoples maner proued, mowen not so lightly 
been defased, but newe doinges contrariauntes 
soche old, often causen diseases and breaken many 
purposes. Yet saie I nat therefore, that ayen new 
mischiefe, men should not ordained a newe re- 
medye, but alway looke it contrary not the olde, 
no ferther than the malice stretcheth. Ihan 
foloweth it, the olde doinges, in loue han been ■vni- 
uersall, as for moste exploite for the vsed : wher- 
fore 1 wold not yet that of my lawes nothinge be 
adnulled. 

“ But thanne to thy purpose, soche iangelers and 
lookers, and waiters of games, if the! thinke m 
ought they mowe dere, yet loue wel alway, and 
sette hem at nought, and lette thy porte been lowe 
in cuery wightes presence, and readie in thine 
heite to mainteme that thou hast begone, and a 
htell the faine with mekeuesse in wordes, and thus 
with sleight shalte thou surmounte and dequace 
the yuell in their hertes. And wisedome yet is to 
seme flye other while there a manne woll fight 
Thus with soche thynges, the tonges of yuell shal 
been stilled: els fiilly to grannte thy full meaning, 
forsothe euer was and euer it shall be, that mine 
enemies ben aferde to trust to any fighting : and 
therfbre bane thou no cowatdes herte in my seruice, 
no more than somtime thou haddest in the coun- 
trarye, for if thou drede soche ianglers thy viage 
to make: vnderstand wel, that he that diedeth 
any ram to sowe his comes, he shall haue thin 
hemes, also he that is a ferde of bis clothes, let 
him daunce naked. Who nothinge -mdertaketh, 
and namelie in my seruice, notliinge acheueth. 
After great stonnes the wether is often mery and 
smothe. After ifnoche clatering, there is mokill 
rowninge: thus after langlrag wordes cometh 
huishte, peace and be still.” — “ O good lady” (quod 
I than) ** se now how seuen yere passed and morfe, 
haue I graffed and groubed a vine, and with al the 
Wales that I coude, I sought to a fede me of the 
but. fiuite haue I non founde. Also I haue 
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this seuen yere serued Laban to awedded Rachel 
his dougbter, but blere eyed Lia is brought to my 
bedde, whiche alway engendreth my tene, and is 
full of children in tnbalacKm and in care : and al- 
though the clippinges and kyssynges of Rachell 
shulde seme to me swete, yet is she so barainc, 
that gladnesse ne ioye by no way wo! springe, so 
that I may wepe with Rachel, I may not been 
counsailed with solace, sithen issue of min hertely 
desire is failed. Nowe than I pray that to me 
sone ficdom and grace, in this eight yere, this 
eyghteth mowe to me bothe by kynreste and masse- 
day after these seuen werke daies of trauail, to 
folow the chnsten lawe: and what euer ye do ells, 
that thilke Margarite be holden so lady in your 
pryuy chambre, that she m this case, to none 
other person be committed.” — Loke than” (quod 
she) “ in this cace to none other persone be com- 
mitted: looke than'^ (quod she) “ thou perseuer in 
my seruice, in whiche I haue thee grounded, that 
thilke skorne in thy enemies mowe this on thy 
person be not sothed : lo this man began to edifie, 
but for his foundement is bad, to the ende maye 
he It nat bring. For nsekenesse in countenaimce, 
with a manly herte in dedes and in longe conn 
tinuaunce, is the conisance of my liuery, to a! 
my retinue deliuered. What wenest thou that me 
lyst auaunce soche persones as louen the firste 
sittmges at feestes, the higheste stoles in churches;, 
and m hal, loutinges of peoples m markettes and 
faires, vnstedfaste to byde in one place any while 
togider, wenyng his owne wit more excellent than 
other, scorning all maner deuise but his owne: 
nay nay God wot, these shuld nothing parten of 
my blysse. Troely my maner here to fora hath 
ben, worship with my blisse, lions in the fielde, and 
lambes in chamber, egles at assaute, and maidens 
m halfe, foxes m couusaile, stil in their dedes, and 
their protection is graunted redy to ben a bridge^ 
and their baner is arered like wolues in the felde. 
Thus by these wayes shul men ben auaunced : en 
sample of Dauid that from keping of sbepe, was 
drawen vp in to the order of kingly gonernaunce, 
and lupiter from a bole to been Europes fere, and 
luli Cesar from the lowest degre in Rwne, to be 
xnaister of al erthly princes, and Eneas from Hell, 
to he kynge of the countre there Rome is now 
stonding. And so to the I say thy grace by bering 
therafter, maye set the in soch plight, that no 
iangling may greue the lest tucke of thy hemmes, 
that are their ianghes, is nought to counte at a 
cresse in thy disauauntage. 

“ Euer (quod she) hath the people in this woride 
desired to haue had great name in worthinesse, 
and hated foule to here any feme, and that is one 
of the obiectioos thou alegest to be ayen thin hertely 
derire.” — Ye forsothe” (quod I) “ and that so 
comenly the people wol lye and bringe about soche 
enfeme.” — “ Now” (quod she) “ if men wifti leas- 
inges put on the enfame, wenest thy self tSiereby 
ben enpehred? thatwening is wrong, se why, for as 
moch as they lien tby merite encreaseth, and make 
the ben more worthy to hem that knowen of the 
sothe, by what thing thou art apeired, that in 
so mokil thou arte encreased of thy belou^ frendes: 
and sothely a woonde of thy firrad to the lasse 
harme, ye sir, and better than a fklse kyssynge in 
disceiuable glosinge of thin enemy, abone that than 
to be wel with thy frende mak^ soch enfotnA 
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Ergo thou art encreasedand nat apeired/’ — Lady” 
(quod I) somtyme yet if a man be in disease, 
thestimacion of the enuious people ne loketh no- 
thing to desertes of men, ne to the mentes of theyr 
doynges, hut onely to the auenture of fortune, and 
thereafter they yeuen their sentence. And some 
loken the voluntary wil in his herte, and therafter 
telleth his ludgement, not taking hedc to reason ne 
to the qualyte of the doing, as thus. If a man be 
riche and fulfilde with wordly welfulnesse, some 
commenden it, and same it is so lente by lustice 
cause, and he that bath aduersite, they same 
he IS weaked, and hath deserued thilke anoye. 
The contrarye of these thinges some men holden , 
also, and sam that to the rich, prospente is pur- 
uaied m to his confusion, and vpon this matter, 
many autontes, of many and great witted cleikes 
they alegen. And some men sayne, though all 
good estimacion forsaken folke that han adueisite, 
yet is it mente and encrease of hys blisse, so that 
these purposes ame so wonderful in vnderslond- 
inge, that trewly for mine aduersite, nowe I not 
how the sentence of the indifferent people wyll 
iudgen my fame.” — Therefore” (quod she) “ if 
anye wight shulde yeue a trew sentente on soche 
matters, the cause of the disease maist thou se well, 
vnderstande thervpon after what ende it drawethe, 
that is to sayne good or bade, so ought it to haue 
his fame, pr by gooduesse ensame by baddenesse : 
for euery reasonable persone, and namelye of a 
wise man, his witte ought not without reason to 
fome herde, sodainly in a matter to luge. After 
the sawes of the wise, thou sbalt not luge ne deme 
tofome thou knowe.” — “ Lady” (quod I) **ye re- 
membi e ^ el that m moste laude and pi aising of cer- 
tain samtes m holy church, is to rehearsen their con- 
uersacion frome badde m to good, and that is so 
rehersed, as by a perpetuall myrour of remem- 
braunce in wurshiping of tho saintes, and good en- 
sample to other misdoers m amendement. How 
turned the Romaine zedcones fro the Hotnaines, 
to be with Ham ball ayenst his kind nacion : and 
afterwardes him seining the Romains to be at the 
next degre of confusion, turned to bis olde ahes, 
by whose witte after was Hanibal discomfited. 
Wherfore to enfourme you lady, the maner, why 
I meane, se now in my youth I was clrawe to be 
assentaunt, and m my mighty helping to certame 
coniuracions, and other great matters of rulynge 
of citezms, and thylke thinges been my drawers 
in, and exitours to tho matters weme so painted 
and coloured, that at the prime face, me semed 
them noble and glonous to al the people ; I than 
■wenynge mykell merite, haue deserued m further- 
ing and mamtenaunce of tho thinges, besyed and 
laboured with all my diligence, m werkinge of 
thilke matters to the ende. And trewly lady to 
tell you the sothe, me rought I y tell of any hate of 
the mighty senatours in thilke cite, ne of com- 
munes malice, for two skilles : one was I had corn- 
forte to ben in soche plite, that both profite weie 
to me and to my frendes. Another was, for corn- 
men profile in comunaltie, is not but peace and 
tranquilite, with lust gouemaunce proceden fiom 
thilke piofite, sithen by counsaile of mine in witte, 
me thought the first painted thinges, malice and 
euyll meaninge, withouten any good auailmge to 
anye people : and of tyrannye purposed, and so 
for pure sorowe and of my medl3rng, and badde m- 
fame that I was m lonne, tho teares lashed out of 


myne eyen, were thus awaye washe, thanne the 
vnder hydde malice and the i ancoure of purpos- 
inge enuie fomecaste and ymagined, in disiruction 
of mobiJ people, shewed so openly, that had I been 
blmde, with mine handes all the circoumstaunce 
I might wel haue feled. 

Nowe than tho persones that soch thinges haue 
caste to redresse, for wiathe of my firste med- 
dlynge, shopen me to dwel m this pynande pnson, 
tyll Lacha«es uiy threde no lenger wolde tweyne. 
And euer I was sought, if me lyste to haue grace 
of my lyfe and frenesse of that prison, I shulde 
openly confesse howe peace might been endused to 
enden al the firste rauncours. It was fulhe sup- 
posed, my knowinge to be ful m tho matters. 
Than lady I thought that euery man that by any 
waye of ryght, ryghtfully done, maye helpe anye 
comune helpe to been saued, whiche thing to kepe 
aboue all thinges I am holde to mayntaine, and 
namely in distioiyng of a wrong, al shulde I ther- 
through enpeche myne owne fere, if he wer gilty, 
and to do misdede assentaunt. And maister ne 
frende maye nought auaite, to the soule of hym 
that in falsenesse deyeth, and also that I nere de- 
sired wratbe of the people, ne indignacion of the 
worthy, for nothing that euer I wrought or dyd, in 
anye doinges my selfe els, but in the maintenamice 
of these foresaid errours, and m hydyng of the pri- 
uities thereof. 

** And that al the peoples hertes bolding on the 
errours side, weren blmde and of elde so ferforthe 
begiled, that debate and strife they maintained, 
and in distruction on that other side, by whiche 
cause the peace, that moste in communaltie should 
be desired, was in pointe to be broken and ad- 
nulled. Also the cytye of London, that is to me so 
dere and swete, in whiche I was forth growen and 
more kindely loue haue I to that place, than to 
any other in yerth, as euery kindly creatme hath 
full appetite to that place of his kmdely engen- 
drure, and to wilne reste and peace m that stede 
to abyde : thilke peace should thus there haue ben 
broken, and of al wise it is commended and desired. 
For knowe thynge it is, all menne that -desiren to 
comen to the parfite peace euerlasting, muste the 
peace by God commended, bothe maintaine and 
kepe. This peace by angels voice was confirmed, 
our God entryng in this worlde. This as for his 
testament, he lefte to al his frpndes, whan he re- 
toumed to the place from whence he came : this 
bis apostell admonesteth to holden, without whiche 
man parfitly may haue none insight Also this 
God by his comynge, made not peace alone be- 
twene heuenly and yertlielj’- bodies, but also among 
vs on yeaith, so he peace confirmed, that in one 
heed of loue, one body we should perfourme. Also 
I remembre well howe the name of Athenes was 
rather after the God of peace, than of bataile, 
shewyng that peace moste is necessarie to commu- 
nalties and cytyes. I than so stered by al these 
wayes to fome nempned, declared certain ppmtes 
in this wise. First that thilke persons that hadden 
me drawen to their purposes, and me not witling 
the priuy entent of their meaninge, drawen also the 
fcoble witted people, that haue none insight of gu- 
bematife prudence, to clamure and to one on 
matters that they s tired, and vnder pointes for 
commune auauntage, they enbolded the passife, to 
take in the actiues doyng, and also stired inno- 
centes of conning to one after thinges, whiche 
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(quod they) maye not stand but we ben executours 
of tho matters, and anctorite of execucion, by 
comen election to vs be delyuered, and that muste 
enter by strength of your maitenaunce, for we oat 
of soch degree put, oppression of these olde hin- 
drers shal againe snrtnounten and putten you m 
soche subiectiou, that in endlesse wo ye shul com- 
plaine. The gouemementes (quod thei) of your 
citee left m the handes of torcencious citezins, shal 
bnng m pestilence and distrucion to you good 
menne, and therfore let vs haue the comune admi- 
mstracion to abate soche 3 nielles. Also (quod 
they) It IS worthy the good to conamende, and thy 
gilty desertes to chastice. There ben citeznis 
many for ferde of execucion that shall be doone, 
for extorcions by hem committed ben euer more 
ayenst these purposes, and al other good meninges, 
Neuer the latter ladie, trewly the meanmge vnder 
these wordes, was fully to haue apeched the mighty 
seiiatours, whiche hadden heauy hertes for the mis- 
goueruaunce that they seen. And so lady, whan 
it fel that free eleccion, by great clamour of moche 
people, for great disease of misgouemaunce so fer- 
uently stoden in hir election, that they hem sub- 
mitted to euery maner face, rather than haue suf- 
fered the maner and the rule of the haled gouem- 
OUTS, notwithstandyng that in the contrary helden 
moch comune meioy, that haue no cousideracion, 
but onclye to voluntary lustes withouten reason. 
But than thllke gouernour so forsaken, faininge to 
fome his vndoinge for misrule in his time, shope to 
haue letted thilke election, and haue made a newc 
bimselfe to haue bene chosen, and vnder that mo- 
kyl rore haue arered. These thrages lady knowen 
amonge the princes, and made open to the people, 
draweth in amendement, that euery degree shal 
bene ordained to staude there as he shulde, and 
that of erroiirs coming herafter, men may lightly 
to fome hande puruaye remedye, in thys wise, 
pace and rest to be furthered and hold. Of the 
which thinges ladie, thilke persons brougbten in 
answer to fome their most soueraine ludge, not 
coarted by paininge dures openly knowlegeden, 
and asked therof grace, so that apertely it preueth 
my words ben soche without forginge of leasinges- 
“ But nowe it greueth me to remembre these 
diuers sentences, m langlmg of these shepy people: 
certes me thinketh they oughten to maken ioy that 
a sothe maie be knowe. For my trouth and my 
conscience bene witnesse to me bothe, that this 
knowing sothe haue I saide for no harme, ne ma- 
lyce of tho persones, but onely for trouth of my 
sacremeni m my leigeaunce, by whiche I was 
charged on my kinges bebalfe. But see ye not 
nowe lady, how the felonous thoughtes of this peo- 
ple, and couins of wicked men, conspiren ayen my 
sothfast trouth. Se yc not euery wight that to 
these erronious opinions, were assentaunt and helpes 
to the noise, and knewen all these thinges better 
than I my selueu, apparaylen to fynden newe 
frendes, and cleapen me false, and studyen bowe 
they mowen in lur mouthes werse pljte nempne. 
O God what maye this be, that thylke folke which 
that in tyme of my mayntenaunce, and whan my 
might auailed to streth to the foi?aid matters, tho 
me commended, and yaae me name of trouth, in 
so manye folde meaneres, that it was nigbe in 
euery wightes eare, there as any of thylke people 
weren: and on the other syde, thylke companie 
somtyme passed, yeuynge me name of badde loos. 
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Nowe bothe tho peoples turned the good into badde, 
and badde into good, whiche thing is wonder, that 
they knowing me saiyng but soth arae nowe tempted 
to reply hir olde praysmges, and knoweu me well 
m all doinges to ben trewe, and same openly that 
I false haue said many thinges. And they aleged 
nothinge me to lien false or vntrewe, sane thilke 
mater knowleged by the parties hemselfe: and 
God wot other mater is none. Ye also lady knowe 
these thinges for trewe, I auaunte not in prai^ng 
of myselfe, therby shulde I lese the precious secrc 
of my conscience. But ye se well that false opi- 
nion of the people for my trouthe, in tellinge out 
of false conspired maters, and after the iudgement 
of th^ clerkes 1 shulde not hide the soth of no 
maner person, maister ne other, wherefore I wolde 
not drede, were it put in the coosideracion of 
trewe and of wyse. And for comers hereafter 
shullen fully out of denwere, all the sothe knowe 
of these thinges in acte, but as they weme, I haue 
put it in scripture, in perpetuel remembraonce of 
true meaning. For truely lady me semeth, that I 
ought to beare the name of trouth, that for the 
lone of nghtwisenesse haue thus me submitten : 
but nowe than the false fame whiche that clerkes 
same flieth as faste as dothe the fame of trouthe, 
shall so wide sprede, til it be brought to the iewel 
that I of meane, and so shall I ben hindred with- 
; outen any measure of trouthe.” 

Than gan Loue sadlye me beholde, and saide in a 
chaunged voyce, lower than she hadde spoken in 
any tyme. ** Faine wolde I” (quod she) that thou 
were holpen, but hast thou said any thinge, whiche 
thou might not prouen “ Parde” (quod I) “ the 

persons euery thinge as I haue said, ban knowleged 
i hem feelfe.*> — “ Yea” (quod she) “ but what yf they 
hadden naied, how woldest thou bane mainteined 
it” — Sothelye” (quod I) “ it is well wiste bothe 
amougest the greatest, and other of the real me, that 
I profered my body so laigely into prouinge rftho 
thinges, that Mars shuld haue judged thei^e: but 
for sothnesse of my wordes they durst not to thilke 
ludge trust” — “ Nowe certes” (quod she) ^‘aboueall 
fames in this world, the name of znarcyal doynges 
moste pleasen to ladies of my lore, hot sythen thou 
were redy, and thine aduersaries in thy presence 
refused thilke doynge, thy fame ought to be so 
borne, as if inded it had take to the ende. And 
therfore euery wight that auye droppe of reason 
hath, and heareth of the infame, for these thinges 
hath this answere to saye : trewly thou saidest for 
thyne aduersaries thy wordes affirmed. And yf 
thou haddest lied, yet ate they discomfited, the 
prise leaned on thy side, so that fiune shall bolde 
downe infame, he shall bringe vpon none half. 
What greueth thee thine enemy to saine their owne 
shame, as thus : we am discomfited, and yet oure 
quarell is trewe. Shall not the loos of thy ftendes, 
ayenward dequace thilke eufame, and say they 
graunted a sothe without a stroke or fi^iang. 
Many men in batail ben discomfited and onercome 
in a right full quarell, that is Goddes priuy iudge- 
ment m Heaueu : but yet although the partie be 
yolden, he may with wordes say his quardl is 
trew, and to yelde him in the oontrarie for dread 
of dethe, he is compelled, and he that grannteth 
and no stroke bath feled^ he may not crepe away 
m this wise, by none excusaoioo. Indifierent folke 
will say, ye who is trew, who is false him self 
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kno'wlegetli tfao thhiges Thus in euery side fame 
sheweth to the good aud no badde.*’ — But yet” 
(quod I) ** some will saye I ne shuld for no death 
haue discoueied my maistresse, and so by vnkind- 
nes they wol knette infame to puisne me aboufce : 
til us enemies of wil in manifold maner wol seche 
priiiie serpentines queintises, to quenche and di- 
stroye venime of many businesses, the light of 
truthe, to make hertes to tnurmoure ayest my 
persone, to haue me in baine, withouten any cause.” 
“ Nowe” (quod she) heare me a fewe wordes, and 
thou Shalt fully been answered, I trowe. Me 
thmketh” (quod she) “ right nowe by thy woordes, 
that sacramente of swearyng, that is to saie, 
charging by olhe was one of the causes, to make 
thee discouer, the malicious ymagmacions tofore 
nempned, euery othe by knittyng of copulacion, 
must haue these lawes. That is true iudgemente 
and nghtwisene&se, in whiche thyng, if any of these 
lacke, tiie othe is iturned into the name of per- 
iurie : than to make a true sermento, musie nedes 
these thynges followe, for ofte tymes a man to saie 
sothe, but iudgement and iustice folowe, he is for- 
swome : ensample of Herodes for holdyng of his 
serment, was dampned. 

" Also to saie truthe rlghtfulKche, but in iudge- 
meut otherwhSle is forboden, by that all sothes be 
hot to saine. Therefore in iudgement, in tiathe 
and rightwisenesses, is euery cieature hounden vp 
paine of periurie full Jmowyng to make, tho it 
were of his owne persone, foi drede of smne, after 
that worde better is it to dey, than Hue false, and 
all would peruerted people, false reporte make m 
vnldndnes, in that entent thy fame to reise, whan 
light of truthe in these matters is forthe sprongen, 
and openly published emong commons, than shall 
not soche dark enfame dare appeare, for pure 
shame of his falsnes, as some men there been that 
their owne enfame, can none otheiwise voide, or 
els excuse, but be hindring of other mennes fame, 
whiche that by none other cause, clepen other 
men fals, but for with their owu falsnesse, mowen 
thei not been auaunsed, or els by false sclandryng 
woordes, other men shendin their owne true sclaun- 
‘der, to make seme the lasse, for if soche men 
,wonlden their lyen of their conscience reuoluen, 
sboulden seen the same sentence, thei legen on 
other, spring out of their sides, with so many 
branches, it wer impossible to nomber. The which 
therfbre male it be saied in that thing, tliis man 
.thou demest, therein thyself thou condempnest 
But” (quod she) ** vnderstande not by these wordes, 
.that thou wene me saie thee, to bee worthie sclan- 
der, for any matter tofore written, truly I would 
witnesse the contrary, but I saie that the beames 
of sclandring words maie not been dooen awaie, till 
'the daie of dome. For how should it not yet 
emonges so great plentie of people, been many 
shrewes, sithen whan no mo but eigfate persones, in 
Noes ship wer closed, yet one was a shrewe, and 
scorned bis father. These things” (quod she) “ I 
trowe, shewen that false fame is not to drede, ne 
of wise persones to accepte, and namely not of thy 
Margarite, whose wjsedome hereafter I think to 
declare, wlierfore I wot well soche thyng shall not 
her astert, than of vnkmdnesse, thine oth hath 
thee excused at the full. But now if thou would- 
est not greue, me liste a fewe thinges to shewe.” 

Saie on” (quod I) '‘what ye wol, I trow ye mean 
bnti trotttlic, and my profile m tyme commyug.” 


“Tnielie” (quod she) “ that is sothe, so thou con wef 
kepe these wordes, and m the inrest secrete chamber 
of thine herte, so faste hem close, that thei neuer 
fiitte, than shalte thou finde hem auailyng. Looke 
now what people haste thou serued, whiche of hem 
all in tyme of thine exile euer thee refreshed, by 
the value of the lest coigned plate, that walketh 
in money. Who was sorie, or made any rueth for 
thy disease ? If thei hadden getten their purpose 
of thy misauenture, sette thei not an haw. Lo 
whan thou wer enprisoned, howe faste thei hied in 
helpe of thy delmeraunce. I wene of thy death, 
thei yeue but lite : thei looked after no thyng, but 
after their owne lustes. And if thou liste saie the 
sothe, all that meinic that in this brigge thee 
broughten, lokeden rather after thyne helpes, than 
thee to haue releued. 

“ Owen not yet some of hem money for his com- 
mons ? paidest not thou for some of hir dispences, 
till thei were toumed out of Selande ? who yaue 
thee euer ought, for any ridyng thou maidest ? 
Yet pardie, some of hem tooken money for thy 
chamber, and puttc. tho pens m his pourse, vn- 
wetyng of the renter. 

“ Lo, for which a companie thou medlest, that 
neither thee, ne them self mighteu helpe of vn^ 
kindenesse, nowe thei beare the name, that thou 
supposest of hem for to haue. What might thou 
more haue doen, than thou diddest, but if thou 
wouldest in a false quarell, haue a stinking 
martlre? 1 wene tbou fleddest as long as thou 
might, their priuirie to counsaile, which thyng tbou 
heleste lenger than tbou shouldest. And thilke 
that ought thee money, no pennie would paie, thei 
wend thy retume had been an impossible. How 
might thou better haue hem proued but thus in 
thy nedie diseases ^ Now haste thou ensample, for 
whom thou sbalt meddle : truelie this lore is worth 
many goodes.” 

Ofte gan Loue to steme me these wordes, “ thinke 
on my spech, for truelie here after, it woll dooe 
thee likyng, and how so euer thou see Fortune 
shape her whele to toume, this meditacion by no 
waie reuolue. For certes Fortune sheweth her 
fairest, whan she thinketh to begile. And as me 
thought here tofbme, thou saidest thy loos in loue, 
for thy rightwisenesse ought to be raised, should 
bee alowed in tyme comyng. Thou might in loue 
so thee haue, that loos and fame shull so been 
raised, that to thy frendes comforte, and sorowe 
to thm enemies, endlesse shul endure. 

“ But if thou were that one shepe emonges the 
hundred, were luste m deserte, and out of the waie 
had eired, and nowe to the flocke art restoied, the 
shepherde hath in thee no loye, and thou ayen tp 
the forreste toume. But that right as the sorowe 
and anguishe was greate, m tyme of thyne out 
waie goyng, right so loye and gladnes shalf bee 
doubled, to seen thee conuerted, and not as Lothes 
wife ayen lookyng, but hoole counsaile with the 
shepe folowyng, and with them grasse and herbes 
gader. Neuev the later** (quod she) I «aie not these 
thynges for no wantruste that I haue, in supposyng 
of thee otherwise than I should. For tnielie I wote 
wel, that now thou art sette m soche a purpose, out 
of whiche thee liste not to part. But I saie for 
many men ther been that to knowytig of other 
mennes doyngs, setten all their cure, and lightly 
desiren the badde to clatter, rhther than the good. 
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and haue na will their owne maner to amende. | Than saied I ri^bt thus. “ Ladie of vnitie and 


Thei also hate of old rancour lightly hauen, and , 
there that soche thing ahideth, sodainTy in their ■ 
mouthes procedeth, the hahtmdauuce of the hcrte, ! 
and wordes as stones, stones out throwe. Wher- 
fore my counsaile is euermore, openlie and apertlie, I 
in what place thou sit, counterplete therrours and 
meaninges, in as ferre as thou hem wistest false, 
and leaue for no wight, to make hem be knowe in 
euery bodies eare, and be alwaie pacient, and vse 
Jacobes woordes, what so euer menne of the clap- 
pen, I shall sustain my ladies wrathe, whiche I 
haue deserued, so long as my Margarite hath right ; 
wised my cause. And certes’’ (quod she) “ I witnesse ! 
myself, if thou thus conuerted, sorowest in good ' 
meanyng in tb3me herte, wolt from all vanitie par- 
fitely departe, in consolacion of al good pleasaunee 
of that Margaute, which that thou de^irest after 
wil of thine herte, in a maner of a mothers pitie, i 
shall fullie accept thee into grace. For right as 
thou rentes t clothes in open sight, so openlie to 
sowe hem at bis worshippe, withouten reproofe I 
commended. Also, right as thou were ensample 
of moche folde errour, right so thou muste bee en- 
sample of many folde coineccion, so good fauour to 
forgoyng all erroure destoiyng, causeth diligente 
loue, with many plaited praisynges. to followe, and 
than shall all the firste errours, make the follow- 
yng worsliippes, to seme hugelie encreased, blacke 
and white sette togider, euery for othei more sem- 
eth, and so doth euery things contrane in kmde. 
But mfame that goeth alwaie tofore, and praising 
worship by any cause folowyng after, maketh to 
rise thilke honour, in double of wealth, and that 
quencheth the spotte of the firste enfame. Why 
weneste I saie these thynges, in hmder 3 mg of thy 
name ? naie naie God wotte, but for pure encreas- 
yng worshippe, thy right wisenesse to comroende, 
and tby trouthe to seme the more. Woste not 
well thyself, that thou in forme of makyng, pass- 
eth not Adame, that eate of the apple. Thou 
passeth not the stedfastnes of Noe, that eatyng of 
the grape become dronke. Thou passeth not the 
chastitie of Lothe, that laie by his doughter. Eke 
the nobley of Abraham, whom God reproued by 
his pnde. Also Dauides mekenesse, whiche for a 
woman made Urie bee slawe. What also Hector 
of Troie, in whom no defriiite might bee founde, 
yet IS he reproued that he ne had with manhood, 
not Buffired the warre begon : ne Paris to haue | 
went into Grece, by whome ganne all the sorowe : ’ 
for truelie hym lacketh no venime of pnuie con- 
sentyng, whiche that openly leaueth a wrong to 
withsaie. Lo eke an olde prouerbe, emong many 
other. He that is stille, semeth as he graunted. 

“ Now by these ensamples, thou might fully vn- 
derstand, that these thinges been writ to your 
leatmmg, and in rightwisnes of tho persones, as 
thus: to euery wight his defaut committed, made 
goodnesse afterwardes doen, be the more m re- 
uerence, and in open shewyng, for ensample is it 
not song in holy churche. Lo how necessarie was 
Adams sinne, Bauid the kjmg gatte Salomon the 
king, of her that was Uries wife. Truelie for re- 
profe, is none of these thynges wiittc : right so tho 
I rehearse thy before deede, 1 repreue thee neuer 
the more, ne for wo villany of thee, are thei re- 
hearsed, but for worship so thou continue well 
hewaafter, and for profite of thy self, I rede thou 
wa bem thitifce.^^ - 


accorde, enuie and wrathe lurken, there thou com- 
este in place, ye weten well yourselue, and so 
dooen many other, that while I administred the 
office of common doyng, as in rulyng of the stab- 
lishementes emonges the people, I defouled neuer 
my conscience for no maner deede, but euer by 
wit and by counsail of the wisest, the matters 
weren drawen, to their right endes And thnfr 
truly for you ladie, I haue desired soche cure, and 
certes m your seruice was I not idle, as far as soch 
doing of my cure stretcheth.*’ — " That is a thing*^ 
(qued she) “ that may drawe many hertes of noble, 
and voyce of common into glorie, and fame is not 
but wretched and fickle, 

Alas, that mankinde couiteth in so lend a wise, 
to bee rewarded of any good deede, sithe glorie of 
fame in this worlde, is not but hinderyng of glorie 
in tyme commyng. And certes” (quod she) “ yet 
at the haideste soche fame into Heauen, is not the 
yearthe but a centie, to the cercle of Heauen. A 
pneke is wonder little, in respecte of all the cercle, 
and yet in all this pricke, maie no name be borne, 
in maner of persyng, for many obstacles, as waters 
and wildemesse, and straunge languages, and not 
onelie names of menne been stilled, and holden 
out of knowleging, by these obstacles, but abo 
citees and realmes of prosperitie, been letted to be 
knowe, and their reason kindred, so that thei mow 
not been perfitely in mennes proper mderstandyng, 
Howe should than the name of a singuler londc- 
noys, passe the glorious name of London, whiche 
by many it is commended, and by many it is 
lacked, and m many mo places m yearth not 
knowen, than knowen : for in many countrees, little 
is London in knowyng, or in speache, and yet emong 
one maner of people, maie not soche fame in good- 
nesse come, for as many as praisen, commonly as 
many lacken. Fie than on soche maner fame, 
slepe and buffre him thatknowethpnuitie of hertes, 
to deale soche foine in thilke place, there nothing 
ayenst a sothe sbal neither speake, ne dare apere, 
by attumey, ne by other maner. How many 
greate nam^, and many greate in wortbinesse 
losed, ban bee tofore’ this tyme, that now out of 
memorie are slidden, and cleanly forgetten, for de- 
faute of writynges, and yet scriptures for great 
elde, so been defased, that no perpetualtie maie in 
hem been ludged. But if thou wolt make com- 
parison to euer, what loye maies.t thou haue in 
I yearthly name, it is a faire bkenesse, a pees or one 
graine of wheat, to a thousande shippes full of 
come charged. What nomber is betwene the one 
and the other, and yet mowe bothe thei bee nom- 
bred, and ende in reckenyng haue. But truely al 
that maie be nombred, is nothing to recken, as to 
thilke that maie not bee nombred, for ofte thinges 
ended is made comparison, as one little, and other 
greate, hut in thynges to haue an endc, and an 
other no ende, soche comparison maie not bee 
foimden. Wherfore in Heauen to been losed, with 
God hath none ende, hut endlesse enduneth, and 
thoQ causte uothyng doen arighte, but thou deaie 
the rumour thereof bee healed, and in euery 
wigfates eaie, and that dureth but a pricke, m re- 
specie of the other. And so thon seckest rewardc 
I of folkcs, smale woordes, and of rain praisynges* 

I Truelie thei ein thou lekeste the guerdone of vertue, 
and lescst tlie greatest valour of conscience, and 
‘ vphap tjiy renome euerJastyng, TTierefore bojdly 
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renome of feme, of the yearth should be hated, 
and feme after death should be desired, of werkes 
of vertue asketh guerdoning", and the soule causeth' 
all veitue. Than the soule dehuered out of piison 
of yearthe, is moste woi thie soche guerdone emong, 
to haue m the euerlastyng fame, and not thebodie, 
that causeth all mannes euils. 

** Op twey thynges art thou answered, as me think- 
eth” (quod Loue) “ and if any tbyngbein doubte m 
thy soule, shewe it foorthe, thyne ignoraunce to 
cleare, and leaueit for no shame.” — ‘‘ Certes” (quod 
I) “ there ne is no bodie in this worlde, that aught 
could saie by reason, ayenst any of your skilles, as I 
leue, aud by my wit now fele I well, that euill speak- 
ers, or bearers of enfame,may little greuc or let my 
purpose, but rather by soche thing my quarell to 
beeforthered.” — “ Yes” (quod she) “ and it is proued 
also, that the ilke lewell in my kepyng, shall not 
there through bee stered, of the lest moment that 
might be imagined."* — “ That is sothe*’ (quod I). 

Well” (quod she) than leneth there, to declare 
that thy insuffisaunce, is no maner letting, as thus, 
for that she is so worthie, thou shouldest notclimbe 
so high, for thy moebles and thine estate am voided 
thou thmkeste fallen in soche miserie, that gladnes 
of thy pursute,woll not on thee discende.” — Certes” 
(quod I) “ that is sothe ; right soche thought is in 
mine herte, for commonlie it is spoken, and for an 
olde prouerbe it is ledged ; he that heweth to hie, 
with chippes he maie lese his sight. Wherefore I 
haue been about m al that euer I might, to studie 
wayes of remedie, by one side or by an other ** 

Notv” (quod she) ** God forbede, ere thou seke any 
other doynges, but soche as I haue learned thee m 
our restyng whiles, and soche herbes as been 
planted m our gardms. Thou shake well vnder- 
staude, that aboue man is but one God alone.” 
“ How” (quod I) “ han men to fome this tyme, 
trusted in writtes and chauntementes, and in helpes 
of spintes, that dwellen in the aire, and thereby 
thei ban gotten their desires, where as firste for ail 
his manlie power he daunced behinde. 

** O,” (quod she) “ fie on soche matters, for true- 
}ie that is sacnlege, and that shal haue no sort with 
any of my seruauntes, in myne iyen sbal soche 
thing not be loked after. How often is it com ^ 
msmded by these passed wise, that to one God 
shall men serue, and not to goddes. And who 
that liste to haue mine helpes, shall aske non help 
of foule spirites. Alas, is not man maked sembla- 
ble to God > Woste thou not well, that all vertue 
of hueliche werkyng by Goddes purueighaunce, is 
vnderput to reasonable creature in yertb ? is not 
euery thyng a thisshalfe god, made buxome to 
mannes contemplacion, vnderstandyng m Heauen, 
and in Yearthe, and in Helle. Hath not manne 
beyng with stones, soule of wexyng with trees and 
hetbes. 

“Hath he not soule of feling, with beastes, fisshes, 
aud foules, and he hath soule of reason, and vnder- 
standmg with angels, so that in him is knilte all 
maner of liumges, by a reasonable propoicion. 
Also man is made of all the fewer elemeutes. AH 
vniueisitie is lekened in him alone : he hath vnder 
God principalitie aboue al thmges. Now is bis 
soule here, now a thousande mile hence, now fane, 
now nigh, now highe, now lowe, as farre m a mo- 
ment, as in mountenaunce of ten winter, and all 
this IS in mannes gouernaunce and disposiclon. 


Than sheweth it, that menne been llche 
goddes, and children of must height. But nowe 
sithen all thynges vnderput, to the wille of reaso- 
ble creatures,^ God forbede any man to win that 
lordbhip, and aske helpe of any thyng, lower than 
hym selfe, and than namelie of foule thynges in- 
nominable. 

“ Nowe than, why shouldest thou wene to loue to 
high, sithen nothyng is thee aboue, but God alone. 
Truelie I wote well, that the like leweil is in a 
maner, euen in line of degree, there thou art thy- 
selue, and nought aboue, saue thus. Angel 1 vpon 
angell, man vpon man, and deuill vpon deuitl, ban 
a maner of soueramtie, and that shall cease at the 
daie of dome : and so I saie, though thou bee put 
to serue thilke iewell, duryng thy life, yet is tiiat 
no seruage of vnderputyng, but a maner of tra- 
u ailing pleasance, to conquere and get that thou 
baste not, 

“ I set nowe the hardest m my seruice, now thoa 
deidest for soiowe, of wantyng in thy desires: 
trulie all heauenlie bodies, with one voyce shull 
come, and make melodie in thy coming, and saie 
welcome om fere, and worthie to enter into Jupi- 
teis ioy, for thou with mighte haste ouercome 
deathe, thou wouldest neuer flitte out of thy ser- 
uice, and we all shull now praie to the goddes, 
rowe by rowe, to make the like Margante, that no 
routhe had in this persone, but \nkindely without 
comforte lette thee deie, shall beset herself in socb 
wise, that in yearth for part of vengeance, shall 
she no ioye haue lu loues seruice : and whan she 
IS dedde, than shal her soule been brought vp into 
thy presence, aud whider thou wilte chese, the 
like soule shal been committed. Or els after tby 
death, anone all the foresaid heauenlie bodies by 
one acct rde, shall bee nommen from thilke perle, 
all the vertues that firste her were taken, for she 
hath hem forfeited, by that on thee my seruaunte, 
in thy hue she would not suffer to worche all ver- 
tues, withdiawen by might of the high bodies: 
why than shouldest thou wene so any more. And 
if thee liste to looke vpon the lawe of kinde, and 
with order, whiche to me was ordained, sothlie 
none age, none ouertournyng tyme, but hitherto 
had no tyme ne power, to chaunge the weddyng, 
ne that knotte to vnbinde of two hertes, through 
one assenle in my presence, togither accorden to 
enduren till death hem departe. What trowest 
thou euery ideot wot the meauyng and the piiuie 
entente of these thmges ^ Thei wene for soth, that 
soche accorde maie not be, but the rose of maiden- 
bede bee plucked, dooe waie dooe waie, thei knowe 
nothyng of this : for consente of twoo bertes alone, 
maketh the fastenyng of the knot, neither lawe of 
kind ne mannes lawe, determmeth neither the age, 
ne the qualilie of peisones, but onelie accorde be- 
twene thilke twaie. And trueke, after tyme that 
soche accorde, by their consent m heite, is en- 
sealed aud put m my tresoue, emonges my priuie 
thmges; than ginneth the name of spousaile, aud 
although e thei breaken forward bothe, yet soche 
matter ensealed, is kepte in remembrauuce for 
euer. And se now that spouses haue the name 
anon afler accoide, though the rose be not take. 
The aungell bade Joseph, take Mari his spouse, 
and to Egipt wende : lo she was cleped spouse,, 
and yet toforne ne after, neither of hem bothe 
meante, no fleshely luste knowe, wherefoi'e^e 
wordes of troutb accorden, that my seruantco 



THE TESTAMENT OF LOIIE. BOOK I. 479 

shoulden forsake bothe father and mother, and be kmdiy bodies so be gouemed, not with vnstedfasC 
adherand to his spouse, and thei twoo in vnitie of or happious thinge, but with rules of reason, wbiche 
one fleshe, shoulden accorde. And this wise twoo shcwen the course of certain thinges : why suffreth 
that werne firste, m a little maner disacordaunte, he soche sliding chaunge*, that mistumen soche 
higher that one, and lower that other, been made noble thinges as been we men, that ame a faire 
euenliche m giee to stonde. persell of the yearth, and holden the vpperest de- 

“ But nowe to enform thee, that ye been liche gree vnder God of benigne thinges, as ye saiden 
Goddes, these clerkes same, and in deteiminacion right now your self, should neiier man haue been 
shewen, that thre thinges hauen the names of set in so worthie a place, but if bis degree were or- 
goddes been cleped, that is to same : man, deuill darned noble. Alas, thou that knittest the pur- 
and images, but yet is there but one God, of whom ueighaunce of all thynges, why lookest thou not to 
all goodnesse, all grace, and ail vertue oometh, amenden these defautes: I see shrewes that ban 
and he is louyng and true, and eiierlasting, and wicked maners, sitten in chaires of domes, lambes 
pnme cause of all beyng thynges ; but men been to punishen, there wolues should been punished- 
goddes, louing and true, but not euerlasting, and Lo, vertue shined naturelly, for pouertie lurketb, 
that IS by adopcion, of the eiier lastyng God. and is hid vnder cloude ; but the Mone false for- 
Deuils been goddes, stin.ng by a maner of hayng, swome, as I knowe myself, for auer and yeftes 
but neither been thei true, ne euerlasting, and hath vsurped, to shine by daie light, with peinture 
their name of godlihede, thei ban by vsurpacion, of other mennes praisynges: and truely thilke 
as the prophete saieth: all goddes of Gentiles, forged light fouly should fade, were the trouth 
that is to saie, pamims, are deuils. But images awaie of colours feined. Thus is night toumed 
been goddes by nuncupacion, and thei been neither into daie, and daie into night, w inter into sommer, 
lining ne true, ne euerlasting : after these woordes, and sommer into winter, not in dedebut in mis- 
thei clepen goddes images, wrought with mennes cleapyng of foolishe people.” 
handes. « Nowe” (quod she) “ what weneste thon of these 

But nowe reasonable creature, that by adoption thjmges ? how felest thou m thyne herte, by what 
alone, art to the greate God euerlastyng, and gouemance that this conieth about ^ 
thereby thou art god cleaped: let thy fathers “ Ceiies” (quod I) “ thatwotte I neuer, but if it 
maners so entre thy wittes, that thou might folowe, be, that Fortune hath graiint from aboue, to lede the 
in as mochc as longeth to thee thy fathers worship, ende of menne as herhketh.” — “ Ah now I se*' (quod 
so that in nothing, thy kinde from hia will decline, she) “ the entent of thy meanvni; : lo, b’cause thy 
ne from his nobley pouertie. In this wise if thou woildly goodes, been fulliche dispente, thou berafle 
werche, thou ait aboue al other thinges, saue God out of dignitie of office, in which thou inadest thy 
alone, and so saie no more tlime herte, to serue in gathering, of thilke goodes, and yet diddest m that 
to hie a place. office, by counsaile of wise, any thynge were ended : 

and true were vnto hem, whose profite thou should- 
“ Fullik haue I nowe declared, thin estate to be est looke, and seest now many, that in the ilke 
good, so thou followe thereafter, anti that the heruest made of thee moKell, and now for glos 3 rug 
abieccion first be thee aleged, m worthiues of thy of other, deineth thee nought to forther, but eu^ 
Margante, shall not thee let, as it shall further haunsen fals shrewes, by witnessyng of trontbe- 
thee, and encrease thee, it is now to declare, the last These thinges greueth thine herte, to seen thyself 
obieccion in nothing maie greue.” — “ Yes certes” thus abated, and than frailtie of mankinde ne aett- 
(quod I) “ bothe greue, and let muste it nedes, the eth but litle, by the lasers of soche nchesse, haue 
contrary maie not been proiied, and see now why. he neuer so moche vertue, and so thou wenest of 
While 1 was glorious in worldlie welfulnesse, and ihy iewell, to renne in dispite, and not been ac- 
had soch goodes m wealth, as maken men riche, cepted into grace : all this shall thee nothyng 
tho was I drawe into compaignies that loos, prise, hinder. Now" (quod she) first thou woste well, 
and name yeuen : tho louteden blasours, tho cur- thou lostest nothyng, that euer mightest thou clia- 
reiden glosours, tho welcomeden flatterers, tho wor- lenge for thine own* whan nature brought thee 
shipped thilk, that now demen not to looke. Euery forth, come thou not naked, out of tliy mothers 
wight in soche yearthlieweale habundaunt, is hold womb? thou haddest no nchesse, and whan thou 
noble, precious, benigne, and wise, to dooe whathe shalt enter, into the ende of euery fleshly bodie, 
shall, in any degree that men hym s-et, all be it what shake thou haue with thee than ? So euery 
that the sothe be in the contrary of all tho thinges : , nchesse thou haste, in tyme of thy lining nis but 
but he that can, ne neuer so wel him behaue, and lent, thou might theriii clialenge no propertie- 
bath vertue haboundaunte, in manyfolde maners, And se now, euery thing that is a mannes ownCj^he 
and be not wealthed with soche yearlhlie goodes, is maie dooe therewith what hym liketh, to yeue ot 
holde for a foole, and saied his wit is but sotted, to keepe : but richesse thou plainest from thee 
Lo how false for auei is holde true.' Lo howe true loste, if thy might had stretched so ferforthe, fame 
is cleaped false, forwantyug of goodes. Alsoladie, thou wouldes haue kepte, multiplied with roo 
dignitees of office, makeu menne mikell comended, other: and so ayen^te thy will, been thei departed 
as thus • he is so good, wer he out, his pere should from thee, where fose thei wer neuer thine. And 
men not find. Truelie I trowe of some soch that if thou laudest and loyest any wight, for he i*? 
are so praised, were thei out ones, an other should stuffed with soche maner richesse, thou art Jn that 
make him so bee knowe, he should of no wise no beleue begiled, for thou wenest tbilk ioye to be se- 
more been loked after : but onelv fooles well I linesse, or els ease, and he that hath loste soche 
wot, desiren soche newe thinges. Wherfore I won- haps, to been vnsesie .”^ — ** Ye forsothe" (quod 1)* 
der that thilke ^uemour, out of whom alone the “ Well” ^quod she) than woll I prone that vnsely, 
causes proceden, that gouemen all thinges, which m that wise is to praise,'and So the tother is the cott- 
that hath ordemed this worlde, in werkes of the trary to be lacked.”—** Howe so” (quod 1} ? ** For 
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vnselie^* (quod she) “ begileth aot, but sheweth the 
entent of her workyng. Et e contra. Selinegse be- 
gileth, for in prosperitie, she maketh a iape in 
blindenesse, that is she windeth hytn to make 
sorowe, whan she withdraweth. Wolte thou not** 
(quod she) praise bym better, that sheweth to thee 
his herte, tho it be with bitande woides, and di&> | 
pitous, than hym that gloseth, and thinketh in their 
absence, to dooe the many harmes.** — ** Certes** 
(quod I) “ the one is to commende, and the other 
to lacke and dispise.” — “ Aha” (quod she) right 
so ease while he lasteth, gloseth and flattereth, and 
lightly voideth, whan she moste pleasauntly shew- 
eth, and euer in her absence, she is aboute to dooe 
thee tene and sorowe in herte : but vnselie all bee 
it with bitande chere, sheweth what she is, and so 
dooeth dot that other, wherefore vnselie doeth not 
begile. Selinesse disceiueth: vnselie put awaie 
doubt. That one maketh men blind, that other 
openeth their iyen, m shewyng of wretchednessc. 
The one is full of drede, to lese that is not his 
owne: that other is sober, and maketh men dis- 
charged of mokell heauinesse in burthen: the one 
draweth a man from very good, the other haleth 
him to vertue, by the hokes of thoughtes. And 
wenest thou not, that thy disease hath doen thee 
mokell more to winne, than euer yet thou lostest^ 
And more than euer the contrary made thee winne. 
Is not a greate good to thy thinking, for to knowe 
the hertes of thy sothfast frendes. Parde thei 
been proued to the full, and the true haue dis- 
ceuered from the false. Truely at the goyng of’ 
thilke brotell ioye, there yede no more awaie, than 
the like that was not thyne proper: hewasneuer 
from that lightly departed, thine own good thei- 
fore leaueth it stil with the. Nowe good** (quod 
she) “ for how moche woldest thou sometyme haue 
bought, this very kuowynge of thyftendes, froine 
the flaterynge flyes that they glosed, whan thou 
thought thy selfe sely. But thou that plainest of 
losse m nchesse, hast founden the most dere worthy 
thinge that thou deepest vnsely, hath made the 
moche thing to winnen. And also foi conclusioun 
of all, he is frend that nowe leueth not his heite 
from thin helpes. And if that Margarit dcnieth 
now not to suffre her vertueg shine to the wardes 
wyth spreadinge beames, as ferre or farther than 
if thou were sdy in worldely ioye : trewly I saye 
not dies but she is some dele to blame.” 

“ Ah, peace” (quod I) “ and speake no more of 
thya mine herte braketh, nowe thou touchest any 
soche wordes.” — A well” (quod she) ** thanue lette 
vs syngen, thou herest no more of these thinges at 
this tbime.” 

THUS ENDETH THE FIRST BOOKE OF THE TESTAMENT OF 

LOUE, AND HERE AFTER FOLOWETH THE SECONDS. 


BOOK IL 

Very wd th maye not be fotmden in al this world, 
and that is wel sene: lo howe in my moste com- 
fort, as I wende and most snposed to haue bad full 
answei of my contrary thoughtes, sodainly it was 
vanished. And all the workes of man faren in the 
same wise whan folke wenen beste hir entente for 
to haue, and wiljes to perfourme, anon chaunging 
of the lift si4e to the right halue, touraeth it so 


dene in to another kind, that neuci shal it cume 
to the firste plite in doinge 

O this wiongful steering so soone, othcrwised 
out of knowing, but for my puipose was at my 
beginninge, and so duieth yet, yf God of bis grace 
tyme woll me giaunt, 1 tbmke to peiforme this 
worke, as I haue begonne m lou»», aftei as my 
thinne witte, wyth inspyracyon of him that hildeth 
all giace woll suffre. Gieuouslye God wotte haue 
I suffred a great throwe that the Romayn emper- 
our, whiehc in vnyte of loue shukl accorde and 
euery with other, in cause of other to auaunce, 
and namely sithe this empire to be corrected of so 
many sectes m beiesy, of faith, of seruice, of rule 
in loues religion. Trewly all were it but to shende 
erronious opinions, I maye it no lenger suffre : for 
many menne there ben that sain loue to ben in 
graudl and sande, that with sea ebbing and f ow- 
ing woweth, as riches that sodainly wanisheth. 
And some same that loue shulde be m windy 
Wastes, that stoimdemele toumeth as a phane, and 
glone of renome, whiche after lustes of the vari- 
aunt people is areysed or stilled. Manm also wenen 
that m the Sunne and the Moone, and other sterres, 
loue shulde ben founden, for amonge all other 
pianettes moste soueiainlie they shinen, as dig- 
nitees in reuerence of estates rather than good 
ban, and occupien. Full many also there ben 
' that in okes and m huge postes supposen loue to 
ben grounded, as in strength and in might, which 
mowen not helpen their owen wrefehednesse, whan 
they ginne to fel. But soche diuersite of sectes 
ayenst the nghtfull byleue of loue, these errours 
been forth spredtle, that loues seruauntes in the 
tieiie rule and stedfast faith, in no place dame 
apere : thus irrecuparable loy is went, and anoy 
endlesse is entred. For no man aright reproueth 
soche enouis, but comfirmen their wordes, and 
sain that badde is noble good, and goodnes is 
badde, to whiche folke the piophet bidcleth, wo 
without ende. 

Also many tongues of great false techinges in 
gilinge maner, principal lye in my times, not onely 
with wordes, but also with armes, loues seiuaunts 
and professe in his religion of trew rule, pursewen 
to confounden and to distcoyen. And for as moche 
as holy fathers, that our christen faithe aproned 
and strengthed to the lewes, as to men reasonable, 
and of diuinite lemed, proued thilke faithe with 
reasones, and with aucioritees of the Olde Testa- 
ment, and of the Newe, hir pertinacie to distroy : 
but to pamyms, that for beestes and houndes wer 
holde to putte hem out of theii errour, was myra- 
clesof God shewed. These thinges were figured 
by coming of tbangell to the shepeherdes, and by 
the sterre to painims kinges as who saith : angel 
reasonable to reasonable creature and sterre of mira- i 
cle to people bestiall not learned, weme sent to en- 
forme. But I ouersclerke in al my conning and 
with al my mightes, trewly I haue no soche grace 
m vertue of miracles, ne for no disconfitc ftlshedes, 
sufidseth not auctorites alone, sithen that suche here- 
tikes and mayntaynours of falsites. Wherfore I 
wot well sithen that they been men, and reason is 
appioued in hem, the cloude of errour hath hir 
reason bewond probable reasons, whiche that 
catchende wit rightfully may not with sitte. But 
my tjauail] 3 mge studie I haue ordeined hem, with 
that aiictorite mysglosed by mannes reason to 
graunt shall bee induced. 
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Now ginneth my panne to quake, to thinken on 
the sentences of the enuious people, whiche al- 
waye been redy, both ryder and goer to skorne 
and to lape this leude booke and me for rancoure 
and hate m their hertes they shullen so dispyse, 
that althonghe my booke be leude, yet shal it ben 
more leude holden, and by wicked wordes in manye 
maner apaired. Ceites me thmketh the sowne of 
their badde speche, right nowe is full bothe mine 
eares. O good precious Margarite, mine herte 
shulde wepe, yf I wist ye token hede of soche 
maner speche, but trewly I wotte wel in that your 
wysedome shall not asterte. Foi of God maker of 
kind witnesse I toke, that for none eiiuy ne yuel 
haue I drawe this matter togider, but only for good- 
nesse to maintain, and errours in falseles to dis- 
troy. Wheifoie (as I said) with reason I tbinke, 
thilke for said errours to distroye and dequace. 
These resons and soch other, yf they enduce men 
in loues seruice, trewe to beleue of paifite blisse, 
yet to full iaithe in credence of desert, fully mowe 
they not suffise, sithen faith hath no mente of 
mode, whan mannes reason sheweth experience in 
doing. For vtterly no reason the paifite blisse of 
loue by no way maye make to be comprehended. 
Lo what is a persell of loners loye, parfite science 
in good seruice, nf their desire to comprehende in 
bodely doinge, the liking of the soule, nat as by a 
glasse to haue contemplacion of tyme cominge, 
but thilke firste imagined and thought, after face 
to face m beholdinge : what herte, what reason, 
what vnderstandmge can make his Heuen to be 
feled and know without assay of doing: <^tes 
none. Sithen than of loue cometh aoche fruite 
in blisse, and loue in him selfe is the moste amonge 
other vertues, as clerkes sain : the sede of soche 
spnnginge in all places, in all countreis, in all 
worldes shulde been sowe. 

But 0 well away thilke sede is forsake, and 
mowen not been suffred the londe tillers to set a 
werke, without meddlyng of cockle, badde wedes 
which somtime stonken hath caught the name of 
loue amonge ydiotes and badde meaning people. 
Keuer the latter, yet howe so it be that menne 
cieape thilke kmge preciousestinkinde, with many 
eke names, that other ibinges, that the soule yeuen 
the ilke noble name, it sheweth well that in a maner 
men haue a great lyking in wurshippmg of thilke 
name, wherfore this worke haue 1 wiitte, and to 
the tytled of loues name, I haue it auowed in a 
maner of sacrifice, that where euer it be radde, it 
mow in mente be the excellence of thilke name 
the more wex in autborite and wurshippe of tak- 
inge in hede, and to what entente it was ordained, 
the in feeres mowen been moued: euery thinge to 
whome is owande occasion done as for his eude, 
Aristotle supposeth that the actes of euery thinge 
been in a maner his fiiiall cause. A final cause is 
noblerer, or els euen as noble as thilke thinge that 
is finally to thilke ende, wherfore accion of thinge 
euerlasting is demed to be etemall, and not tem- 
poral!, sithen it is bis finall cause: right so the 
actes of my booke loue, and loue is noble, wber- 
fore though my booke be leude, the cause with 
whiche I am stered, and for whom I ought it don, 
noble forsothe been bothe. But bycause Uiat in 
conmnge I am yonge, and canue- yet but crepe, 
thys leude A, b, c, haue I set in to lemmg, for I 
can not passen the tellinge of thre as yet : and yf 
God will in sbo^e time, I shall amend this leud- 
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nesse in ioynmge of silables, which thing for dul- 
nesseof wittelmaye not in thre letters declare. 
For trewly I say the goodncsse of my Magante 
perle wolde yeue matter ecditinge to many clerkes^ : 
ceites her mercy is more to me swetter than anye 
lyuynges, wherfore my lyppes mowen not suffice 
m speaking of her fill laude and worshippe as the}’ 
shnld. But who is that in knowing of the orders 
of Heuen, and putteth his resones m the exthe: I 
forsothe may not with blere eyen, the sbininge 
Sonne of vertue m bright whele of this Margante 
beholde, therfore as yet I maye her not discriue in 
vertue as I wolde. In time comming in another 
tretise thorow Goddes grace, this Sonne clerenesse 
of -vertue to be knowe, and howe she enlumiueth 
al this day, 1 think to declare. 

In this meane while this comfortable lady gan 
sing, a wounder mater of enditing m latm, but 
trewly the noble colours in xhetorike, :wise knit 
were so craftely, that my conning woll not stretche 
to remembre, but the sentence I trowe somedele 
haue I in minde, Ceites they were wonder sWete 
of sowne, and they were touched al in lamenta- 
cion wise, and by no werbelles of mirthe lo thus 
ganoe she sing in Latin, as I may constrewe it ix> 
our Englishe tonge. 

** Alas that these heuenlye bodies their lyght and 
course shewen, as nature yauehem in commaunde- 
ment at the ginning of the firste age, but these 
thinges in fie choise of reason han none vnder- 
standinge: but manne that ought to passe alt 
thynge of doinge, of right course in kinde, ouer 
whelmed sothenesse by wrongful tytle, and hath 
drawen the sterre of enuy to gon by bis side that 
the clipes of me that shoulde be his shmande 
Sonne, so ofle is sey, that it wened thilke errour 
thorowe hem come in, shulde been myne owne de- 
faute. Trewly therfore I haue me withdrawe, and 
made my dwellynge out of lande in an yle by my 
aelfe, in the occian closed, and yet saine there 
many they haue me harberowed, but God wot 
theyfaylen. These thinges me greuen to thmke, 
and namely on passed gladnesse, that in f^his worlde 
was wonte me disporte of highe and lowe, and 
nowe it is failed : they that wolden maistries me 
haue in thilke stoundes. 1 Heauen on high aboue 
Satumes sphere, in seasonable tyme wer they loged, 
but nowe come quemte counsaiilours that in no 
house woll suffire me seioume, wherof is pite ; and 
yet sain some that they me haue in celler with 
wine shed, m gainere their come is laide, couered 
With whet, in sacke sowed with wol, in purse with 
money faste knitte, among pannes mouled m a 
wiche, in presse among clothes laid with riche 
peluie araied, in stable amonge horse and other 
beestes as hogges, shepe, and nete, and in other 
maner wise. But thou maker of light (In winkinge 
of thin iye the Sonne is queint) woste right wel! 
that I in trewe name was neuer thus herherowed. 
Somtyme to fome the Sonne in the seu^th partie 
was smiten, I bare both crosse and mitre, to yeue 
it were I wolde. With me the pope went a fote, 
and I tho was wurshiped of al holy cburche, kinges 
baden me their crownes holden. The lawe was 
set as it sbuld: tofore the iudge as wel that pore 
durst shewe his grefe as the riche, for all his 
money. I defended tho tailages, a^d was redy 
for the poore to pay. I made gmt feestes in my 
I time and noble songes, and maried damoselles iS 
U 
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gentill feturCj withouten golde or other rychebse. 
Poore cierkes foi 'w jtte of schole, I sette in churches, 
and iftadesoche persones to preach : and tho was 
semice m holy churches honest and deuoute, in 
plesaunce bothe of God and of the people. But 
nowe the leude for simonie is auanceil, and shendeth 
al holye churchc. Now is steward for his achates, 
nowe IS cointioui for his debates, now is eschetoure 
for his WTonges, nowe is losdl for his songes, per- 
soner and prouendre alone, with whiche many 
thiiftye shulde enciease. And yet is this sbrewe 
behinde, fie herte is forsake, and losengeour is 
take. Lo it accordetb, for sochc there hen that 
voluntarie lusles haunten in courte with ribaudrie, 
that til midnight and more wol playe and wake, 
but in the chuiche at matins he is bebinde, for 
end disposicion of his stomake : therfore he shiild 
eate beane breade, and so dyd his sire, his estate 
there with to strengthen. His aulter is bioke, 
and loi’fe lithe in pointe to gone to the yerthe, hut 
his horse must ben easy and hie to beare him ouer 
greate waters. His chalice poore, but he hath 
riche cuppes. No towaile but a shete there God 
shall been handeled. And on his meate horde 
there shall been horde clothes and to welles many 
pmre. At masse serueth but a clergion; fiue 
squiers in hall, Poore chauncell, open holes i» 
euery side ; beddes of silke with tapites going al 
about his chambre. Poore masse booke and leude 
ehapelaine, and broken surplice with manye an 
hole; good houndes and manye, to hunte after 
harte and hare, to fede m their feestes. Of poore 
men haue they greate care, for they euer craue, 
and nothing ofiren, they wolden haue hem doluen. 
Hut amonge legystres there dare I not come, my 
doinge they saine maked hem nedie, they ne wolde 
for notlung haue me m town, for than wer tort and 
forth nought worthe an haw about, and pleasen no 
men, but thilke greuous and torcious been in might 
and m doinge* these thmges tofome said itiowe 
wel if men Iiste ryme, trewly they acorde no- 
thinge. And for as moch as al thmges by me 
shuiden of right ben gouemed, I am sorye to se 
that gbuemanuce foiletb, as thus : to sene smale 
and low goueme the hie, and bodies aboue. Certes 
that polisye is nought,, it is forbode by them that 
of gouemaunce treaten and enformen. And right 
as beestly witte shulde ben subiecte to reason, so 
erthely power m it self, the lower shuld ben subject 
to the hier. 

“ What is worth thy body but it be gonemed with 
thy soule } right so htel or nought is worthe erthely 
iwwer, but if regnatife prudence m heedes goueme 
the smale, to whiche heedes the smal owen to 
obey, and suffice m their gouemaunce. But soue- 
rainuesse ayenwarde shulde thinke in this wise, 
1 am seruaunt of these cieatures to me deliueted, 
not lord but defendour ; not maister but enfourmer, 
not possessour but in possessyon, and to hemlyche 
a tree in whiche sparowes shullen stelen, here 
byrdes to norishe and forth hnnge mder sueritie 
ayenst al reueinous foiiles and beestes, and not to 
be tiraunt them selfe. And than the smale in 
reste and quiete, by the heedes wel disposed, owen 
for their rsoueraines helth and prosperite to pray, 
and in other doinges, in maintenaunce thereof per- 
forme wythouten other admmistracion m rule of 
anye maher gouemaunce. And they wit haue in , 
hem, and grace to come to soch thmges, yet shuld 
they cease tyll their heedes them cleped, although 


profit and pleasaunce shulde folowe. But trewly 
other gouemaunce ne other medlinge ought they 
not to claime, ne the heedes on hem to put. Tiew- 
ly amonges cosinage dare I not come, but if richesse 
be my meane, sothly she and other bodily goods 
maketh nigh cosinage, ther nener propmquite ne 
alyaunce in lyue was, ne shulde haue be, neie it 
for her medlinge maneis, wherfore kindcly am I 
not thei*e leged. Pouert of kmdied is behind, 
richesse suffreth him to passe ; tmly he saithe he 
come neuer of laphetes children : wheiof I am 
sory that laphetes children for pouert, in no linage 
ben rekened, and Caines children for riches he 
maked laphetes heirs. Alas this is a wonder 
chaunge bytwene tho two Noes chidren, sithca 
that of laphetes ofspringe comeden knyghtes, and 
of Cam discended the line of seraage to his bro- 
thers children. Lo howe gentilnesse and seruage 
as cosms, both discended out of two bretheme of 
one body ; wherefor 1 say sothnesse that gentilesse 
in kinrede maken not gentil linage in succession, 
without desert of a mannes own selfe. WTiere is 
nowe the lyne of Alysaundne the noble, or els of 
Hector of Troye ? Who is discended of nght blode 
of lyne fro lunge Artour? Parde sir Perdicas, 
whom that kinge Alysandre made to been his heiie 
in Orece, was of no kinges blod, his dame was a 
tonbystere. Of what kinred been the gentils in 
our daies ; I trow therfore if any good in gen- 
tylesse, it is onely that it semeth a maner of ne- 
cessyte be input to gentilmen, that they shuiden 
lioL varien fro the rertues of thtar auncestres. 
Cmes all maner lynage of men bene euen lyche 
in birth, for one father maker of all goodnes en- 
formed hem al, and al mortal folke of one sede 
are gremed. Wherto auaunt men of hir lynage, in 
cosinage or in elde fathers, Loke nowe the ginning, 
and to God maker of mans person, there is no 
clerke ne no worthy m gentilesse: and he that 
norisheth he his corare with rices and vnresonable 
lustes, and leuetb the kinde course, to whiche ende 
him brought forthe his hyrthe, trewly he is rn- 
gentil, and amouge cierkes may been nempned. 
And therefore he that wol been gentil, be mote 
daunten his fieshe fro vyces that causen mgentil- 
nesse, and leaue also reignes of wicked lustes, and 
draw to him rertue, that in al places gentilnesse 
gentilmen maketh. And so speake I in feminine 
gendre in general), of tho persones at the reuerenoe 
of one, whom euery wight honoureth, for her 
bounbe an her noblesse ymade her to God so dere 
that his mother she became, and she me hath had 
so great in worship, that I ml for nothinge in open 
declaie that in any thing ayenst her fecte maye 
so wene: for al vertue and al worthinesse of ple- 
saunce in hem haboundetb. And although I wolde 
any thing speake, truly I can not, I may finde in 
yuel of hem no maner mater.’^ 

Rvght with these wordes she stinte of that lamen- 
table melodie, and I ganne with a lyuely herte to 
praye, if that it were lykynge vnto her noble 
grace, she wolde her deine to declare ^ me the 
mater that first was begonne m whiche she lefte 
and stinte to speake befome she ganne to singe. 

** O” (quod she) “ teis is no newe thynge to m® 
to sene you menue desyren after mater, whiche 
your selfe caused to Voyda’* 

“ Ah good-lady” (quod I) ** in whom victorye of 
strength is prou^ aboue all other thing, after the 
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iitdgement of Esdrara, whose lordshyp al hgnes : 
who is that right as eraperour hem commaundeth, 
whether thilke bea not women, m whose likencsse 
to me ye aperen. For right as man halte the 
principalte of al thing vnder his beinge, in the 
masculyne gender, and no mo genders been there 
but masculine, and femynyne, all the reninaunte 
been no gender® but of grace, in facultie of gram- 
mer. Ryght so in the feminine, the women holden 
the vpperest degree of al thinges, vnder thilke 
gendre conteyned. Who hnageth forth kinges, 
which that been lordes of see and of yerthe, and 
al peoples of women ben home : they nonshc hem 
that graffen vines, they make men comforte in j 
their gladde cheres Hir sorowe is death to mannes i 
herte. Without women the beyng of men weie I 
imposs.ble They eonne with their sweteuesse the I 
ciuel herte rauish and make it meke, buxome, and 
benjmg, without violence meuing. In beautieof 
their eyen, or elles of other raanere fetnres is all 
mens desires, ye more than in golde, precycious 
stones, eyther anye richesse. And in this degree 
lady your self manye hertes of men haue so boun- 
den, that parfite blisse in womankind to ben men 
wenen, and in nothinge els. Also lady the good- 
nesse the vertue of women, by propertie of dis- 
crecion, is so wel knowen, by litelnesse of malice, 
that desire to a good asker by no way conne they 
warne, and ye thannethat woll not passe the kinde 
werchinge of your sectes by general discrecion, I 
wotte well ye woll so encline to by prayere, that 
grace of my requeste shal fully been graunted.” — 
“Ceites*’ (quod she) “thus for the more parte 
fareth al maiikinde to praye, and to crie after 
womans grace, and fame mante fantasies to make 
hertes to encline to your desires: and whan these 
sely women frelv of their kind beleuen your wordes, 
and wenen all be gospell the promise of your be- 
hestes, than graunt they to you their hertes, and 
full fyllen your lustus, whertbrough their liberte 
in maistership that they tofome had is thralled, 
and so maked soueram and to be praid, that first 
was seruaunt, and voice of prayer vsed. Anone 
as filled is your luste manye of you be so tiewe, 
that Iitell hede take ye of soche kindnesse, but 
"With traisoiin anone ye thinke hem begile, and let 
light of that thynge whiche first ye maked to yon 
wonders dere, so what thing to women is to lone 
any wight er she him well know, and haue him 
proued in many halfe, for euery glittering thing is 
not golde, and vnder colour of fa ire speche many 
vices may be hid and conseledf. Therfbre I rede 
no wight to trust on you to rath mens chere, and 
Inr speche right gileful is ful ofte, wherfore with- 
out good assaye, it is not worthe on many on yon 
totruite: truly it is right kindly to euery man 
that thmketh women betraye, and she wen out- 
ward al goodnes, tyl he haue bis wil performed, 
lo the birde is begiled with the mery voice of the 
foulers whistell. Whan a woman is closed in your 
nette, than wol ye causes finden, and beare vn- 
kindnes her on hande, or falset vpon herputte, 
your own malicious tiaison with soche thing to 
excuse. Lo than ban women non other wrech in 
vengeannee, but bloder and wepe til hem lyst stint, 
and sonly hir mishap complaine, and is put in to 
wenyng that al men ben so vntrew. How often 
haue men chaunged hir loues in a htel whiles or 
els for failing their wil m their places hem aette: 
for frendship sbal be one, and fame with anodier 
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him list for to haue, and a thirde for delyte, or 
els weie he lost both in packe and in clothes : is 
this faire, nay God wot ? I maye nat tel by thou- 
sand partes, the wronges m trechery of soche false 
people, for make they neuer so good a bonde, all 
set ye at a myte whan youre herte toumeth : and 
they that wenen for sorow of you dey, the pite of 
your false herte is flow out of towne. Alas ther- 
fore, that euer any woman woldc take any wighte 
in her grace* til she know at the ful on whome she 
might at all assayes truste. Women con no more 
crafte in quemte knowinge, to -mderstande the 
false discemable coniectementes of mannes begi- 
hnges. lo howe it fareth, though ye men gronen 
and crien, certes it is but disceit, and that preueth 
wel by thendes in your werking. How manye 
women haue bene lome, and with shame foule 
silent by longe lastynge time, whiche thorowe 
mennes gile haue been disceuied ^ euer theii fame 
shall dure, and their dedes radde and songe in 
many londes, that thev han done recoaeren shal 
they neuer, but alway been demed lightly, in soche 
plite ayen shulde they fal, of whiche slaunders 
and tenes ye false men and wicked bene the very 
causes, on you by right ought these shames and 
these reproues all holy discende. Thus arne ye al 
nighe vntiewe, for all your faire speche your herte 
IS full fickell. What cause han ye women to dis- 
pose > better fniite than they bene, ne swetter 
spices to your behoue mowe ye not finde, as farre 
aswordly bodyes stretchen. LoketotWr form- 
inge at the makings of their persones by God in 
ioye of paradice, for goodnesse of mannes propre 
bodye were they maked, after the sawes of the 
Bible, rehersmg Godds wordes in this wise : it is 
good to mankinde that we make to him an helper. 
Lo in paradise for yonre helpe was this tree grafied, 
out of whiche all linage of man discendeth : yf a 
man be noble frute of noble firute it is sprongen: the 
blysse of paradij>e to mennes sory hertes, yet in this 
tree abydetb. 0 noble beipes ben these trees, and 
gentil iewel to ben worshipped of enery good crea- 
ture : be that hem anoith doth bis owne shame, it 
is a comfortable perle ayenst al tenes. Euery 
company is mirthed by their present being Trewly 
I wist neuer veitue, but a woman were therof the 
rote. What his Heauen the worse, though Sarazins 
on it lien ? is your faith vntrew though rennogates 
maken therou leasinges. If the fire doth anye 
wight bren, blame his own witte that put himself 
so farre in the heate. Is not fyre gentillest and 
moste element comfortable amonges all other? 
fire is chefe werker in forthering sustenavnee to 
mankinde, shal fire bene blam^ for it brend a 
foole naturelly, by bis owne stulty witte in ster- 
inge. Ah wick^ folkes, for your propre malice, and 
sbrewdenesse of your self, ye blame and dispise 
tlie precious thinge of your kmde, and whiche 
thinges arnonge other most ye desiren. Trewly 
Nero and his children been shrewes, that dfepisen 
so their dames, The wickednesse and giling of 
men, in disclaundring of thilke that most bath 
bem gladded and pleased, "were imposrible to write 
or to nempne. Neuer the later yet I saye he that 
knoweth a waye, may it lightly passe; eke an 
herbe proued may safely to smertande sores ben 
laide: so I say in him that rs proued is nothing 
soch yuels to gesse. Bnt these thinges haue I 
reber^ to wame yon. all at ones, that to 

lyghtly without good ye assenten not to 
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mans speche. The Sonne m the day light, is to 
knowen fiom the Moone that shineth m the nighte. 
Nowe to thee thy self’ (quod she) ** as I haue oft 
said, I know wel thine heite, thou aite none of all 
the tofore neinpned people, for I know wel the con- 
tmuaunce of thy seruice, that neuer sithen I set 
the a werke, might thy Margaritefor plcasaunce, 
fren deship, ne fairehede of none other be in pointe 
moued from thin herte, wtierfore in to myne bous- 
holde hastelye I woll that thou entre, and all the 
parfyte piiuyte of my werkynge make it bee 
knowc in thy vnderstandynge, as one of my priuy 
familyers. Thou desirest” (quod she) ** fame to 
here of tho thiges there 1 left/’ 

Ye forsothe” (quod I) ** that were to me a 
great bhsse/’ — ‘‘ Nowe” (quod she) “ foi thou 
Shalt not wene that womans coudicyons for faiie 
spcche, soche thinge belongeth* 

“ Thou shalte” (quod she) “vndei stand fiist amonge 
all other thynges, that all the cure of mv seruyce, 
to me in tne parfyte biisse in doinge, is desyred 
in euery mannes herte, be he neuer so moche a 
■wretche, but euery man tiavailethby diuers stu- 
dye, and seke thilke blysse by diuers waip, but 
all the endes are knitte in selynesse of desire m 
the perfite blisse, that is soche ioye, wBan men 
it haue gotten, there Inietb no thing more to ben 
coueited: but how that desire of soche perfection 
in my seruice be kindely set in louers hertes, yet 
bir erronious opinions mistume it by falsenesse of 
wenynge. And although inennes rnderstandinge 
be misturned, to knowe whiche shoulde been the 
waye vnto my persone, and whyther it abydeth : 
yet wote they ther is a lone in euery wight, weneth 
by that thing that he coueyteth tnost, he shoulde 
come to thilke loue, and that is parfite blysse of 
my seruauntes, but than fulle blysse maye not 
bee, and there lacke anye thmge of that blisse m 
anye side. Eke it foloweth than, that he that 
muste haue ful blysse, lacke no blysse in loue on 
no Side.*' 

“ Therfore lady” (quod I tho) “ thilke blisse I 
haue desired, and sothe^to fome this my self by 
wayes of riches, of dignite, of power, and of re- 
Dome, weninge me m tho thrages had ben' thilke 
blissq, but ay east the heere it tumeth. Whan I 
supposed best thilke blisse baue get and come to the 
full purpose of your seruice, sodainly was I bin- 
dred, and throwen so fer abacke, that me thinketh 
an impossible to come there I lefte.” — « I woP* 
(quod she) “ and therfore haste thou failed, for you 
wentest not by the hye waye, a htell misgoynge 
in the ginning, causeth mikel errour in the ende, 
wherefore of ttulke blisse thou failedest for hauing 
of richesse, ne none of thother thmges thou nem- 
pnedest, mowen not make soche perfite blisse m 
loue, as I shall shewe. Therfore thei be not wor- 
thie to thilke blisse, and yet somewhat must been 
cause and waie to thilke blisse : ergo there is some 
soche thing, and some waie, but it is little in vsage, 
and that is not openly iknow. But what felest in 
th 3 nQ herte of the seruice, m which by me thou art 
entred : wenest aught thy self, yet bee in the hie 
waie to my blisse^ I shall so sbewe it to thee, thou 
shalt not con saie the contrary.*' 

** Good ladle” (quod I) altho I suppose it in 
my herte, yet would I heare thyne wordes, how ye 
meaneinthis matter.” (Quod she) “that I shall 
wrth niy good will. The ilke blisse desired, some- 


deale ye knowen, altho it bee not pcrfitely, for 
kindelie entencion leadeth you thereto, but in 
three maner liuynges, is all soche waies shewed, 
Euery wight m this worlde to haue this blisse, one 
of the ilke three waies of hues muste proceade, 
whiche after opinions of greate clerkes, ame by 
names cleped, beastiallrche, reasonabliche, in ver- 
tuoiis manliche is worldliche, beastialich is lustes 
and delitable, nothing restiained by bndle of rea- 
son, all that loietb and yeueth gladnesse to the 
herte, and it he ayenst reason, is likened to bestitall 
lining, whiche thing followeth lustes anddelites, 
wherfore in soche thing maie not that precions 
blisse, that is maister of a1 vertues abide, Your 
fathers tofoine you, haue cleaped soche Instie 
liuynges, after the flesh passions of desire, whiche 
are innominable tofore God and man bothe. Than 
after dete' minacion of soche wise, wee accorden 
that soche passions of desire, shull not been nemp- 
ned, hut holden for absolute from all other huinges 
and prouinges, and so lioeth into liuinges, man- 
liche and leasonable, to declare tiie matters begon. 
But to make thee fuDie haue vnderstanding in 
manliche huinges, which is holden worldlich in 
these things, so that ignoraunce be made no letter, 
I woP' (quod she) “ nempno these forsaied waits- 
by names and conclusions. 

“ Firste, riches, dign’tee, renome, and power, 
shull in this woorke bee cleaped bodily goodes, for 
m hem hath been a great throw mannes trust of 
silines in loue, as m nebes suffisaunce to hane 
maintained that was hegonne, by woridllte cattell 
in dignitic, honoui, and rcuerence of hem that 
weme vnderput, by maibtne thereby to obeie. In 
renome glory of peoples praising, after lustes in 
their herte, without hede taking to qualitie and 
maner of doyng, and in power, by trouth of loi d- 
ships maiiiteinaunce, thing to precede foorthe in 
dooyng. In all whiche thynges a longe tyme, 
mannes coueitise m commune hath been greatly 
I grounded, to come to the blis of my seruice, but 
^ tniely thei wer bcgiled, and for the principall must 
nedes fade, and in helping mowe not auaile. Se why 
for boldest him not poor that is nedy: “ yesparde*' 

' (quod I). “ And him for dishonored that moche 
folke dein not to reuerence.” — “ That is soth*' 

■ (quod I) “ and what him that his migbtes fallen and 
mowe not helpen.” — “ Certes” (quod 1) “mesemeth 
I of all menne, he should bee holden a wretche.” — 
“ And wenest not” (quod she) “ that he that is little 
in renome, but rather is out of the praisinges, of mo 
men than a fewe be not in shame ?*' — “ for sothe” 
(quod I) “ it is shame and villanie to hym that 
coueiteth renome, that more folke not praise in 
name than praise.” — “ Soth’' (quod she) “ thou 
saiestsotbe, but all these thynges aie folowed of 
soche maner doyng, and wenden m riches suffi- 
saunce, in power might, m dignitie worship, and in 
renome glorie, wherefore thei discended into dis- 
ceiuable wenmg, and in that seririce disceite is 
folowed. And thus m general I, thou and all soche 
other that so worchen, fallen of my blisse, that ye 
long ban desired, wherfore tnily in life of leason, is 
the hie waie to this blisse, as I thinke more openhe 
to declare hereafter. Neuer the later, yet in a little 
to comfbrte thy herte, m shewyng of what waie 
thou art entred thy self, aud that thy Margarite maia 
knowe thee set hi the hic waie, I wol enforme thee 
in this wise. Thou hast failed of thy first puipose, 
bicause thou weteste wrong, and leftest the hie 
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“^aic on thy Ugh* ‘Me, th»’S, thou h^ tedest on 
worldly IiuinT, and »h?t t'-yn^ tliec^ broiled, and 
lightly thcriore as a I.tle assa’f^ tho’» so^yede^t, 
but whan I touiiicd th; yiYp tse, ard < ci;ed thee 
a part of the hie v.r’'s L-ho tliou abe 1*^ therm, and 
no death ne ferdne <c y rone enenue might thee 
out of thilke waie rcie, but cncr one in th.ne herte, 
to come totluk hi^se, v han thou wer arc‘-ted, and 
first time eimriioned, yon wer loth to cliange thy 
waie, for m Jliy herte thou wendest to haue been 
there thou shouUlest, and for I had routh to sen 
thee m ^carted, and wist w'el thine abienes rny ser- 
nice to foither and encrease, I come my self with- 
out other meane to visite thy peraone, in comforte 
of thy herte and parde in my commyng thou 
were greatly gladad, after wlvclie time, no disease, 
no cate, no tcre m'ght moue me out of thy herte. 
And yet I glad and greatly enpited, how con- 
tinually thou haddest me in minde, with good 
auisement of thy conscience, whan thy king and 
his princes, by huge wordes and great, looked after 
variaunce in thy speach, and euer thou wer ledy 
for my sake, in pica-aunce of tiiat Margarite peile, 
and many mo other, thy body to oblige in to 
lyiarces do ng, if any contraned thy sawes, sted- 
fast waic maketh stedfaste herte, with good hope 
in the ende. Truely I woll that thou it well knowe, 
for I se thee so set, and not chaunging herte haddest 
in my seru'ce, and I made thou haddest grace of 
thv king, in foryeuenesse of mikel raisdeede : to 
the gracious king, ait thou mikel holden, of whose 
grare and goodoe«se sometime hereafter I thinke 
to enforme, whan I shewe the ground, where as 
mortall \ertue growetb. Who brought the to 
weike> Who brought this grace about? Who 
made thy herte hardie? Truely it was I, for had- 
dest thou of me faiJod, than of this purpose had 
neuer taken in tliis wise. And therfore I saie, 
thou might well trust to come to thy blisse, silhen 
thy ginnyng hath been heard, but euer graciously 
after thy hertes desire hath proceeded. Siluer 
fined with many beates, menne knowen for true, 
and safely men maie tiust in thee alwaie in werk- 
yug. This diseases hath proued, what waie hence 
forwarde thou thinkeste to hoMe."’ — “ Nowe m 
good faith ladie” (quod I tho) “ I am now in, me 
semeth it is the hie waie and the righte.’* — “ Ye 
forsothe’’ (quod she) “ and nowe I woll disproue thy 
first waies, by whiche ipuny men wenen to gette 
tUilke blisse. But for as moche as euery herte that 
hath caught full loue, is tied with queinte knit- 
tinges, thou shalt vnderstande that loue, and thilke 
forsaied blisse tofome declared, in this piouynges 
shall bote the knotte in the herte .” — ** Well’* (quod 
1) “ this impossession 1 woll well vnderstand.” — 
Now also” (quod she) “ for the knotte in the 
herte must be from one to an other, and I knowe 
thy desire ; I woll thou vnderstande these matters, 
to been sa ed of thy self, m disprouyng of thy 
firste sernice, and in streagthyng of thilk that thou 
hast vndertake to thy Margarite perle.” — A 
goddes halfe” (quod I) “ right wel I fele that all 
this case is possible and true, and therefore I ad- 
mitted all togither.” — “ Understanden well” (quod 
she) “ these termes, and loke no contradiedon thou 
graunt ” — If God wol” (quod I) of all these 
thinges woll I not faile, and if 1 graunte contradic- 
cion, I should graunt an impossible, and that were 
a foule inconuentence, for whiche thinges, ladie 
^fU^ereaftear I thinke me to kepe.” 


“ Wei r*’ (quod she) ^‘tbou knowest that euery 
thynsj IS cause, wherethrough any thyng hath be- 
yng, cleaped cau-«ea, than of riches caii«en 

knot ill herte, th Ike riches ame cause of the like 
prec'ous thyng beyng : hut after the sentence of 
Aristotle, euery cause is more m dignitie, than his 
thyng caused, w herethrongh it followeth richesse, 
to been more m djgiiitie than thilke knotte, but 
richesse arne k'Lidly naughtie, baddc, and nedv, 
and the ilfce knotte is th eg kindly good, moste 
praised and desired: creo tbyng naughtie, badde, 
and neadie, in kindly vnderstandiCg is more worthie, 
than tbyng kindely good, moste desired and praised: 
The consequence is false, neades the antecedente 
mote been of the same condicion. But that 
r'chesses been badde, naughtie, aud nedie, that 
woll I proue wherefore thei mowe cause no soch 
thing, that is so glorious and good : the moie 
richesse thou haste, the more nede ha^st thou of 
help hem to kepe. Ergo thou nedest in richesse, 
whiche nede thou shouldest not haue if thou hem 
uantest. Than must riches been nedy, that ip 
their hauyng maken the nedy to belpes, in suretie 
thy richesse to kepen, wherthrough foloweth richesse 
to been ncdie. Euery thing causyng euills is bad 
and naughtie; but riches m one cansen misfase 
in another tbei mowen not euenly stietchen al 
about. Wheiof cometh plee, debate, theft, begi- 
hnge«, but nchrs to win, which thinges been 
bad, and by nchesse ara caused; ergo theilke 
richesse been badde, whiche badnesse and nede, 
been knitte into riches, by a maner of kindlie 
propertie, and euery cause and caused accorden, 
so ^at it followeth the ilke nchesse, to haue the 
same accordaunce, with badnes and mede, that 
their cause asketh. Also euery thing hath his 
beeyng by his cause, than if the cause bee des- 
troved, the beeyng of caused is vamshed: aud so 
if nchesse causen loue, and richesse weren des- 
troyed, the loue should vanishe, but the ilke knotte 
and it bee true, maie not vanishe for no goyng of 
no nchesse : ergo richesse is no cause of the knotte. 
And many men as X saied, setten the cause of the 
knotte in nchesse, the ilke knitten the richesse, 
and nothyng the euill : ttife ilke persones what euer 
thei been, wenen that riches is moste worthie to be 
had, and that make thei the cause : and so wene 
thei thilke riches, be better than the persone. 
Commenly soche asken, rather after the quanhtie, 
than after the qualitie, and soche wenen as well 
by hem self, as by other, that coniunccion of his 
life and of bis soule is no more precious, but in as 
mekell as he hath of richesse. ‘ Alas, howe maie 
he holden soche thynges precious or noble, that 
neither han life ne soule, ne ordinannee of werch- 
yng lunmes : soche richesse been more woQrt|iiei 
whap thei been in gatheryng, in departyng ginnetb 
his loue of other mennes praisyng. And ^uariee 
gatheryng, maketh bee bated, and neadie to many 
out helpes : and whan leaueth the possession of 
soche gooddes, and the! ginne vamshe, tbanen- 
tereth sorowe and tene in their hertes. O bad and 
straite be^ thilke, that at their departyng, maketh 
men teneful and sorie, and in the gatheryng of 
hem, maketh menne neady : moche ftilke at ones 
mowen not togither, moche thereof haue. A good 
geste gladdetb his hoste, and al his meine, but he is 
a bad geste, that maketh his hoste neadie^ and to bee 
aferde of his gestes goyng .” — “ Certes” (quod I) 
me wondereth tbereftMre, that the common ojimioijt 
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is thus : he is worthe no more than that he hath in 
cattell.” — O” (quod she) “ looke thou bee not of 
that opinion, for if guide or money, or other maner 
of riches, shinen m thy sight, whose is that ? not 
thine : and tho thei haue a little beautie, thei bee 
nothyng in oompari'-on of oin kmde, and therefore 
ye should not set youi woithiuesse in thing, lower 
than your self, for the riches, the fairnesse, the 
worthinesse of thilke goodes, if there be any sochc 
pieciousnesse m hem ai not thm, thou niadcbtc 
hem so neuer, from other thei come to thee, and 
to other thei shuU fiom the; wherfoie enhiacest 
you other wightes gooddes, as tho thei wer thin : 
kinde hath drawe hem by hem self. It is soth the 
goodes of the yearth, heen ordeined in your focle 
and nourishing, but if thou woiieholde thee apaied 
with that buffiseth to thy kmde, thou shalt not be 
in daunger of no soch riches, to kind suffiseth 
little thing, who that taketh hede. And if thou 
wolt algates with supeifluitie of riches bee a thro- 
ted, thou Shalt hasteliche be anoied, or els enill at 
ease. And fairnesse of fieldes, ne of habitacions, 
ne multitude of meine, maie not bee rekened as 
iicbes, that are thine owne, for if thei be bad, it is 
gieatsclandei andviUame to the occupier, and if 
thei be good or faire, tlie matter of the work man 
that hem made, is to praise. How should other- 
wise bountie be compted for thine, the like good- 
ness© and fairnesse be proper to tho thinges hem 
self, than if thei be not thin, sorowe not whan thei 
wend, ne glad thee not in pompe and in pride, whan 
thou hem hast for their bountie and their beauties, 
Cometh out of their owne kind and not of thine owne 
personc : as faire been thei in their not hauing, as 
whan thou baste hom, thei bee not ftiire, for thou 
hast hem, but thou hast getten hem for the faire- 
nesse of them self. And there the valance of men, 
is denied in riches outforthe, wenen me to haue no 
proper good in them self, but seebe it m straunge 
thinges. Truely the condicion of good wening is 
in the mistoumed, to wene your noblcnes be not m 
your self, but in the goodes and beautie of other 
thinges, Parde the beastes that han but feling 
soulcs, haue sufhsaunce in their owne self: and ye 
that been like to God, seken encrease of suffi- 
saunce, from so excel lente a kinde, of so low 
thinges, ye do great wrong to him that you made 
lordes, oner al yerthly thinges, and ye put your 
worthinesse vnder the nomber of the feete, of lower 
things and foule, whan ye iudge thilke riches to be 
yoijr woithinesse, than put ye your self by csti- 
macion, vnder thilke foulc thinges, and than Icuc 
ye the knowing of your self, so be ye viler than 
any dombe beast, that cometh of shreude vice. 
Right so thilk pei'sous that louen none euil, for 
dcre worthines of the person©, but for straunge 
goodes, and saith the adomeincnt in the*'knotte 
Iieth in soche thingc, bis errour is perilous and 
shreude, and he wrieth moche venime, with moche 
wealth, and that knotte male not bo good, whan 
he hath it gctten. Certes thus hath riches with 
dickering sighte anoied many: and often whan 
tbeie IS a fhiow out shrew©, he coineth al the gold, 
all the precious stones that mowen be founden to 
haue in his bandon, he weneth no wight ho worthi 
to haue soch thinges but he alone. How many 
hast thou knowe now in late time, tliat in their 
nehesse, supposed suffisaunce haue folowed, and 
now it IS all failed.’' — “ Yc ladie” (quod I) ** that is 
for misse medling, and otherwise gouerned thilke 


iichesse, thanihei should ” — ” Yea” (quod she tho) 
“ bad not the floode greatlie aieised, and thiowe to 
hemwardc, bothe grauell and sand©, he had made 
no medlyng. And right as sea yeueth flood, so 
diawoth sea ehbe, and pulleth ayen vnder wawc, 
all the firste out throwc, but if good piles of noble 
gouernanuce in loue. in well ineanyng maner, 
been sadlie grounded, to whiche hold thilke grauell, 
as lor a while, that ayen lightly mowe not it turiie: 
and if the piles been true, the giauel and sandc 
woll abide. And ceilcs, full warning in lone sbalt 
thou neuer, thioughbem get ne couer that Iightlie 
with an ebbe ere thou beware,' it will ayen meue, 

“ In nehesse, many menhaue had tcncs and dis- 
eases, winch thei should not haue had, if theieof 
thci had failed. Through whiche nowe declared, 
part lie it is shewed, that for nchess© should the 
knotte in hcitc, neither been caused in one, ne m 
other : truely knot inaie been knitte, and I trow 
more stedfast in lone, though richesse failed, and 
els m richesse is the Isnot, and not in herte. And 
than soclie a knotte is false, whan the sea ebbeth 
and withdraweth the grauel, that soche richesse 
voideth, thilke knotte woll vnknitte. Wherefore 
no truste, no wau*, no cause, no parfite being is in 
richesse, of no soche knot therefore an other aaie 
must we haue. 

“ Honor in dignitie is wened, to ycuen a full 
knotte” — **ye certes” (quod 1) and of that opin- 
ion ben many, for thei same dignitie, with honour, 
and reuerence, causen hertes to encheinen, and so 
able to knitte togither, for the excellence in soue- 
laint of soche degiees.” 

“Now” (quod she) “if dignitie, honoure, and re- 
ueience, causen thilke knotte in herte, this knotte 
IS good and piofitable. For eucry cause of a cause, 
IS cause of thynge caused : than thus, good tliyngos 
and profitable, been by dignitie, honour, and rcue- 
lenee caused. Ergo tliei accoiden, and dignities 
been good with reuerence? and honour, but con- 
traries mowen not accorden : whorfore by reason 
there should no dignitie, no i euerence, none honour 
accorde with shrewes, but that is false : thei haue 
been cause to shrewes, in many sbieudnesse, for 
with hem thei accorden. Ergo from beginning, to 
aigue ayenwarde, till it come to the laste conclu- 
sion, thei are not cause of the knotte. Xx) all daic 
atiye, ame shrewes not in rcueionce in honour, 
and in dignitie, : yes forsothe, lathcr than the 
good. Than foloweth it, that shrewes rather than 
good, shnll been couse of this knotte. But of this 
contray, of al loners is beleued, and forasothe 
' opeiilie determined to hold©.” 

“ Now” (quod I) “ fain would I hoaro, how soch 
dignities accorden with shrewes.” 

“ 0” (quod she) ** that woll 1 shewe in manifoldc 
wise. Ye wene” (quod she) “ that dignities of 
otflee here in your citee, is as the Souue, it shinetli 
bright withouten any cloude: whiche thytigcj wham 
thei coinen in the handes of malicious tyrauntes, 
there cometh moche hanne, and more grcuaunce 
therof, than of the wilde 0rc, though it brendo all 
a stpeate. Certes in dignitie of office, the werkes 
of the occupier, sbewen the malice and the bad- 
ness© m the person©., with shrewes thei mukeii 
manifolde barmes, and moche people shamen. How 
often ban rancours, for malice of the gouemour 
should been maintained ? Hath not than soche dig- 
niticB caused debat, rumours, ami cuils ? yes Cod 
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•wote, by sochc thinges haiie been tiusted to, make 
mennes vndei&tandynge encKne to many queinte 
thynges. Thou wottest well, what I meane.^* — 
Ye” (quod I) theifore as dignitie soche thyng 
in tene iwrougbt, so ayenwarde the substaunce m 
digmtie chaunged, lelied to bryng ayen good plite 
in dooyng.” — “ Dowaie, dowaie” (quod she) “it it so 
betide, but that is seld that soche dignitie is betalce 
in a good raannes gouernaunce. What thyng is 
to reken in the dignities goodnesse? parde the 
bountie and goodnesse is hers, that vsen it in good 
gouernaunce, and therefore cometh it, that honour 
-and reuerence, should been doen in to dignitie, bi- 
cause of encreasyng vertue in the occupier, and 
not to the ruler, bicause of soueramtie in dignitie, 
Sithen dignitie maie no veitue cause, who is wor- 
thie worship for soche goodnesse i Not dignitie, 
but peisone that maketh goodnesse in dignitie to 
shine.” — This is wonder thyng” (quod I) “ for me 
thlnketh, as the persone in digmtie is worthie 
honour for goodnesse, so tho a persone for badnosse, ^ 
magre hath deserued, yet the dignitie leneth to be 
commended.’* — “ Let be” (quod she) “ thou errest 
light foule, dignitie with badnesse, is helper toper- 
forme the felonous doyng: parde wer it kindly 
good, or any propeitie of kindly vertue, hadden in 
hem self, shrewes should hem neuer haue, with 
hem should thei neuer accorde. Water and fire 
that been contrarious, mowen not togider been as- 
sembled, kmde woll not suffre soche contraries to 
ioyn. And sithen at iye by experience in dooyng, 
we seen that shrewes haue hem more often, than 
good men, sikcr maist thou se, that kindly good in 
soch things, is not appropred. Parde wer thei kind- 
ly good as well one as other, slioulden euenliche m < 
vertue of gouernance been worthe: but one faileth 
in goodnesse, an other doeth the contrary, and so 
it sheweth kindly goodnesse, m dignitie not be 
grounded. And this same reason” (quod she) 

“ maie bee iqade in general!, on all the bodily 
goods, for thei comen oft to throw out shrewes. 
Ifter this he is stronge, that hath might to haue 
greate burthens, and he is light and swift, that hath 
soueramtie in ronning to passe other, right so he 
is a shrew on whom shieude thinges and bad, 
ban moste werching. And right as philosophy 
maketh philosophiers, and my seruice maketh 
louers : right so if dignities weren good or vertuous, - 
thei should maken shrewes good, and touine hir 
malice, and make hem be vertuous, but that dooe 
thei not, as it is proued, but causen rancour and 
debate. Ergo thei he not good, but vtterly bad. 
Had Nero neuer been emperor, should neuer his 
dame haue be slaine, to maken open the priuitie of 
his engendrure. Herodes for his digmtie, slewe 
many children. The dignitie of king Ihon would 
haue destroied all Englande. Therefore mokell 
wise^ome and goodnes botbe, nedeth in a persone, 
the malice in dignitie, slily to bndell, and with a 
good bit of areste to withdraws, in case it would 
praunce otherwise than it should : truly ye yeue . 
to dignities wrongful names in your cleping. 'Thei 
shuld hete not dignitie, but monstre of badnesse, 
and mainteiner of shrewes. Perde shine the Sonne 
neuer so bright, and it bring forth no heat, ne 
seasonably the herbes out hiynge of the yeartb, 
hut suffre frostes and cold, and therath baraine p 
ligge, by time of his compas, in circuite about, ye 
would wonder and dispreise that Sonne. If the 
Moone be at full, and sheweth no lights but darke 
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and dimme to your sight appereth, and make dis- 
truccion of the waters, wol ye not suppose it be 
vndcr cloude, or in clips > And that some priuie 
thing vnknowen to your wittes, is cause of soche 
contrarious dooyng. Than if clerkes that ban full 
insight, and knowing of soche impedimentes, en- 
forme you of the soth, very idiotcs ye been, but 
if ye yeuen credence to thilke cleikes wordes. And 
yet it doth me tene, to seen many wretches re- 
ioycen, in soch many pianettes. Truly little con 
thei on philosophy or els on my lore, that any de- 
sire hauen soche lighting pianettes, in that wise any 
more to shewe.” — “ Good ladie” (quod I) “ tell ye 
me how ye mean in these things.” — “ Lo” (quod 
she) “ the dignities of your citee, Sonne and 
Moone, nothing in kinde shew their shining as 
thei should. For the Soune made no brenning 
heate m loue but fresed enuie, in mens hertes, 
for feWenes of shining heate : and the Mone was 
about vnder an old cloud, the liuynges by waters 
to destroye.” — “ Ladie (quod I) “ it is supposed 
thei had shined as thei should.** — “ Ye” (quod 
she) “ but now it is proued at the full, their beutie 
in kindly shining failed, wherefore dignitie of him 
seUien, hath no beautie in fairenesse, nedrnieth 
not awaie vices, but encreaseth, and so be thei 
no cause of the knotte. Now se in good truthe, 
holde ye not soche sonnes worthie of no reuerence 
and dignities, worthie of no woiship, that maketh 
men to dooe the more harmes:’* — “ T not** (quod 
I). “No” (quod she) “aud thou se a wise good 
man, for his goodnesse and wisenesse, wolt thou not 
doe hym worship ? Thereof he is worthie ” — “ That 
is good skil” (quod I) “ it is dewe to sochc, bothe re- 
uerence aud worshippe to haue.** — “ Than** (quod 
she) “ a shrewe for bis shreudnesse, altho he be put 
forth tofom other for ferde, yet is he worthie for 
shreudnesse, to bee vnworshipped: of reuerence no 
parte is he worthie to haue, to contrarious dopyng 
belongeth, and that is good sktlle. For right as he 
bee smiteth the dignities, thilk same thing ayen- 
ward him smiteth, or els should smite. And oner 
this thou woste well*’ (quod she) “ that fire in euery 
place, heateth where it bo, and water maketh weat : 
why ^ For kindly werking is so iput m hem, to do 
soche thinges: for euery kindely in werking sheweth 
his kind. But though a wight had been maior of 
•your citee, many winter together, and come in 
a straunge place, there he were not knowen, he 
should for his dignitie haue no reuer^ce. Th^ 
neither worship ne reuerence, is kindelie proper in 
no dignitie, sithen thei shoulden doen their kmde, 
in soche dooyng if any were. And if reuerence 
ne worshippe, kindely he not sette in dignities, and 
thei more theiein been shewpd than goi^nesse, for 
that in dignitie is shewed, but it proiieth that good- 
nesse, kmdlie in hem is not grounded. Iwis neither 
worship ne reuqrence, ne goodnesse in digmtie, 
dooen none offiqe of kind, for thei haue none soche 
propertie, in nature of dooyng, but by false opinion 
of the people. Lo, howe sometyme thilke that in 
your citee werne in dignitie noble, if thou liste 
hem nempne, thei beei^. nowe ouertourned, bpthe 
in worshippe, in name, and in reuerence, wherefoiie 
soche dignities, haue no kindely werebyng of wor- 
ship, and of reuerence, he that bath no worthinesse 
on it self. Now it riseth, and now it vanisheth, 
after the variaunte opinion false hertes of vn- 
jstable pe(^le. . ^ . n 

“ Wherefpre if tho, u desire the kpotpf this leweUe, 
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Or els if tliou wouldest suppose, she should set the 
knotte on thee, for soche maner of dignitie, than 
thou wenest beau tie or goodnesse of the like some- 
what, encieaseth the goodnesse or vertue in the 
bodie: but dignitie of hem self been not good, ne 
yeueu reuerence ne worship by their owne kinde, 
howe should thei than, yeue to any other a thing, 
that by no waie mow thei haue hem self? It is 
seen in dignitie of the emperour, and of many mo 
other, that thei mowe not of hem selue, kepe their 
worship ne then* reuerence, that that in a little 
while, it is now vp, and now doun, by vnstedfast 
hertes of the people. What bountie mowe thei 
yene, that with cloude, lightlie leaueth bis shin- 
vng ^ Ceites, to the occupier is mokell apeired, 
sithen soche doing doeth vilanie, to him that inaie 
It not maintain, wherfore thilke way to the knotte 
is croked : and if any desire to come to the knot, 
he must leaue this waie on his left side, oreL shal 
he neuer come there. 

Auaileth aught'’ (quod she) ''power of mighte, in 
niaintenamice of vioithie, to come to this knot.” 
" Parde” (quod J) " ye, for herles been ranislied 
from soche maner thjngs.”' — "Cortes” (quod she) 
" though a fooles hertc, is with thyng rauished, yet 
therfore is no generall cause of the powers, ne of a 
sifcer parfite herte, to be loked after. Was not Nero 
the moste shrewe, one of thilke that men rede, and 
yet had he power to make senatours, justices, and 
princes of many landes? Was not that greate 
power?” — " Yes ceites” (quod I). " Weil” (quod 
she) *' yet might he not lielpe hymself out disease, 
whan he gan fall. Howe many ensamples oanst thou 
remember of kynges, greate and noble, and huge 
jxiwer holden, and yet thei miglit not keepe hem 
selue fiom wretch ednesse. How wretched was 
kyng Henry Curmantil ere he diede ? He had not 
so raoche as to couer with his members : an 1 yet 
was he one of the greateste kynges, of all theNor- 
mandcs ofspring, and moste possession had. O, a 
noble thing and cleare is power, that is not founden 
mightie to kepe hymself. 

" Now truelie a greate foole is he, that for soche 
thyng, would set the knotte m thyne herte. Also 
power of realmes, is not thilke greateste powei, 
emonges the worldlie powers Vedkened : and if 
soche powers ban wretchednesse in hcmself, it 
foloweth other powers of febler condicion, to been 
wretched, and than that wretchednesse, should 
been cause of soch a knot. But euery wight that 
hath reason, wote well that wretchednesse by no 
waie, maie been cause of none soche knotte, where- 
fore soche power is no cause, Tliat powers haue 
wTetchenesse in hem self, maie right lightly been 
preued. 

If power lacke on any side, on that side is 
no powfer, blit no power is wretch ednes : for all 
bee it so, the power of emperous or kinges, or els 
of their realmds (which is the power of the prince) 
streteben wide and brod, yet besides is there mo- 
kell folke, of whiche he hath no commaundeineute 
ne lordcship, and tliere as lacketh his power, his 
nonpower entereth, where vnder springetb, that 
maketh hem wretches. No power is wretched- 
nesse, and nothyng'els : but in this manor hath 
kinges, more porcion of wrctchcdnes, than of power, 
Truly soche powers been mmightie, for euer thei 
ben in drede, how the ilke power from lesyng, maie 
be keped of sorowe, so drede sorily prick es, euer in 


then hertes : little is the power, w'hiohe careth and 
feideth itself to maintaine. Unmightie is that 
wretchednesse, whiche is entered by the ferdfull 
wenyng of the wietche hymself : and knotte imaked 
by wretchednesse, is betwene w i etches, and wretches 
all thyng bew'ailen: wheiefore the knotte should 
bee bewailed, and theie is no soche parfit blisse 
that we supposed at the ginnyng. Eigo powei in 
nothing, should cause soch knottes Wretched- 
nesse, IS a kindlie propetie m soche power, as by 
waie of drede, whiche thei mowe not eschue, ne by 
DO waie hue iti sikemesse. For thou w’oste welle” 
(quod she) " he is nought mighty, that wolde not 
done that he may not don ne peiforme ” — " Ther- 
fore” (quod I) "these kinges and lordes Uial ban suf- 
fysaunce at the ful of meo and otherthinges, mowen 
well been holden mighty their commaiindementes 
been done, it is ueuermoie denied.” — “ Foole” (quod 
she) " or he wot him selfe mightye or wotte it not : 
for he IS nought mighty, that is blinde of his might 
and wotte it not.” — "That is soth” (quod I). " Than 
vt he wot it, he mustnedes been a diade to lesen it. 
lie that wote of his might is in doute that he mote 
nodes lese, and so Icadeth him drede to been vn- 
mighty. And if he retche not to lese, htel is that 
worth that of the lesing reason retcheth nothingc : 
and if it were mighty in power or in strength, the 
lesing shuldc ben withset, and whan it cometh to 
the losingc he pay it not withsitte, Ergo thilke 
might IS Icnde and naughty. Soch mightcs arne 
ylike to posies and pillers that vpnght stonden, 
and gieat might han to beare manye charges, and 
yf they cioke on any side, litcl thinge maketh hem 
ouerthrowe.’’ — " This is a good ensample” (quod 1) 
to pillers and postos that I haue sene ouerthrowed 
my self, and badden they been vnderputwith anye 
lielpes, they had not so lightlye fal.” — "Than 
boldest thou him myghty that hath many men 
armed and may seriiaimtes, and euer he is adiaddc 
of hem in his herte, and for he gastelh hem somtimc 
he mote the more feare haue, Comenly he that 
othei agasteth, other in him ayenward werchen the 
same: and thus warnished mote he be, and of war- 
nishe the hoiire drede: litel is that might and right 
leude, who so takethhede.” — Than someth it” 
(quod I) “ that soche famnlers aboutc kinges and 
great lordcs, shull great might haue. Althoiighe 
a sipher in augrim haue no might in signihcacion 
of it selue, yet he yeueth pow er in significacion to 
other, and these clepe 1 the helpes to apost, to kepe 
him from falhnge.” — " Certes” (quod she) " thilke 
skillesben leude. Why? but if the shores been 
well grounded, the helps shullen slidon and sufiVe 
the charge to fal, hir myght lytel auaileth.” — " And 
so me tlnnketh” (quod I) " that a poste alone stond- 
yngc vpnght vpan a basse, mayo lengcr m great 
burthen endure, than croked pillers tor all their 
helpes, and hii grounde be not siker.” — " That is 
sothe” ^quod she) "for as the blind in bearing of the 
lame ginne stomble, bothe &huld fal, right so soch 
pillei*s so enuironed with Jiclpcs in falinge of the 
grounde, faileth all togider, howe ofte than soche 
famulers m their moste pride of prospmte been 
sodainly oucitbrowen. I’hou haste knowe manye 
in a moment so ferre ouerthrowe, that couor might 
they neuer, whan the heumesse of soche faling 
cometh by case of fortune, they mowe it not 
eschewe : and might and |wwer, if tber wer afty 
bhulde of strength soche thinges voide and weihe, 
and so it is not. To than whiche thingt4 is thi** 
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^lOwer tliat tho men ban it they ben agast, and in 
no time of full bauing be thei siker: and if they 
wold weyue drede, as they mowe not, lytel is in 
wurlhines. Fye therfore on so noughty thing any 
knot to cause. Lo m adueisitie, thilke been his 
foes that glosed and scmed frendes m welth thus 
aine his famdiers his foes and his enemies; and 
nothing IS werse nc more mighti for to anoy, than 
is a familier enemye, and these tbhiges may they 
not weiue, so truely their might is not woith a 
cresse. And oner al thinge, he that may not 
withdiawe the budel of his fleshly lustes and lii-j 
ly retched complaintes (now thinke on thy self) 
trewly he is not mighty ; I can sene no way that 
lithe to the knotte. Thilke iieople than thatsetten 
their hertes vpon soch mightes and powers, often 
ben bijgiled Parde he is not myghty that may 
do any thinge, that aiiothei may done him the 
selue, and that men haue as greate power ouer 
hym as he ouer other. A lustice that demeth 
men, ayenward hath ben often demed. Buserus 
slew his gestes, and he was slayne of Hercules his 
gest. Hugest beiraished many menne, and of 
Collo was he betraied. He that with swerde smit- 
eth, with swerde shal be smitten.’* Than gan I to 
studien a while on these t hinges, and made a con- 
tenaunce with my bande in maner to been huishte. 
“ Nowc let sene’’ (quod she) “ methmkethsomwhat 
theie is within thy soule, that troubleth thy vnder- 
standing, saye on what it is.” (Quod I tho) ** me 
thmketh that although a man by power bauc soche 
might oner me as I haue ouer other, that disprou- 
eth no might in my persone, but yet maye I haue 
pow er and might nener the later.” — ** Se now” (quod 
she) “ thine owne leudenesse : he is mighty that 
maye without wretohednesse, and he is vnmighty 
that may it not withsitte ; but than he that might 
ouer the, and he woll put on the wretchednes, 
thou might it not withsitte. Ergo thou seest they 
selfe what foloweth. But nowe” (quod she) “ would- 
est thou not skorne and thou se a flye ban power 
to don barme to an other die, and thilke haue no 
might ne ayenturnmge him selfe to defende." 

Yes certes” (quod I). “ Who is a frailer thmge” 
(quod she) than the fleshlye body of a man, ouer 
whiche haue often tyme flyes, and yet lasse thing 
than a flye mokel myght in greuaunce and anoy- 
engo, witliouten anye wyth sittynge, for all thylke 
maiines mightes. And sythen thou seest thme 
fleshly body in kindely power faile, howe shoulde 
than the accident of a thynge been in more suretie 
of be ng than substancial : wherfore thilke thinges 
that we clepe power, is but accident to the fleshly 
body, and so they maie not haue that suretie in 
might, which wanteth m the substanciall body. 
Why there is no waye to the knotte, tbat loketh 
aryght after the hye waie as he shulde. 

“ Verelye it is proned that richesse, dignite, and 
power ben not tiewe way to the knotte, but as 
1 ath by soche thinges the knotte, to be vnbound . 
wherfore on these thynges I rede no ^Ight tiu&t,to 
gette anye good knotte. But what shulde we saye 
of renonie m the peoples mouthes, shuld tbat ben 
any cause what supposest thou in thin herte > 

“ Certes” (quod I) “yes 1 trowe, for yonr slye rea- 
sons I dare not safely it saye.” — “ Than” (quod she) 
wol I proue that shrewes as rathe shul ben in the 
knotte as the good, and that wer ayenst kinde.” 
" Faync” (quod I) woulde I that hear, me think- 


eth wonder how renome shuld as well knlttea shrewe 
as a good persone: renome m eueiy degree hath 
auaunced, yet wist I neuer the contrarye : shulde 
than renome accorde with a shrewe ? it maye not 
smkemmyslomaketdl I here more.”—** Now*’ (quod 
she) “ haue I nat said alwayes, that shrew'cs shul 
not haue the knotte.” — “ \Vliatnedeth’*(quod I) to 
reheise that any more, I wotte wel euery wight by 
kmdely reason, shrewes in knittinge woll eschewe.” 

“ Than”(quod she) “the good ought thilke knotte to 
haue.”—*^ How els’* (quod I). “ It were greate harme** 
(quod she) “ that the good were weued and put out 
ot espoire of the knot, if he it desired.” — “ O”(quod 
I) “ alas, on soche tlnnke to thmke, I wene that 
heuen wepeth to se soch wronges here ben suflTred on 
yearth; the good ought it to haue and no wight 
elles.” — ^“The goodnesse” (quod she) “of a person 
maye not ben knowe outforth, but by renome of the 
knower?, wherefore he must be renomed of goodnes 
to come to the knot” — So muste it be” (quod I) 
“or elles all lostetliatwe caqien.”— “ Solhly” (quod 
she) “ that were greate harme, but if a good man 
might haue his desyies in seruice of thilke knot, 
and a shrewe to be veined, and they been not 
knowen in general but by lackmg and praising and 
in renome, and so by the consequence it followeth, 
a shrewe ben praised and knit, and a good to be 
forsake and vnknit”— « Ah” (quod I tho) “ haue ye 
lady ben her abouten, yet wold I se by grace of our 
aigumentes better declared, howe good and bad do 
accorden by lacking and praising, me tbmkethe it 
ayenst kmde.”—“ Nay” (quod she) “ and that shalt 
thou se as yeme : these elementes ban contranoiis 
qualites m kmde, by whiche they mow not accorde 
no more than good and bad : and in qualites they 
accorde, so that contraries by qualitej accoiden 
by qualyte. Is not yearth dne, and water that is 
nexte and bytwene therth is wete, dne and wete 
been contrary and mowen not accorde, and yet 
this diiscordaunce is boiinde to accorde by' cloudes, 
for bothe elements ben colde. Right so the eyre 
that is nexte the water is weate, and eke it is hot. 
This eyre by his lieate contrarieth water tbat is 
colde, but thilke contrariouslye is oned by mois- 
ture, foi both be they moist. 'Also the fyre that is 
nexte the yerth, and it encloseth al about, is drye, 
wher through it contrarieth yearth that is wete : 
and m hete they accorde, for both they ben hote. 
Thus by these acordauuces, discordauntes ben 
ioyned and m a maner of acordaunce they acorden 
by connection, that is kuittinge togider, of that 
accorde cometh a maner of melodye that is light 
noble. Right so good and bad arne contrarie in 
doinges, by lackinge and praisinge : good is bothe . 
lacked and praised of some, and badde is bothe 
lacked and piaised’of some, wherfore their con- 
trarioiislye acorde bothe by lacking and praising. 
Than foloweth it though good be neuer so mokel 
praised, oweth more to ben knit than the bad: or 
elles bad for the renome that he hath must be 
taken as wel as tiae good, and that oweth not,** • 
“Noforsothe” (quod I). “ Well” (quod she) ‘^tban • 
is renome no waye to the knot : lo foole” (quod 
she) “ how clerkes writen of soche glorie of renome. 
0 glorye, glory'e, thou art none other thinge to 
thousandes of folke, but a great sweller of eares. 
Manye one hath had ful great renome hy false 
opinion, of vaiiaunt people: and what is fouler 
than folke wrongefuHy to been praised, or by ma- 
lice of the people giltlesse lacked ? nedes shame 
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foloweth thereof to hem that wyth wronge prayseth, 
and also to the desertes praised, and vylanye and 
reprofe of him that disclaundreth. 

Good childe’" (quod she) “ what echeth soche 
renome to the conscience of a wise man, that loketh 
and measureth his goodnesse, not by sleue^esse 
wordes of the people, but by sothfastnesse of con- 
science : by God nothinge. And if it be faire a 
manncs name be eched by moche folkes praising, 
and fouler thing that mo folke not praisen. I said 
to the a Iitel heie beforne, that no folke in stiaunge 
count! eies nought praisen, socb renom may not 
comen to their eares, bycause of vnknowing, and 
other obstacles, as 1 saide ; wherfore more folke 
not praisen, and that is right foule to him that le- 
nome desiieth, to wete lesse folke piaisen than re- 
nome enhaunce. I trowe the thancke of a people 
is naught worth, in remembraunce to take, ne it 
procedeth of no wise lugement, neucr is it stedfast 
pardurahle : it is veme and sleynge, with winde 
wasteth and encrcaseth. Trewly soch glory ought 
to be hated. If geutillesse be a clerc thynge, re- 
nome and glorie to enhaunce, as in reckening of 
thy linage, than is gentillesse of thy kinne, for why 
it semeth that gentillesse of thy kinne, is but prays- 
inge and renome that come of thine auncestares de- 
scries, and if so be that praisinge and lenome of 
their desertes, make their clere gentilnesse, than 
mote they nedes ben gentill for their gentil dedes, 
and not thon ; for of thyself cometh not soche 
maner gentillesse, praisinge of thy desertes. Than 
gentillesse of thine auncestres that foraine is to the, 
maketh the not gentil, but vngentil and reproued, 
and if thou continuest not then gentillesse. And 
tberfore a wise man ones said : bettci is it thy 
kmne to been by the genteled, than thou to gloiy- 
fye of tby kiiines gentillesse, and hast no desert 
thereof thy sefe. 

** How passing is the beautie of fleshly bodyes : 
more flyttinge than moiiable lloures of sommer. 
And if thme eyen weren as good as the lynx, .that 
may sene thorowe many stone walles, both and 
faire and fOule in their entrailes, of no maner hew 
sbuMe apere to thy sight, that were a foule sight. 
ThsTn IS fairenesse by feblesse of eyen, but of no 
kind, wherefore thilke shuld be no way to the 
knot : whan thilke is went the knot wendeth after, 
io now at al prouos, none of al these thinges mowe 
parfitly ben in vnderstanding, to ben wayc to the 
dupynge blisse of the knotte. But nowe to conclu- 
sion of these maters, herkeneth these words. Uery 
sommer is know from the winter; m shoiter course 
^draweth the dayes of December, than in the moneth 
of June: tbespunges of May faden and folowen 
in Octobre. These thinges be not vnbounden from 
their olde kind they haue not lost hir woike of 
their proper estate. Men of voluntarious wil with- 
sitte that heuens gouemeth. Other thinges suffren 
thinges paciently to werchc: man m what estate 
hje be, yet wolde he hen chaunged. Thus by 
queint thynges blisse is desired, and the fruit that 
cometh of these springes, nis but auguis and bitter, 
all though it be a whil swete, it may not he with 
hold, hastely they departe : thus all daye faileth 
thinges that fooles wende. Right thus hast thou 
faileth m thy fii'ste weninge. He that thinketh to 
saile, and draw after the course of that stenre, de 
polo antarlico, shall he neuer come northward to 
the contrary sten’e of polns articus, of whiohe 
thinges if thou take kepe, thy first out waye go^ 


inge, prison and exil may be cleped. The giounde 
falsed vndenietbe, and so haste thou fayled. No 
wight I wene blameth him that stinteth thin niisgo- 
ing, and secheth redy way of his blisse. Nowe me 
thenketh’’ (quod she) '‘that it sufiiseth in my shew- 
ing the wayes, by dignite, iichesse, renome, and 
power, if thou loke cleiely arne no wayes to the 
knotte.*' 

" Euerv argumente lady” (quod I tbo) “ that ye ban 
maked m these fore uempned matteis^ me thinketh 
hem in my full wytte conceiued, sliall I no more if 
God will in the contrane be begiled: but faine 
wolde I and it were your will, blisse of the knotte 
to me wer declared, I might fele the better howe 
my herte might assepte to poursue thende m ser- 
uice, as he hath begonne.” — “ O,” (quod she) 
“ there is a melodye in heauen, whiche cicikes de- 
pen armony, but that is not in breaking of voice, but 
it is a maner swete thing of kindly werchmge, that 
causeth toy out of nombre to recken, and that is 
joined by reason and by wisedome, in a quantite of 
piopoicion of knitting. God made all thing in 
reason and m witte of poiporcion of melodye, we 
movye not sulfise to shewe. It is written by great 
cleikes and wise, that m erthly thinges lightly by 
studye, and by tramle, the knowmge may be get- 
ten ; but of soche heuenly melodye, mokel trauaile 
woll bi-inge out in knowing right lyteL Swetnese 
of this paradyse hath you rauished, it semeth 
ye slepten, rested from al other diseases so kindely 
is your heites therin ygrounded. Blisse of two 
hertes in full loue kmtte, maye not anght ben 
imagined ; euer is their contemplacion in ful of 
thougbty study to plesaunce, matter in bringing 
comforte eueriche to other. And therfore of erthe- 
lye thinges, mokel matter lyghtly cometh in your 
leming. ICaowledge of vnderstanding that is nigho 
afte.r ye, but aot so nigh the couctise of knittmge 
m your hertes: moiesoueram dcsire hath euery 
wight m litel hering of heuenly conninge, than of 
mokell material! purposes in yerth. Right so it is 
m propel tie of my seruauntes, that they hen more 
affyehed in steringe of lytel thinge in his desyre, 
than of mokel other matter, lasse m his conscience* 
This bhsse is a maner of sowne delycious, in a 
queint voice touched, and no dynne of notes: 
there is none impression of hreakinge laboure. I 
canne it not otherwise nempne, for wanting of 
priuie wordes, but paradyse terrestre ful of delici- 
ous melodye, withouten trauaile in sown pcipetuell 
seruice, in ful ioye coueited to endure. Only 
kinde maketh heites in vuderslandinge so to slepe, 
that otherwise may it not ben nempned, ne in other 
manere names for likynge swetnesse can I nat it 
declare, all sugre and bonye, al mmstialsy and 
melodie been but soote and galle in comparison, 
by no maner proporcion to reken, in respecte of 
this blisful ioye. This armonye, this melodye, 
this perdurable ioye may nat be in domge, but he- 
twene heuens and elementes, or twey kindely hertes, 
full knit m trouth of naturell vnderstandihg, with- 
outea wening and disceit, as heuens and pianettes, 
whiche thinges continually for kindely accord- 
aunces, forictetb al contrarious meuinges, that in 
to passyue diseases mayesowne, euermore it thrist- 
eth after more werkmge. These /thinges lu pro- 
porcion be so wcl ioyned, that it vndoth al thing, 
which in to badnes by any way may be accompted.” 

Certes’* (quod I) ** this is a thing prcciouStand no- 
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ble. Alas that* falsenesse ener or wantrust shuld 
eaer be jiaainteined, this ioy to void. Alas that euer 
any wretch shulde thorow wrathe or enuy, langKng 
dare make to shone this medlody so farre abacke 
that openly dare it not ben vsed: surely wretches 
been fulfylled with enuy and wrathe, and no wight 
els, Flebnng and tales m soche wretches dare 
appere openly in euery wightes eare what fnl 
niQuth so charged, mokel malyce moued many m- 
nocentes to shende, God wold their soule therwith 
were sti angeled. Lo, trouth in this blisse is hid 
and oner al vnder coner him hideth he dare nat 
come a place for waiting of shrewes. Commenly 
badnes, goodnes amaistereth what myself and my 
soule this lOy wolde I bye, yf the goodnesse wer as 
moch as the nobh in melodi.’^ — O,” (quod she) 
** what goodnesse may be a compted more in this 
material world, truly non that sbalt thou vnder- 
stande. Is not euery thmg good that is contrariant 
and distroieng yuel — ** how els” (quod I). En- 
uye, wrathe, and fal senes ben generall” (quod she) 
“ and that wot euery man beyng in his right mind, 
the knotte the which we haue m thisblesse, is contra- 
riannt and distroieth soche maner yuelles. Ergo it 
IS good, what hath caused anye wight to do anye' 
good dede ? Fynd me any good, but if this knot be 
the chefe cause : nedes mote it be gpod, that causeth 
so many good dedes. Euery cause is more, and 
worthier than thing caused, and in that mores pos- 
session, all thynges lesse been compted. As the 
kinge is more than his people, and hath in posses- 
sion al his realme after : right so the knot is more 
than all other goodcs, thou might lecken al thinges 
lasse, and that to him lougeth owethe in to his 
mpres causes of worship and of wil do toume, it is 
elles rebel and out of his mores defending to voyd. 
Rygbt so of eueiy goodnesse m to the knot and in 
to ^e cause of his worship oweth to toume. And 
trewly euery thinge that hath beynge prohtablye 
is good, but nothing hath to ben more profitably 
than this knot : kynges it maintaineth, and hem 
their powers lo maintaine: it maketbe misse to 
bene amended, with good gouernaunce in doynge. 
It closeth hertes so togider, that rancour is out 
tliresten. Who that it lengest kepeth, longest is 
gladed.’* — ** I trow” (quod I) “ heretykes, and misse 
meaning people hence forward wol maintaine this 
knotte, for therthrough shull they ben maintained, 
and vtterly woll toume, and leaue their olde yuel | 
vnderstariding, and knitte this goodnes, and prefer ! 
so ferre in seruice that name of seruauntes might 
they haue. Their langles shal cease, me thinketh - 
hem lacketh mater now to alege.” — “Certes” (quod ! 
Lone) ** if they of good will thus toumed as thou j 
sayst wollen trewly perfourme, yet shuU they be ! 
abled party of this blisse to haue : and they wol 
not, yet slml my seruauntes the werre wel susteyne 
m min helpe of mayntenaunce to the end. And 
tliey for theyr good trauaile shullen in rewarde so 
ben meded, that endelesse ioy body and soule to- 
gtder in this shullen abyden, there is cuer action of 
blisse withouten possible corriipcion, there is action 
perpetuel in werke without trauaile, there is euer- 
lastmg passyfe withouten any of labour : contmnel 
pllte without ceasing coueited to endure. No tonge 
may tell ne herte maye thinke the leeste pomte of 
this blisse.** — “ God bringe nhe thider** (quod I 
than). “ Continueth wel” (quod she) “ to the ende, 
and thou might not fail than, for though thou spede 
not hearC; yet shal the passion of thy martred lyfe 
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ben writen, and radde tofbme the great Jupiter 
that God is of routhe, an highe in the holow- 
nesse of heuen, ther he sit in his tron and euer 
thou shalt forward ben holden amonge all these 
heuins for a knight, that mighteU; with no pe- 
naunce ben dicomfited. He is a vene martyr that 
Imingely goinge is gnawen to the bones/ — Certes” 
(quod I) “ these ben good wordesof comforte, alitell 
mine herte isreioysedin a merywise.”— “ye”(quod 
she) “ and he that is in heuen felith more ioye, than 
whan he firete herde therof s^ieke." — “ So it is** 
(quod I) “ but wist I the soth, that after disease eom- 
forte wolde folowe with blisse, so as ye haue oftea 
declared, I wold wel snffre this passion with the bet- 
ter chere, but my thought ful sorow is endlesse, to 
thinke howe I am cast out of a welefare, and yet 
daineth not this yuel none herte none hede to 
me warde throwe, whiche thinges wold gretly me 
by wayes of comforte disporte, to weten in my 
selfe a litel with other me ben ymoned: and my 
soiowes peisen not m her balaunce the weight of a 
pease : slinges of her daunger, so heuily peysen, 
theydrawe my causes sp hye, that in her eyem 
they semen but light and right lytell. 

“ O, for” (quod she) “ heuen with skies that foule 
cloudes maken and darke wethers, with great tem- 
pestes and huge maketh the mery dayes with softe 
shinninge sonnes. Also the yere with draweth 
floures and beaute of herhes and of yearth. The 
same yeres maketh springes and loly te m were so 
to reaouel with pointed colonrcs, that earthesemed 
as g&Y as heuen. Sees that blasteth and with 
wawes throweth shippes, of which the lining crea- 
tures for great peril of hem dreden : right so the 
same sees maketh smothc waters and golden sail- 
ing, and epmforteth hem, with noble hauan that 
firste ^ere so ferde. Haste you not** (quod she) 
“lemed in thy youth that Jupiter hath in his warde- 
robe bothe garmentes of ioye and of sorowe ? what 
west thou howe soone he wol turne of thee that 
garmente of care, and clothe the m blisse ? parde 
it is not ferre fro the. Lo an olde prouerbe aleged 
by many wise: whan bale is greatest, than is iMte 
a nie boie. Wherof wyli thou dismaye ’ hope 
wel and serue well, and that shal the sane, with thy 
good byleue.*’ — ‘‘ Ye, ye** (quod I) “ yetselnotby 
leason howe this blisse is comming, I wot it is con- 
tingent, it maye fal an other.*’ — “ O,” (quod she) 
** I haue mokel to done to clere thme vnderstand- 
ing and voide these errours out of thy mynde, I woll 
prone it by reason thy wo male not alway enduren. 
“ Euery thinge kmdely** (quod she) ** is gouemed 
and ruled by the heueuly bodies, whiche hauen ful 
werching here on erth, and after course of these 
bodyes, all course of your doynges here ben gp- 
uemed and ruled by kind. Thou woste well liy 
cours of pianettes all your dayes proceden, and to 
euerich ofsingulerhoures be enterchaunged stonde^ 
mele about, by submitted worchyng naturdJy to 
suffre, of whiche chatinges cometh these transftorie 
tymes, that maketh reuoluing of your yeres thus 
I stoundmele, euery hath ful might of woorebinge, 
till all seuen han hadde hir cours about Of 
whiche worchmges and possession of houres^ the 
dayes of the weke haue take hir names, after de- 
nommacion in thes.e seuen pifuaettes. lo your son- 
day ginneth at the firste boare after noone on the 
Saturday, in whiche hpare is than the Sonne in ful 
nfight of worching, df' whom sonday tateth this 
name. Nex him fblowefch Uenus, and after Mer- 
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cnrlus, and than the Moone, so than Saturnns, 
after -whom Jouis and than Mars and ayen than 
the Sonne, and so forthe be xxihi. honres togider, 
jn which honre ginning in the li. day stante the 
Moon, as maister for that time to rule, of whom 
monday taketh his name, and this course foloweth 
of al other dayes generally in doinge. This couise 
of nature of these bodyes ebannging, stmten at ^ 
certaine terrae, limitted by their first kind, and of 
hem al gouemcmentes in this elemented world 
proceden, as in springes, constcllacions, engend- 
rures, and al that folowen kind and reason, wber- 
fore the course that foloweth sorow and ioy, kindely 
moten entrechangen their tymes, so that alway on 
wele as alway on wo may not endure. Thus seest 
thou appertely thy sorowe into wele mote ben 
chaunged, wheifore in soebe case to better side 
cuermore enclin tbou shuldest Tiewlynexte the 
ende of sorowe anon entreth ioye, by maner of ne- 
cessite, it wol ne may non othei betide, and so thy 
contigence is disproued : if thou holde this opinion 
any more, thy wit is right leud. Wherfore in fill 
conclusion of al this,thilke Margai'ite thou desirest, 
hath ben to the dere in thy heite, and for her hast 
thou suffred many thoughtfull diseases, hereafter 
shall because of mokell myrth and ioy, and loke 
how glad canst thou bene, and cease al thy passed 
heumess with manyfolde loyes. And than wol I 
as bhthly here the speaken thy m 3 rTthes in ioy, as 
I nowe baue yharde thy soiowes and tby com- 
plaintes. And if I mowe in aughte thy ioy en- 
crease, by my trouthe on my side, shal nat be 
leaned for no maner trauaile, that I with al my 
mightes, right blithly wol helpe and euei ben redy 
you both to please.’^ And than thanked I that lady 
with al goodly maner that I worth ely coude, and 
trewly I was greatly teioysed in myne herte, of her 
faire behestes, and profered me to be slawe in all 
that she me wold ordein whyl my life lested. 

Me thinketh*’ (quod I) *Hhat ye baue rigbte wel 
declared, that way to the knot shuld not been in 
none of these disprouing thinges, and nowe ordei 
of our puipose this asketh, that ye shuld me sliew 
if any nay be thither, and which thjlke way sbuld 
brn, so that openly may be sey the very bye ivay 
in fui confusion of these other thinges.’' 

'rhou sbalt” (quod she) vnderstande, that 
one of thre lyues (as 1 fwrste said) euery creature 
of mankind is spiongen, and so forth procedeth. 
These lyues ben thoiow names departed m thre 
maner of kindes, as bestialUche, manlyche, and 
resonabliche, of whiche two ben vsed by fleshely 
body, and the thirde by his soule. Bestal amonge 
resonables is forboden in euery lawe and euery 
secte, bothe in christen and other, for euerye wight 
dispiseth hem that lyueth by lustes and delitcs, as 
biin that is thral and bounden seruaunte to thinges 
right foulc, soohe been compted werse than men, 
he shal nat in their degree ben rekened, ne for 
soclie one alowed. Hentikes same they chosen 
life bestial, that voluptuouslye lyiien, so that (e^s I 
first saide to the) m manly and resonable liuinges, 
our mater was to declare, but manly lyfe ip lyuing 
after flesh, or els fleshly waies to chese may nat 
bJjsse in this knot be conquered, as by reason it is 
pioued. Wherfore by resonable life he must uedes 
it haiie sithc away is lo this knotte, but nat by the 
fiist tway lyues, wherfore nedes mote it hen to the 
th rde and for to Jyue in fleshe but nat after fleshc; 


is more resonablich than manlyche rekened by 
clerkes. Therfore how this way cometh in I wol 
it blithely declare. 

“ Se now” (quod she) that those bodily goods 
of manliche liuinges, yelden sorowfully stoundes 
and smertande houres. Wlio so wel remembre 
him to their endes, in their worchinges they ben 
thoughtful and sorie. Right as a bee that hat he 
had his home, anone at his Bight beginneth to 
stinge ; so thilke bodyly goodes at the laste mote 
away, and than sting they at hir goinge, wher- 
throughe entreth and dene vodeth al blisse of this 
knot.” 

“ “Forsothe*^ (quod I) " me thinketh I am wel 
serued, in shewing of these wordes. Although I 
badde lyttell m respecte amonge other gieate and 
worthy, yet had I a faire parcel, as me thought for 
the tyme, m fortheriiig of my sustenaunce, whiclie 
while it dured, I thought me hauing mokel hony 
to mine estate. I had nchesse suffisauntly to 
weiue nede, 1 had dignitc to be reuerenced in wor- 
ship. Power me thought that I had to kepe fto 
min enemies, and me semed to shine inglory of re- 
nome, as manhode asketh m meane, for no wighte 
in myne administracyon, coude non yuels ne tre- 
chery by sothe cause on me putte. Lady your 
selue weten wel, that of tho confedeiacics maked 
by my souerains, I nas but a seruaunt, and yet 
mokel meane folke woll fully ayenste reason tbilke 
maters maintelne, in which maintenaunce glorien 
them self, and as often ye hauen saide, tberof ought 
nothing in yuel to be laide to me wardes, sithen as 
repentaunt I am toumed, and no more 1 tbmke, 
neither tho thmges ne none soch other to sustene, 
but vtteily distroye without medlmg maner, in all 
my mightes. How am 1 now cast out of al swete- 
ues of bhsse, and mischeuously stongen my passed 
ioye ^ sorowfully must I bewail e, and hue as a 
wretche. Euery of tho loyes, is turned into his 
contrary: for nchesse, now haue I pouertie, for 
dignitie now am I enpri«oned, in stede of power, 
wretchednesse I suffre, and for gloiyof renome T 
am now dispiscd, and fonliche hated : thus hath 
fame foitune, that sodainly am I ouerthiowen, and 
out of all welth dispoiled. Truely me thinketh 
this waie in entree is right harde, God graunt me 
better grace er it be al passed, thother wale lady, 
me thought right swete.” — “ Now certes’* (quod 
Loue) “ me list for to chide. What aileth thy 
darcke dulnesse ^ Woll it not in clcrenesse been 
sharpeil. Haue 1 not by many reasons to thee 
shewed, soch bodily gooddes fallen to yeue blesse, 
their might so ferforth woll not sti etch ? Shame” 
(quod she) ** it is to saie thou best in thy woides. 
Thou ne hast wist but right few, that these bodily 
goodes liadde all at ones, comoienhe thei dwcllen 
not togither. He that plcntic hath in riches, of 
his kinne is a shamed ; an other of linage right 
noble and well know, but pouertie him handeleth, 
he were leuer vnknowe. An other hath these, but 
renome of peoples praising maie he not haue, ouer 
all ho is hated, and defamed of thinges righte 
foale. An other is faire and semely, but dignitie 
him faileth * and be that hath dignite is croked or 
lame, or els mi&hapen, and fouly dispised. Thus 
partable these goodes dwellen, commonly in one 
housholde been tbei but silde. Lo how wretched is 
your trust, on thing that woll not accord* Me 
thinketh thou clepest thilke plite thou wer m 
silines of fortune, and thou saiest for that that 
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selines is departed thou art a wretch. Than foloweth 
this vpoD thy wordes, euery soule reasonable of 
roan, maie not die, and if death endeth selines, 
and maketh wi etches, as needes of foitnne maketh 
it an end. Than soules after death of the body, 
in wietchednes should liuen. But we knowc many 
that han getten the blisse of Heauen after their 
death. Howe than maie this life niaken men blis- 
ful], that whan it passeth, it yeueth no wretche- 
nesse, and many times blisse, if in this life he con 
Ime as he should. And wolt thou accompt with 
fortune, that now at the first she hath doen the 
tene and sorowe : if thou loke to the maner of all 
glad things and sorowful, thou inaist not naie it, 
that yet, and namely now thou standest in noble 
phte m a good ginning, with good forth going 
herafter. And if thou wen to be a wretch, for 
soch welth IS passed, why than art thou not well 
fortunate, for badde thinges and angois wretched- 
nes been passed ? Art thou now come first into the 
hostrie of this life, or els the both of this world, 
ait thou now a sodain gest into this wretched exrle^ 
Wenest there be any thing in this yerth stable ? 
Is not thy first arest passed, that bi ought thee in 
mortall soiow ? Been these not mortall things agon, 
with ignoraunce of beastial wit, and hast receiued 
reason in knowing of veitiie^ what comforte is in 
thy herte? The Imowmg hikeily m my seruire be 
grounded. And wost thou not wel as I said, that 
death maketh ende of all fortune ^ What than, 
standest thou m noble plite, litle hede or recking 
to take, if thou let fortune pa»se ding, or els that 
she (lie whan her list, now by thy liue. Pai de a 
man hath nothyrig so, lefo as his life and for to 
holde that he doeth all his cure and diligent tia- 
tiaile. Than sale 1 thou art blisfull and fortunate 
sely, if thou knowc thy goodes, that thou hast yet 
be loued, whiche nothing may doubt, that tbei ne 
been more worthy than thy life What is that” 
(quod I) ‘‘good contemplacion” (quod she) “of 
well doyng m vertue, in tyme coming, bothein 
pleasaunce of me, and of thy Margante perle; 
hastly thyn herte in full blisse, with her shal be 
eased Therfore dismay the not, foi tune in hate 
greuously ayenst thy bodilie person, ne yet to 
great tempest hath she not sent to thee, sithen the 
holding cables and ankers of thy life, holden by 
knitting so faste, that thou diseomforte the nought 
of time that is now, he dispaire thee not of time 
to come, but yeuen the comfort in hope of well 
doing, and of getten again the double of thy lesmg, 
with encreasing loue of thy Margant perle therto. 
For this hiderto thou hast had al her full daunger, 
and so thou might amend al that is misse, and all 
defautes that somtime thou diddest, and that now 
in all thy time, to that like Margarite in full ser- 
tiice of my lore, thine herte hath continued, wher- 
fore she ought moche the rather, encline fro her 
daungerous seat. These thinges been yet knit, by 
the holding anker in thy hue, and holden mote 
thei ; to God I praie al these thinges at ful been 
lierformed. For while this anker holdeth, I hope 
pu shalte safly escape, and while thy true mean- 
ing seruice about bryng, in dispite of all false 
meaners, that thee of newe haten, for this true 
seruice, thou art now entered.” 

“ Certes” (quod I) “ emong thynges I asked a 
question, which was the waie to the knot. Truelie 
ladie how so it be, I tempt you with questions and 
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answeres, in spekmg of my first seruice, I am now 
m ful purpose in the pnek of the herte, that thilk 
seruice was am enprisonment, and alwaie bad and 
naughtie, in no maner to be desired. Ne that m 
getting of the knot, maie it nothing auaile. A 
wise gentil herte loketb after vertue, and none 
other bodily ioies alone And bicause tofbrn this, 
in tho waies I was set, I wot well my sdf I haue 
erred, and of the blisse failed, and so- out of my 
waie hugely haue I ronne.” “ Certes”" (quod she) 
“ that is soth, and there thou hast miswente, eschue 
that pathe from hence forward I rede. Wonder 
I truhe, why the mortalle folke of this worldc, 
seche these waies outforthe, and it is priued in 
your self. Lo how ye been confounded with errour 
and follie. The kuowmg of uery cause and waie* 
IS goodnes and vertue. Is there any thing to the 
more precious than thy self ? Thou shalt haue in 
thy power, that thou wouldest neuer lese, and that 
in no uaie maie be taken fro thee, and thilk thing 
is that IS cause of this knotte. And if death mowe 
it not rene, more than an yeathly cieature, thilke 
thing than abidetb with thy self soiile. And so 
our conclusion, to make soch a knot thus getten, 
abideth with this thing, and with the soule, as longe 
as thei laste. A soule dietb neuer, vertue and 
goodnes euermore with the soule endureth, and 
this knotte is perfite blisse- ‘Than tbis soul in this 
blisse, endlesse shall enduren. Thus shul hei*les 
of a true knot been eased : thus sbull their scales 
been pleased : thus perpetually in loye sbull thei 
sing.** — “ Tn good trouth” (quod I) “ here is a 
good beginning, yene vs more of this waie.” (Quod 
she) “ I saied to thee not long sithen, that rea- 
sonable life was one of three thinges, and it was 
proued to the soule. Eucry soule of reason, bath 
twoo thinges of steryng life, one m vertue, and an 
other in the bodilie woikyng: and whan the soule 
IS the maister oner the bodie, than is a manne 
roaistei of himself, and a man to be a master 
ouer himself, liueth m vertue and in goodnesse, 
and as reason of vertue teaefaeth. So the soule 
and the body worebing vertue togider, liuen rea* 
sonable life, which clerkes clepen felicitie in liumg, 
and therein is the hie waie to this knot. These 
olde phdosophers, that hadden no knowyng of 
diuine grace of kindely reason alone, wenden that 
of pure nature, without any help of grace, me 
might haue ishoned the other Immges, reasonablie 
haue 1 liued : and for I thmke herafte, if God woU 
(and I haue space) thilk grace after .my leude 
knowyng declare : 1 leue it as at this tyme. But 
(as I saied) he that out foortlie looketh after the 
waies of this knotte, connyng with whiche he shold 
knowe the waie infoorthe, slepeth for the tyme, 
wherefore he that w6ll this waie know, mustfe leaue 
the lookyng after fals waies outfoorthe, and open 
the iyen of his conscience, and vnclose his herte. 
Seest not he that hath trust m the bodily life, ij? so 
busie bodily woundes, to anoint in kepyng from 
smert (for all out male thei not be healed) that of 
woundes in his true vnderstanding, be taketh no 
hede, the knowing euen forth slepeth so barde, but 
anone as in knowing awake, than ginnetb the priuie 
medicines, for healyng of his trtie entente, in- 
wardes lightlie healeth conscience, if it be well 
handled. Than must nedes these waies come out 
of 4:hc soule by steryng life of the bodie, and els 
maie no man come to perfite blisse of this knot ji 
and l}iu« by tbis meane, he shal come to the knot, 
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and to the perfite silinesfie that he wende haue had ! 
m bodil'y goodes out forth:” — “ Ye” (quod I) 
shall he haue bothe knot, riches, power, dignitie, 
and renome, in this maner waie ?” — “ Ye” (quod 
she) “ that shall I shewe thee. Is he not riche 
that hath suffisaunce, and hath the power that no 
man maie amaistrieu^ Is not greate dignitie to 
haue worship and reuerence^ And bath he not 
glory of renome, whose name perpetuall is during, 
and out of nomber m comparacion “ These be 
the things that men wenen to gotten outfoi the” 
(quod I). Ye” (quod she) “ thei that loken after 
a thing that nought is, thereof m all iie in partie, 
longe mowe thei gapen after:” — “ that is sothe” 
(quod I:) therefore” (quod she) “ thei that 
secheh gold in grcne trees, and wene to gader pre- 
cious stones emong vines and laine hir nettes in 
monntaines to fish, and thinten to hunt in depe 
seas after hart and hind, and sechen in yeaith 
thilke thinges that surmounteth Heauea. VYhat 
maie I of hem saie ? But folishe igiioiaunce, mis- 
ledeth wandring wretches by vncouth wayes, that 
shullen be forleten, and maketh hem bjind fro the 
right pathe of true waie, that should been vsed. 
Therefore in generall errour m mankinde, departeth 
thilke goodes by misse seching, which he should 
haue hole and he sought by reason. Thus goeth 
he begiled of that he sought, in h\s hode men haue 
blowe a iape.” — Now” (quod I) “ if a man be 
vertuous, and al in vertue liueth, how hath.be al 
these thinges^” — “ That shall I prouen*’ (quod she) 
“ What power hath any man, to let an other of 
lining in vertue ? For pnsonment or any other 
disease, he take it pacientiy, discomfiteth he not, 
the tiraunte ouer his soule, no power maie haue ^ 
Than hath the man so tourmented soche power, 
that he mil be discomfite, ne ouercome maie he 
not been sithon pacience in his soule ouercometh, 
and as not ouercomen. Soche thing that maie not 
be a maistred,,he hath nede to nothyng, for he 
hath suffisaunce inow to help himself And thilke 
thing that thus hath power and suffisaunce, and 
no tiraunte maie it reue, and hath dignitie to set 
at naught all thinges, here it is a great dignitie 
that death maie a maistrie. Whei fore thilke powei 
suffisance so enclosed with dignitie, by all reason 
renome must haue. This is tbilk riches with suffi- 
saunce ye should loke after : this is thilk worship- 
ful dignitie ye shuld coueit: this is thilke power 
of might, in which ye shuld trust : this is thilke 
renome of glory, that endlesse endureth, and al 
nis but substaunce in vertuous liuina.” — ** Certes” 
(quod I) ** all this is sothe, and so I so well that 
vertue with ful gripe, encloseth al these things. 
Wherfore ra soth I maie saie, by my troth, vertue 
of my Maigaiite, brought me first into your ser- 
uice, to haue knitting with that lewell, not sodain 
longinges ne folkes smalcwoides, but onely our 
conucrsacion togider: and than I seing thentent 
of her true meaning, with florishing \ertue of 
pacience, that she vsed nothing in emll, to quite 
the wicked leasynges, that false tonges oft in her 
haue laied, I haue sey it my self, goodly foryeue- 
nesse hath sponge out of her herte, vnitie and 
accordc aboue al other thinges, she dosireth in 
a good meeke maner, and suffrotb many wicked 
tales. 

“ Truewe ladie, to you it were a great wor^'hip, that 
soch thinges by due chastisment wcic amt aded.” — j 


“ Ye” (quod she) “ I haue the excused, all soche 
thinges as yet mow not be redressed . tby Margai itcs 
vertue, I commende well the more, that pacientiy 
soche anoies suffreth. Dauid king was meke and 
suffred mokell hate, and many euil speaches : no 
dispite ne shame, that his enemies him deden, 
might not moue pacience out of his herte, but cuer 
in one plite raercie he vsed. Wherefore God him- 
self toke reward to the thinges, and thereon soche 
l>unishment let faU Truely by reason it ought be 
ensamplc of drede, to al maner peoples mnthe. 
A marine vengeable in wrath, no gouernance in 
punishment ought to haue. Plato had a cause 
his seruaunte to scourge, and yet cleped he Ins- 
neighbome, to per forme the doing, himself would 
not, lest wrath had made bun a maistred, and so 
might he haue laid on to moche: euennore grounded 
vertue sheweth the entent fro within. And truly 
I wot well for her goodnes and veitue, thou hast 
desired my seruice, to her pleasant well the more, 
and thy self thei to fully hast profered.” — “ Good 
ladie” (quod I) “ is veitue the Uic waie to this knot, 
that long we haue ihandled?” — “ Yc forsoth” (quod 
she) “ and without vertue, goodly this knotte ma'e 
not be gotten.” — “ Ab now I see” (quod J) “ how 
vertue in me faileth, and I as a sere tree, without 
buriomng or frut alwaie welke, and so I stoncle 
in dispaire of tbi'i noble knotte, for vertue in me 
hath no maner working. A wide where about 
haue I traueiled.” — “ Peace” (quod she) “ of thy 
firste waie Ihy trauaile is in idell, and as touching 
the seconde waie, I se well thy meanyug. Tboq 
woldest conclude me if thou coudest, bicause I 
brought thee to seruice, and cuery of my ser- 
uauntes I lielpe to come to this Wisse, as I said 
here beforne; and thou saidest thy s»elf, thou 
mighlest not be holpen as thou wencsl l)icau''C 
that vertue in the faileth. And this blisse perfitly 
without veitue, maie not be gotten, thou wenest 
of these worcles, contradiccion to foloive. Pardo 
at the hardest I haue no sevuant, but he be 
vertuous in dede and thought. I brought thee in 
my seruice, yet ait you not ray seru aunt : but I 
saie, thou might so werch in vertue hereafter, that 
than Shalt thou be my seruaunt, and as for ray 
seruaunt accompted. For habite maketh no monke, 
ne wearing of gilt spurres, maketh no knight. 
Neuer the later, in comfort of thine herte, yet wol 
I otherwise answere.” — “ Certes ladie” (quod I tho) 
so ye muste needes, or els I had mgh caught 
soche a cordiacle for sorowe, I wot it well I shuld it 
neuer bane lecouered. And therfore now I praie 
to enforme mo in this, or els I hold me without re- 
couerie. I maic not long endure, till this lesson 
be learned, and of this mischief the rerncdie 
knoweu.” — ** Now” (quod she) ** be not wroth e, for 
tbcTc IS no man on line, that maie come to a pre- 
cious thyng, longe couched, but lie somtune suifre 
tenefull diseases, and wenest thy stdf to been vn- 
liche to al other ? That maie not been : and with 
the more soiowc that a thynge is gotttni, the more 
he hath loye, the ilke thyng afterwardes to kqie, as 
it fereth by children in schole, that for learnyng 
aine beaten, whan their lesson thei foryetten, com- 
monly after a good disciplinyng with a yeide, thei 
keepe light well doctime of their schole.” 

Right with, these woordes, ou this ladle I tbrewc 
vp mine iycn, to sec her connteuaunce and her 
clieare, and she apciceiuing this fanlavic in mmo 
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herte, ganne her setnblaunte goodlie on me cast, 
and said m this wise. 

“ It is well knowe, bothe to reason and expe- 
rience m dooyng, euery actiue woorcheth on his 
passiue, and whan thei been togitber, actiue and 
passiue, been icleaped by these philosopheis, if fire 
bee m place, chafyng thyng able to bee chafed or 
heate, and the like thynges been sette in soche a > 
distaunce, that the one may werche, the other shall 
suffre. The like Margarite thou desirest, is full of 
vertue, and able to bee actiue in goodnesse: but 
euery herbe sheweth his vertue, out forth from 
within, the Sonne yeueth light, that thinges maie 
bee seye. . 

“ Euery fire heateth the ilke th3mg that it 
neighed, and it be able to be heat, vertue of this 
Margarite outfoorthe wrethe, and noth3mge is more 
able to suffer woorchyng, or woorke catche of the 
actife, but passife of the same actife, and no pa^ife 
to vertues of this Margarite, but thee in all ray donet 
canne I finde, so that her vertewe muste needes on 
thee werche, in what place euer thou bee, within 
distaunce of hev worthinesse, as her very jiassife 
thou art closed ; but vertue maie thee noth3rng 
profite, bat thy desiie bee performed, and all thy 
sorowes cea&eA Ergo through werchyng of her 
vertue, thou shalt easelie been holpen, and driuen 
out of all care, and welcome to this long by thee 
desired ” 

“ Ladie*’ (quod I) ** this is a good lesson, in 
ginnyng of my ioye: but wete ye well forsotb, 
though I suppose she haue moche vertue, I would 
my spousale wer proued, and than maie I line 
out of doubte, and rejoice me greatlie, in thinkjmg 
of tho vertues so shewed.*’ — I heard thee saie’* 
(quod she) “ at my beginning, whan I recemed 
thee first for to serue that thy lewell, thilke Mar- 
garite thou desirest, was closed in a muskle, with 
a blewe shell.” — ** Ye forsothe” (quod 1 ) “ so I 
said, and so it is.” — “ Well” (quod she) “ euery 
thyng kindelie, sheweth it self, this lewell closed 
in a blewe shell, excellence of colours, sheweth 
vertue from within, and so euery wight should 
rather looke, to the proper vertue of thynges, 
than to his foiaine gooddes. If a th5mg bee en- 
gendred of good matter, comonlie and forthemoie 
parte it followeth, after the congelemente vertue 
of the first matter, and it be not corrupte with 
vices, to proceade with encrease of good vertues : 
eke right so it fareth of badde. Tmely greate 
excellence in vertue of Image, for the more part 
discendeth by kind to the succession m vertues 
to folowe. Wherfore I sgie, the colours of euery 
Margarite, sheweth from within the finesse in 
vertue. 

** Kindely heauen, whan merie weather is alofte, 
appercth m mannes iye of colour in blewe, sted- 
fastnesse m peace, betokenyng within and without: 
Margarite is engendred by heauenlie dewe, and 
sheweth in it self, by finenesse of colour, whether 
the engeiidiure, wer maked on morowe or on ene : 
thus saieih kiude of this peerle. This precious 
Margarite that thou seruest, sheweth it self dis* 
cended by nobley of vertue, from his heauenliche 
dewe, nourished and congeled in mekenesse, that 
mbther is of all vertues, and by werkes that men, 
seen withouten the signihcacion of the coloures, 
been shewed mercie and pitie in the herte, with 
peace to al other, and al this is iclosed in a muskle, 
who so readilie these vertues loken. All th\Tig that 
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hath soule, is reduced into good by meane thynges, 
as thus: into God manne is reduced by sonles 
reasonable, and so foorthe beastes, or bodies that 
mowe not mouen, after place been reduced into 
man, by beastes meue that mouen from place to 
place: so that thilke bodies that ban felyng sonles, 
and moue not from places, holden the lowest de- 
gree of solyng thynges in felyng, and soche been 
reduced into man by meanes. ^ it foloweth, the 
muskle as mother of all vertues^ halte the place 
of mekenesse, to his lowest degree discendeth 
doune of Heuen, and there by a maner of virgin 
engendmre, arne these Margarites engendred, and 
afterward congeled. Made not mekenesse so lowe 
the hie Heauen, to enclose and catchoiit thereof 
so noble a dewe, that after congelement a Mar- 
^ garite, with endles vertue and euerlastmg ioy, was 
with ful vessel of grace yeuen to euery creature, 
that goodly would it receiue.” — “ Ceites” (quod I) 
“ these thinges been right noble, I haue er this 
heide these same sawes.” — “ Than” (quod she) 
“ thou woste well these thynges been sothe — 
“ Ye forsotbe” (quod I) “ at the full.” — ‘‘ Now 
(quod she) “ that this Margarite is ful of vertue, 

. it IS well proued, wherefore some grace, some 
' mercie emong other vertues, I wotte right well 
on thee shall discende?” — “Ye” (quod I) “yet 
would I haue better declared vertues m this Mar- 
garite, kindelie to been grounded.” — “ That shall 
I shewe thee” (quod she) “ and thou wouldest it 
learne?” — “ Ixame” (quod I) “what nedeth soche 
woordes: wete ye not well ladie your self, that all 
my cure, all my diligence, and all my might, haue 
toumed by yonr counsailc, in pleasance of that 
perle, al my thought and all my study, with yoor 
helpe desireth, in worsbippe the ilke iewell, to en- 
crease al my trauaill, and all my businesse in your 
seruice, this Margarite to glad in somehalue ; me 
were leuer her honour, her pleasaunce, and her 
good cheare, tliorowe me for to be maintained and 
kept, and 1 of soche thynge in her likyng to bee 
cause, than all the* wealthe of bodily goodes ye 
could recken. And would neuer God, but I put 
my self in greate ieopardie of al that I would, 
that is now no more but my life alone, rather than 
I should suffer thilke iewel in any poincte been 
blemished, as feire as I maie suffre, and with my 
mightes stretche.” — “ Soche thing” (quod she) 
“ maie mokel further thy grace, and thee in my 
seruice auaimce.” — “ Bnt now” (quod Lone) 
“ wilt thou graunte me thilke Margarite to been 
good ?” — “ O good good’* (quod I) “ why tempt 
ye me and tene with soche maner spcache : I 
would graunte that, though I should anone die, 
and by my trouth fight in the quarell, if any 
wighte would counterpleade.” — “ It is so moche 
the lighter” (quod Loue) “ to proue our entent.” — 
“ Ye” (quod I) “ but yet would I heare, how 
ye would proue, that she were good by reasonable 
skill, that it mowe not been denied, for altbough*! 
knowe, and so doeth many other, manyfolde good- 
nes and vertue, m this Margarite been printed, 
yet some menne there been, that no goodnesse 
spreaken: and where euer your wordes been heard, 
and your reasons been shewed, soche euill speakers 
ladie, by aucthorite of your excellence, shullen 
been stopped and ashamed. And more thei that 
ban none acquaintaunce in her persone, yet mowe 
thei know her vertues, and been the more enformed 
in what wise thei mowe set their hertes^ whin hem 
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list into your seruice any cntieemake: fortruely 
all this to begin, I wote well mv self, that thilke 
iewell IS so precious peile, as a womanly woman 
in her kinde, in whom of goodnessc, of vertne, 
and also of aunswermg, shappe of limmes, and 
fetares so well m all poinctes accoidyng, nothing 
faileth : I leue that kinde her made with greate 
fitudie, for kinde m l^er persone nothyng bath for- 
yet, and that is well seen. In cuery good wightes 
herte, she hath grace of commendyng, and of 
vertuous praisyng. Alas that euer kinde made 
her deadlie, sane onelie in that I wot well, that 
nature mfdnnyng of her m nothyng hath erred.** 

“ Certes” (quod Loue) **thou haste well begonne, 
and I aske thee this question : Is not m gcneralle 
eueiy thyng good?” — “ I not” (quod 1). “No** 
(quod she) “ saue not God euene thing that he 
made, and werne nghte good.’* — “ Than is 
wonder” (quod I) “ howe euillthynges commen 
a place, sithen that all thinges weren right good.” 
—“Thus** (quod she) “J well declaie eueriche 
qualitie, and euery accion, and euery thing that 
hath any maner of beyng, it is of God, and God 
it made, of whom is all goodnessc, and all be- 
yng, of bym IS no badnesse : badde to bee is < 
naught : good to be is somewhat, and therfore good 
and beeyng, is in one in vndeistanding.” — “How 
maie this bee” (quod I) “ for often hau sbrewes 
me assailed, and mokell badnesse therein havie 1 
founden, and so me semeth bad, to bee somewhat 
in kinde.”— “ Thou shalt** (quod she) “ \nder- 
stande thatsoche maner badnesse, which is vsed to 
punde wrong doeis is somewhat, and God it made, 
and beeyng hath, and that is good: other badness 
no beyng hath Ttterlie, it is in the negatiue of 
somewhat and that is naughte, and nothinge beyng. 
The parties essenciall of beyng, ame saiecl in 
double wise, as that it is, and these parties been 
found m euery creature, for all thing a this halfe 
the fiiste beyng, is beyng thiough participacion, 
taking partie of being, so that euery creature is 
difference, betwen beyng, and of him through whom 
it is and his owne beyng : nght as euery good is a 
maner of beyng, so is it good through beyng, for 
it is naught other to be : and euery thing though 
it be good, it is not of hymself good, but it is 
good by that, it is ordinable to the greate goodnes. 
This dualitie after clerkes determission, is founden 
in euery creature, bee itneuer so single of onhed.” 
— “ Ye” (quod I) “ but there as it is isaied, that 
'God saue euery thyng of his makyng, arid were 
right good, as your self said to me, not long tyine 
sithen. I aske whether cuery creature is isaid 
good, through goodnesse vnfoimed, either els 
formed, and afterwaide if it be accepte vtterly 
good^” — “I shall saie thee” (quod she) “these 
greate passed clerkes, ban deuided good, in to 
good being alone, and that is nothing but good, for 
nothyng is good in that wise, but God. Also in 
good by participacion, and that is cleaped good, 
for fane felte, and representatine of goodlie good- 
nesse, and after this nianifoldc good is said, that 
is to saie, good in kinde, and good m gendre, and 
good of grace, and good of loye. 

“ Of good m kind Augustine saith, all that been, 
been g(^: but peiaunter thou wouldest wete, 
wliethei of hemself it bee good, or els of an others 
goodnes, for naturell goodnessc of eueiy substaunce, 
is nothing els than his substaunciail beyng, whiche 


IS icleaped goodnessc, after comparison that he 
hath to his first goodnesse, so as it is iiiductatife, 
by meanes into the firste goodnessc. Boece slieweth 
this thing at the full, that this name good, is in 
generall name in kinde, as it i& coinparisoned 
generally to his principal le ende, whichc is God, 
knotte of all goodnes. Euery creature cneth God 
vs made, and so thei han full apeted to tUilke God 
by affeccion, soche as to hem belongcth : and iu 
this wise all thynges been good, of the greate God, 
whiche is good alone.** — “ This wonder thing’* 
(quod I) “ how ye haue by many reasons proued, 
my first waie to bee errour and misgoyng, and cause 
of badnesse and feble meanyng, in the giound ye 
aledged to be rooted : whence is it, that soclie bad- 
nesse hath springes, sithen all thinges thus in' 
generall ben good, and badnesse hath no beyng, as 
ye haue declared; I wene if all thynges been good, 
I might than with the firste waie, in that good haue 
ended, and so by goodnesse haue comen to blisse 
in your seruice desired.” — “ All thing** (quod she) 
IS good by beyng in participacion, out of the first 
goodnesse, which goodnesse is corrupte bv bad- 
nesse, and bad meanyng maners* God hath m 
good thynges, that thei been good by beyug, and 
notmenil, for there is absence of x ightfull loue, 
for badnesse is nothing only but euil wil of the 
> vser, and through giltesof the doer, wheieforc at 
the ginning of the worlde, euery thing by himself 
was good, and in vuiuersall thei weme right good. 
An iye or a hande is fairer, and better in a bodie 
setle in his kindlie place, thhn from the bodie dis- 
ceuered. Euery thing m his kindlie place beyng 
kindlie, good doth werche, and out of that place 
voided It disbolueth and is defoulcd hym selue. 
Our noble God m glitciande wise by aimonie this 
worlde ordemed, asm pui treitures, stoned with 
colouis medled, m whiche blacke, and other darcke 
colouis, coinmeuden the golden and the assured 
painture, euery put m kindcly place, one beside 
.another, more for other gliteieth : right so little 
faiie, maketh right faire more glorious, and light 
so of goodnes, and of other tliynges in vertup. 
Wherefore other bad, and not so good perles as 
this Margarite, that we han of this matter, yeuen 
by the aire little goodnesse, and little vertue, 
nghte mokell goodnesse and vertue in thy Marga- 
rite to been proued, m shining wise to be found 
and shewed. How shuld euer goodnes of peace 
haue ben knowe, but if vnpeace somtime reigiie, 
and mokell euill wrothe ? How should mercie been 
proued, and no tipspasse were, by due lustdicaciou 
to be punished ^ Therefore grace and goodnesse of 
a wighiP IS fuunde, the sorowful hertes m good 
meaning to eiidiue, been comforted, vnite, and 
accoulp betwene hertes kuitte in loye to abide. 

“ What wenest thou that I reioce, or els accoumpte 
hym emong my sci uaiintes, that pleaseth Pallas, 
in vndoyng of Mei curie, all be it that to Pallas he 
be knitte by title of lawe, not accordyng to the 
reasonable conscience : and Meicmie m dooyiig, 
haue grace to been suffered: or els hym that 
weneth the Moone, for fairenesse of the cue sterre, 
Lo, otheiwhile by nightes j^ight of the Moone, 
greatlie comforteth in darcke thoughtes and blind (v 
Understand yng of loue, yeueth greate gladnesse : 
who so liste no bilcue, whan a soth tale is shewed 
adewc and a deblis bis name is entred. Wise folke 
and wonhie in gentillesse, bathe of venue and of 
liuyng, y^uen full credence in sothenes of loue 
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\^ith a good herte, there as good eiiidence or ex- 
perience in doinge, shewethe not the contmrie. 
Tims mightest thou haue ful prefe in thy Mai-ga- 
rites goodnesse, by commeodement of other iewels 
badnesse> and yuelnesse m doinge. Stoundemele 
diseases yeueth seuerall houres in loye.” 

Nowe by my troutbe'* (quod I) “ this is wel 
declared that fiiy Margarite is good, for sythen 
other been good, and she passeth many other m 
goodnes and vertue, wherthrough fay maner neces- 
sarye she muste be good ; and goodnesse of this 
Margante is nothinge elles but vertue, wherfore 
^e is vertuons, and if there failed anye vertue 
inanye side, there were lacke of vertue: badde 
nothinge els is ne maye bee : but lacke and tvante 
of good and goodnesse, and so shoulde she haue 
that same lacke, that is to sayne badde, and that 
maye not be, for she is good, and that is good me 
thmketh all good: and so by consequence me 
someth vertuous, and no lacke of vertue to haue. 
But the Sonne is not know but he shine, ne ver- 
tuous berbes but they haue hir kinde werchinge, 
ne vertue but it stretcbe in goodnesse or profite to 
another, is no vertue. Than by al waies of reason, 
sithen mercic and pite ben moste commended 
ainonge other vertues, and they might neuer been 
shewed refreshement of helpe and of comforte, 
but nowe at my moste uede, and that is the kindc 
werkmge of these vertues : trewly I wene I shall 
not varie from these helpes. 

“ Fyre and .if he yeue none heate, for fire is not 
demed. The Sonne but he shine, for sonne is* not 
accompted* Water but it wete, the name shal 
ben chaunged* U^ue but it werche,^ of goodnes 
dothe it fade, and in to bis contrane the name shal 
be reuersed, and these been impossible : wherfore 
the contradictory that is necessane, nedes must I 
leue.*’ — “ Certes^’ (quod ’she) in thy person and 
out of thy mouth these woides lien well to ben 
S;aid, and .in thine vnderstandinge to be leued, as 
ip. entent of this Margante alone : and here now 
my spech in conclusion of these wordes. 

“ In these thynges’^ (quod she) *‘that me list nowe > 
to sUewe openly, shal be fouude the matter of thy 
sickeness, and what shal been the medicin that 
maye be thy sorowes lisse and comfort, as well 
thee as all other that amlsse bane erred, and out 
of the waye walked, so that any drop of good will 
in amendement ben dwelled in their bertes. Pro- 
uerbes of Salomon opealy teach€?th, how somtime 
an innocent walkid by. the waye in blind^nesse of 
a derke night, whome matte a woman (if it be 
lefely to saye) as a'Strumpete araied redily pur- 
ueied in turning of thoughtes with veine ianghnges, 
and of reste inpacient dissimulacion of my termes, 
saiyng m this wise : come and be we dronken of 
our swete pappes, vse we coucitous colUnges. And 
thus drewen was this innocente, as an oxe to the 
larder.'’ — **Lady»*(quodi) to me this is a quemte 
thinge to vnderstande; Ipraye.you of this parable 
declare me the entente.” “ This innocente*^ (quod 
she) is a scholer lerninge of my lore, in seching 
of my blisse, in which thinge the ,daye of. his 
thought tuminge enclineth in to eue, and the sonne 
of verye, light failmge, maketh darke night in his 
connmgc.^ Thus in derkenesse of manye doutes 
be walketh, and for blindenesse of vnderstandjmg^ 
he ne wote in what way be is in : fiirsothc soche 
pne may .lightly ben begiled. To whome came Ipne 
VOL. L 
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fained, not clothed of my liqery, but vnleful lustie 
habite, with softe speche and mery, and with faire 
honied wordes heretikes and misse mening people, 
sklemn and wimplen their errours. Austen with- 
nesseth of an heretike that in his fir^e beginninge# 
he was a man right experte in reasons, and swete 
in his wordes and the werkes miscorden. Thus 
fareth fayned loue in her first werchinges : thou 
knowest these thingcs for trewe, thou hast hem 
proued by experience. Somtime in doinge to thin 
owne person, in wh'che thing thou haste fbunde 
matter ofmokel disease. Was not fained loue re- 
dily purueied, thy wittes to cath and toume thy 
good thonghtes? trewly she hath wounded the con- 
science of manye, with flonshinge of mokell iang- 
linge wordes : and good worthe thanked I it for no 
glose, 1 am gladde of my prudence thou haste so 
manly her veined. To me arte thou moche holden, 
that in thy kinde course of good meaninge I re- 
turne thy mmde: I trowe ne bad I shewed the 
thy Margarite, ihou haddest neuer returned. Of 
firste in good peifite loye was quer fayned loue 
impacient, as the water of Syloe, which euer more 
fioweth with stilnesse and priui noise tyl it come 
nyghe the brinke, and than ginneth it so out of 
measure to bolue, with nouellenes of chaung 3 mge 
stomes, that m course of euery renninge, it is m 
pointe to spil al his circuit of oankes. Thus fained 
loue priuely at the fullest of his flowmge, newe 
stormes debate to araise. And al be it that Mer- . 
cunus often with hole vnderstanding, knowen soche 
peril bus matters, yet venenens so lustie ben and 
so leude m then wyttes, that in soche thinges right 
litel or naught don they fele, and writen and cryen 
I to their felowes ; here is blisse, here is ioye, and thus 
r in to one same errour, mokel folke they drawen. 

I Come they saine, and be we dronken of our pappes, 
that ben fallas and liyng glose, of whicbe nowe they 
not souke mylke of helthe, but deedly venym an4 
poison, corrupcion of sorowe. Mylke of fallas, is 
venym of discexte: mylke of liynge gbse is venym 
of corrupciou. Lo what thinge cometb out of 
these pappes : vse we coueited colhnges, desire we 
and meddle we false wordes with sote, and sote 
I with false, truely this is the soiinesse of fained 
loue, nedes of these surfeit es, sikenesse must folow* 
Thus as au oxe to thy langoryng deih, wer. thou 
drawen, the sote of the smoke bath the al dqfased* 
Euer the deper thou somtime wadest, the soner 
thou it founde : yf it had thee killed it had be 
litell wonder. But on that other side my trewe 
seruaunt not faynen ne disceme conne, sothly their 
doing is open, my foundemept endureth, be the 
burthen neuer so greate, euer in one it lastetb ; it 
yeueth lyfe and blisfull goodnesse in the last endes, 
though the ginninges beu sharpe. Thus qf t^o 
contraries, contrarie ben, the efieotes. And so 
tbilke Margarite thou seruest, shal sene the by her 
sjsruice, out of periUous tnbulacion delyuered, by- 
cause .of her seruice in to newe disease feUen, by 
hope amendemente m the laste ende, wi^b 
to be gladded, wherfore qf kinde pure, hiri merscy 
with grace of good beipe, shall she ^unt, and 
eUes 1 shal her so straine, that wiith pite shall 
ben amaistred. Bemembie in thine herte. bowe 
horrible somtyme to thine Margarite thou tres- 
pasest,,eod iaa gieat wisfe her <thou fqr- 

fritest : clepe ayen thy minder knpwe thine 
owne gyltes. gopdnesr what bountie, .with 

! mokell fqlowing pyte foupde thou in^fhat ■^me } 
‘ Kit '' ' ' ’ 
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\frhere thou not goodly Accepted in to grace ? By 
my pliickynge was she to foryeuenesse enclined. 
And after I her stired to drawe the to house, and 
yet wendest thou vtterlie for euer haue ben re- 
fused. But wel thou woste, sithen that I in soche 
Sharpe di&ease might so greatclye auayle, what 
thinkeste in thy wyt ? Howe ferre maye my witte 
stretche? and thou lach not on thy side I wol 
make the knotte • certes in thy good benng 1 woU 
accoide* with' the psauter. 1 hsfcue founde Bauid 
in my seruice true, and with holy oyle of peace 
and of rest longe by him’ desired, vtterly he shal 
be anoynted. Truste wel to me, and 1 wol tbee 
not faile. * The lemng of the first way wyth good 
herte of continuaunce, that I se in the grounded, 
this purpose to parfourme, diaweth my by maner 
of constraimnge, that nedes must I ben thine 
helper: athough mirthe a wliyle be taryfed, it shal 
come at soche ceason, that thy thought shall been 
ioyed, and wolde neuer God, sithen thyne herte to 
my reasones aine assented, and openly haste con- 
fessed thyne amisse goynge, and nowe criest after 
mercy but yf mercy folowed • thy blisse shall ben 
redy ywis, thou ne wost how sone. 

“ Nowe he a good chylde I rede. The kind of 
vertues in thy Margaiyte reherscd, by strength of 
liie m thy persone shul werche. Comfort the in 
ihys, for thou mayst not mis^arie.” And these 
wordes said, she streight her on length and rested 
a while. 

THUS SNDSTH THE SZCONDE BOOKE, AKD HERE AFTER 
roiOWETH THE TBIRDE BOORS. 


BO'OK IIL 

Of Dombre saine these clerkes that it is naturel 
some of discret thinges, as in tellmge one two, thre, 
and so forth : but among all nombres thre is de- 
termined for moste certain. Wherfore in nombre 
cerfaine this werke of my besye leudenesse, 1 
.thynke to ende and parfourme. 

Ensampleby this worlde inthtetymes is deuided: 
ef wbiche the firste is cleaped Bemacian, that is 
to say, going out of trew waye, and all that tho 
dieden, in Hell were thy ptiiiisbed foramanBes 
sinne, tyl grace and mercy fette hem thence, and 
there ended the first time. The second time lasteth 
from the comming of merciable grace, vntyl the 
ende of transitorie time, in which is shewed the 
true way in fordoinge of the badde, and that is 
ycleped tyme of grace : and that tbinge is not 
yeuen by deserte of yeldinge, one benefite for ano- 
ther, but' onely through goodnesse of the yeuer 
of grace in thilke tyme. Who so can wel vnder- 
stand, is shapen to be saued m souled blysse. The 
thirde tyme shal gine whan traositorie thinges of 
worldes ban made their ende, and that shal been 
in ioye, glory, and rede both body and sonle, that 
wel ban deseraed in the time of grace. And thus 
in that' Henen togither shul they dwel perpetuelli, 
without any ymaginatife yuel in any halue. These 
times are figured by tho thre dayes, that our God 
was closed m yerthe, and in the tbirde arose shew- 
inge our resurrection, to ioy and blisse of tho that 
it deseruen, by his merciable grace. So this leude 
booke in thre matters accoidaunt to tho tymes, 
Bghtely by a good inseer maye been ynderstaade, 


as in the firste enoure of misse going is shewed 
with forowful pine, punished is cned alter mercie. 
In the seconde is grace m good waye proued, which 
is faihng without deserte, thilke fiist misse amend- 
ing in correction of tho eirours and euen waye to 
bringe with comfort© of welfare, in to ameiide- 
mente wexinge. And in the thirde ioye and blisse, 
graunted to him that wel caiine deserue it, and 
hath sauour of vnderstandihg in the tyme of grace. 
Thus in ioye of my thirde booke shall the matter 
be till it ende. But speciatll cause 1 haue in my 
herte to make this processe of a Margant perle, 
that is so precious a gemme with clere and litell 
of whichc stones or iewel, the tenges of vs English 
people toumeth the right names, and clepeth hem 
Margeryte perles; thus varieth our spech from 
many other langages. For trewely Latin, French©, 
and many mo other langages cleapeth hem Mar- 
gery peiles, the name Margarite or Margrit peerlcs; 
wherfore m that denominncion I woll me accorde 
to other mens tonges, in that name clepmg. Thes© 
clerkes that ti eaten of kindes, and studien out 
the propertie ther of thinges, same the Margant 
is a lytel white perle, throughout holow and round©, 
and vertuous, and on the see sides in the more 
' Britain in muskle shelles of the heuenly dewe the 
best ben eugendred : in which by experience ben 
founde thre faire vertnes. One is it, yeueth com- 
forte to the felynge i^intes in bodily persones of 
reason. Another is good, it is profitable helth 
ayenst passions of sone mens hertes. And the 
thirde it is nedefuU and noble in staunchinge of 
bloode, there elles to moche wolde out ren. To 
which perle and vertues me Mst to liken at thisr 
tyme philosophie, hye with her thre speces, that is 
naturell and moral, and resonable : of which thinges 
hei eth what sain these great clerkes.' Philosophic 
is knowinge of deuinly and manly thinges loyned 
with studie of good lining, and this stante in. two 
thinges, that is conninge and opinion : conuinge is 
whan a thing by certaine reason is concerned. But 
wretches, and fooles and leude men, many wil 
conceiue a thing and maintain it as for a sothe^, 
though reason be in the contrane, wherfore con- 
ninge is a straunger. Opinion is while thing is 
in nun certaine, and hidde frame mens very know- 
leginge, and by no parfite reason fully declared, as 
thus 3 if the ^ne be so mokel as men wenen, or 
els if it be more than the Erthe. For in sothnes 
the certaine quantite of that planet is wnknowen to 
erthly dwellers, and yet by opinion of some menne 
it is holden for more than mldde erth. The firste 
spece of pbilosophye is naturel, which in kindely 
thingnes treaten, and sheweth causes of Heuen, 
and strength of kindely course : as by arsihetrike, 
geometry, musike, and by astronomye, techeth 
waies and course of Heuens, of planetes and of 
sterres aboute Heuea and Erthe, and other ele* 
mentes. The seconde spece is moral!, whicbe in 
' order of lining maners teacbetb, and by reason 
proueth vertues of soule moste worthy in our 
liuing, wbiche been prudence, iusfice, temperaunce, 
and strength. Prudence is goodly wis^ome in 
knowinge of thinges. Strength voydeth al aduer- 
sitees aliche euen. Temperaunce distroieth besuall 
lyuiugwith easie bearing. And iustice right fully 
iudgeth, and iudginge departeth to euery wight 
that that is his owne. The thirde spece toumeth 
in to reason of vnderstattding, al tfaJnges to be 
said seth and discussed, and that in two tbinge^ i$> 
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deuided : one is art, another is rhetorique, in which 
two al lawes of mans reason been grounded or els 
maintained. And for this booke is of loue, and 
iheraffcer bearetb his name, and philosophie and 
law mu^ here to accorden by their clergial dis- 
cripcions : as philosophie for loae of wisedome is 
declared: lawe for maintainaunce of peace is holde, 
and these with lone mnste nedes acorden, therfore 
of hem in this place haue I touched. Ordre of 
homly thiuges and honest maner of liuing in vertue, 
with rightful lodgement in causes, and profitable 
administracion m comunalties of realmes and cities, 
by euenhede profitably to rame, nat by singuler 
auanntage, ne by pnuy enuy, ne by solein pur- 
pose in couetise of worship or of goodes, ben dis- 
posed in open rule shewed, by lone, philosophic 
and law, and yet lone tofom al other. Wherfore 
as susteme m vnitie they acorden add one ende 
that is peace and rest, they causeu norisshinge, 
and in the ioye mainteinen to endure. Nowe tbai^ 
as I haue declared : my boke acordeth with di^ 
cripcion of tbre thinges, and the Margantin vertue 
H likened to philosophie, with the three speces. In 
whiche matters euer tweiben acordaunt with bodily 
reson, and the tlxirde with the soule : but in con- 
clusion of my booke and of this Margant peerle, 
in knitting togider law by thre sondry maoers 
shal be lykened, that is to saye, lawe, right, and 
custome, which I wol declare al that is law, cometh 
of Goddes ordinaunce by kindly worchmg, and 
thilke thinges ordained by mans wittes ame icieped 
right, wbiche is ordayned by many manors and m 
constitution writen : but custome is a thinge that 
is accepted for right or for law, ther as lawe and 
right fallen, and there is no difierence, whether it 
come of scripture or of reason. Wherfore it 
sheweth that law is kindly gouernaunce: right 
cometh out of mannes probable reason : and cus- 
tome is of comen vsage by len^h of time vsed, 
and custome nat write is vsage, and if it be writhe 
constitution it is ywriten , and ycleped : but lawe 
of kinde is comen to euery nation, as coniunction 
of man and woman in lone, sncoession of children 
in heritance, restitoicion of thinge by strength 
taken or lent, and this lawe among al other halte 
the souereinest gree m warship, whiche lawe began 
at the beginning of reasonable creature, it varyed 
yet neuer for no chaungin^^ of time, cause for 
sothe in ordaining of lawe, was to constraine mens 
hardinesse in to peao^ and withdrawicge bis ynel 
wil, and turning malice in to goodnesse, and that 
innocence sikerly.witboutenteneful anoy amonge 
shrewes safbly might inbabyte by protexcion of 
iafb conducte, so that shrewes barme ibr harme 
by bridele of ferdehesse shulden rekraine. But 
forsothe in kindly law notbinge is commended, but 
fiocbe as Goddes wil hath confirmed, ne nothinge 
denied but contraryoostie of Goddes will in Heuen: 
eke than all lawes or custome, or els codstltation 
by vsage, or wr 3 rtiDg, that contrarien law of kinde, 
vtterly ben repugnaunt and aduersary to our Gkidds 
wil of Heuen. Trewly lawe of kind for Goddes 
own lusty will is venly to mamtaine, vnder whiche 
lawe (and vnworthy) bdthe professe and reguler 
am oMiencer an bounden to ibis Margant perle, 
and by knotte of loues statutes and stablishemeni 
in kinde, which that goodly maye not been with- 
setten. Lo vnder ths bonde dm I constrained tp 
abyde and man vnder lyninge lawe ruled, by that 
lawe owetih after desertes to ben rewarded by 


or by medey but if mercie weyue the paine : S(v 
than be parte, reasonfulli maye be sey, that mercy 
both right and lawe passeth, then tent of al these 
matters, is the lest clere vnderstanding, to weten 
at thende of thys thirde booke ful knowinge thorow 
Goddes grace, 1 thinke to mak neuertbelater, yet 
if these thinges ban a good and a sleght inseer 
whiche that canne souke hony of the hard stone, 
oyle of the dne rocke, may lyghty fele nobley of 
matter in my ieude ymaginacion closed. 

“ But for my booke shall be ef ioye (as I said) 
and I so ferre set fro thylke place, fro whens glad- 
nes should come, my corde is to short to let my 
bobet ought catche of that water, and fewe menne 
bee abouten my corde to eche and many in ful 
purpose ben redy it shorter to make, and to en- 
close thenter, that my boket of ioye nothinge shuld 
catch, but empty rfetume, ray carefull sorowes to 
encrease, and if 1 die for pain, that wer gladnes at 
their hertes. Good lord send me water into the 
cop of these monntames, and I shall drinke therof 
my thmstes to stanch : and sey these be comfor- 
table welles in to helth of goodnes of my saniour 
am I holpen. And yet I say more, the house of 
loy to me is not opened. How dare my ' sorowfiil 
goost than in any mater of gladnesse thynken to 
trete? for euer sobbynges and complaintes be 
redy refretein his meditacions, as werbles in many 
folde stoundes commmg about I not than. And 
therfore what maner of ioy coude enditc, but yet 
at dore shal I knocke, if the key of Danid wcdde 
the locke vnshyt and he bring me in, whiche that 
childrens tonges bothe openetb and dosetii. Whose 
spinte;, where he wel worcheth, departinge goodly 
as himlyketh. Now to Goddes lande and rene- 
rence, profite of the reders, amendement of maoers 
of the herers, encreiung of worship among loues 
seruauntes, releuing of my herte in to grace of'my 
Jewel, and frenship plesaunce of this pCrle. 1 am 
stered in this making, and for nothing elsT: and 3 rf 
any good thing to meones liking in this senptnre 
to be founde, thanketb the maister of grace which 
that of that good and al other is authour, and 
pnncipal doer. And if any thing be msufiicient 
or els myslyking, with that that the leodnesse of 
myne vnable conning, for body in disease anoyei^ 
the vnderstanding m soule. A disesely habytacion 
letteth the wittes many thmges, and namely in 
sorow. The custome neuer the later of loue, be 
lOnge time of seruice in termes I thinke to pursue, 
whiche ben buely to yeue vuderstandinge in other 
thynges. Bat nowe to enfbrme the of this Mar- 
garites goodnes, I may her not balfe praise. Whe^ 
fore not she for my booke, but tins b^ke for her is 
worthy to be ^commend^ tho my booke be leude ; 
right as thinges nat fbr places, but places fpr tbingea 
ought to be desired and praised. 

“ Now’' (quod Loue) “ trewely thy wordes I haim 
well vnderstonde. Certes me thinketh hym ryght 
good, and me wondreth why you so ligh& pusest 
in the law,*' — “ Slothly" (quod I> **my wyt k 
leude and 1 am right blmd and that mater depe, 
how shuld I than haue waded, lightly might X 
haue drenched and spilt tber my Jdf Yea” 
(quod she) ” 1 shal helpe the to Swimie. For right 
as* lawe punisheth brefcers of preceptes, and the 
contrary doers Of the^writen constStuci^: right 
so ayenward, law* xewaideth idid yeueth mede to 
hem that law strenghten. By one law this rebal 
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is punished, and this innocent is mede, the shrewe 
is emprisoned and th‘S rightfull is corowned. The 
same lawe thatioyneth by wedloke wythont for- 
saking, the same law yeueth libel of departicion 
bycause of deuorse, both demed and declared.’* — 
** Ye ye’* (quod I) ** I finde in no lawe to mede 
and rewaido in goodncs, the giltie of deseites.** — 
Foie’* (quod she) “ giltie conueited in your law, 
inykel merite deserueth. Also Pauly of Borne 
was corowned, that by him the mamteiners of Pom- 
peus weren knowirn and distroied : and yet tofbrn 
was this Paulin chefe of Pompens counsaile. This 
lawe in Rome bath yet his name of mesunng in 
mede, the bewraiyng of the conspiracy, oidained 
by tho senatours the death luliub Cesar is acompted 
ill to Cotons nghtwisnesse, for euer in tronthe 
floribheth hiS|name amonge the Icnowers of reason. 
Perdicas wa^ corowned in the heritage of Aleicander 
the great, for telling of a piiuy hate the king 
Porrus to Alexander hadde. Wherfoie euery wight 
by reason of law after his rightwisenes apeitly his 
mede maye chalenge: and so thou that main- 
tainest lawe of'kinde, and theifore disease hast 
suffred in the law, reward is wortliy to be rewarded 
and ordained, and apertly thy mede might thou 
.chalenge.” — “ Certes*’ (quod I) “ this haue 1 well 
lemed, and euer bensforward I shal draw me ther- 
aftev in one bed of will, to abide this lawe both 
maintain and kepe, and so hope I best entre in to 
your grace, weldeserutng in o worship of a wight, 
without nedeful compulsion ought medefully to be 
rewarded.** — “ Truly** (quod lioue) ** that is soth, 
and tho by.oonstitucion good seruice in to profite 
and auantage stretch, vtterly many men it demen 
to baue more desert of mede, than good wil nat 
.compelled.” — ** Se now” (quod I) “how may men 
bolden of this the contrary. And what is good 
seruice^ Of you wolde J[ here this question de- 
clared/’ — “ I shal say the” (quod she) “ in a few 
wordes, resonable workinges in plesaunce and pro- 
fite of thy soueraiiie.*’ — “ How shuld I this per- 
ibrme*^ (quod I) — “ right well” (quod she) “and 
here me nowe a lytell : it is hardely** (quod she) 
“ to vnderstande that right as mater by due ouer- 
chaunginges fojowetb his perfection and his forme : 
right so euery man by rightful werkinges ought to 
folow that leful desires in his b^te» and se tofome 
tp what ende he deserueth, for many times he that 
loketh nat after thendes, but vttery therof is vn- 
knowen, befiatlleth'often many yuels to don, wher- 
through er he be ware shanrfulli he is confounded, 
-thend therof neden to be belbr loked to euery 
desire of soch forsight in good seruice tbre thipgcs 
, specially nedeth to be rulers iu his workes. First 
that he do good, next that he do by election in his 
,owne herte, and the thirde that he do godly wiih- 
outen any surquedry in thougbte^ That your 
werkes shulden be good in seruice, oi in any other 
actes, authorites many may be aleged, neucr the 
latter, by reson thus may it be shewed. AI your 
woikes be cleped second and mouen m vertue of 
,the first weicher* which in good works wrought 
you to precede, and. right so your werkes mouen 
.m to vertue of the fastende^ and right in the fiist 
working, wer nat, no man shuld in the second 
werche. flight so but -ye feled to what ende, and 
•sen the!r goodnes closed, ye shulde no more retch 
whs^t ye wrought but the ginning ganwith good, 
.and there shal it cease in the l^ist ende, if it be 
;wei considred* Wherfqre the mydle, if other 


wayes it draw than acordaunt, to thendes, tIieF»? 
stinteth the course of good, and another mtme/ 
course entretb, and so it is a party by him selue, 
and eueiy part be nat accordant.to his al^ is foule 
and ought to be eschewc, wberfore euery thing 
that is wrought and be nat good, is nat accordant 
to thendes of his al hole, it is foule, and ought to- 
be withdraw. Thus the persons that neither don 
good ne harme, shamen foule their making : wher*' 
fore without working of good aetes in good seruice, 
may no man ben acceptedr Trewly the like that 
ban might to do good, and done it not, the crowne 
of worshyp shal be lake from hem, and with shame 
shul they be anulled. And so to make one werkc 
accordant with his endes, euerye good seruauwt by 
reason of consequence must do good nede^ Certes 
it suffiseth not alone to do good, but goodly withal 
folow, the thanke of goodnes els in nought he de- 
serueth: for right as al your being, come from 
the greatest good, in whom al goodnes is closed. 
Right sa your endes ben directe to the same good. 
Anstotell cletermineth that ende and good been 
one, and conuei table in rnderstandmg, and he that 
in wil doth away good, and he that loketh not to 
thend loketh, not to good, but he that doth good 
and doth not goodlye, draweth awaye the dyiee- 
tion of tbende not goodly, must nedes bee bad. 
Lo badde is nothing els but abscence or negatiue of 
good, as derkenes is absence or negatiue of light* 
Than he that doth goodly directeth thilke good 
into thende of badde. So must thing not good 
folow, eke badnes to soch folk oftc foloweth. The 
contraiiaunt woikers of thende that is good, ben 
worthy that contrary of thende that is good, to 
baue.*’ — “ How*’ (quod 1} “ may any good dede 
be done, but if goodly it helpe.” — “ Yes” (quod 
loue) “ the deuill doth many good defies, but 
goodly he leueth behinde, fbr euen badly and 
in indesceiuahle wise he worketh. Wherefore 
the contrary of thend him foloweth. And do he 
neuer so many god defies, bicajise goodly is 
away, bis goodnes is not rekened. Lo than tho 
a, man do good, but he do goodlye tbende in 
goodnesse wol not folow^, and thus in goofi seruice 
both good dede and goodly don musten . ioyne 
togider, and that it be done with free ohoise in 
herte : and els deserueth be nat the merite in 
goodes, that well I proue. For if you do any thing 
good by chaunce or by, happe m what thing art 
thou therof worthy to be commended ? for nothing 
by reason of that, turneth into thy praisinge ne 
lacking. Lo tjulke thinge done by hap by thy 
wil is nat caused, and therby shulde 1 thanke or 
lake duserue : and sithen tbatfayleth, thende which 
that wel shuld reward, must nedes fhile. Clerkes 
same, no man hut willing is blessed, a good dede 
that he both done is not done of free choise willing, 
without whicho blissednes may nat folow. Ergo 
nether thanke of. goodnesse ne. seruice in that is 
contrary of the good ende, so than to good seruice 
longeth good fiede goodly fion, thorow fire cboise 
m herte/* — “ Truely” (quod X) “ this haue I wel 
vuderstand.” — “ Wel” (quod she) t* euery thing 
thus done sufficiently by law that is cleped iustice, 
after rewarde claime. For law and iustice was 
ordained in this wise soebe desertes in goodnes 
after quantite in doiuge, by mede to rewarde, aud 
of necessite of soch lushcc, that is to say,, ngbt- 
wiseues was fre choiae m fieseruing of we) or. of 
yuel graunted to resonable creatures, Euery man 
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♦hatli free arbitrement to chose good or yuel to 
perforrae” — ** Now” (quod I) tho if •! by my 
good wil deserue tbisMargaritperle, and am ther- 
to compelled, and haue free ch6ise to do what me 
liketh : she is thaii holden as me thinketh to re- 
■ward thentent of my good will,” — “ Goddes for- 
bode els” (quod ’Louc) “ no wight meaneth other- 
'wise I trow, fre wil of good berte after mede de- 
-serueth.” — “ Hath euery man” (quod I) fre 
choise by necessary maner of wil in euery of his 
doinges, that him liketh by Gods proper puruei- 
aunce ? I wolde sefhat well declaied to my leude 
vnderstandmg, for necessary and necessite been 
wordes of mokel intencion, closing (as to say) so 
mote it be nedes, and othewise maye it nat be- 
tide.” — “ This Shalt thou lerne” (quod she) “ so 
thou take hede in my spech. if ft wer nat m 
mannes own libertie of fre wil te do good or bad 
but to the one teied by bonde of goodes preordi- 
naunce : than do he neuer so wel it were by nede- 
ful compulcion of thilke bonde and nat by ffe 
choise, wherby nothing he desireth, and do he 
neuer so yuel it wer nat man for to wite, but one- 
bch to him that soch thing ordained hem to don. 
Whefore he ne ought for bad be punisbe, ne for no 
good deede be rewarded, but of necesske of right- 
wisnes was therefore free choice of arbitrement, 
put in mannes proper disposicion : truly if it were 
otherwise, it contraned Gods charitie, that badnes 
and goodnes, reward eth after deserte of pain or 
of mede. ’*-«•“ Me thinketh this wonder” (quod I) 
for God by necessitie forwote al thmges combing, ' 
'and so mote it nedes be: and thilke things that 
been doen, be our free choice comen nothing of 
necessitie, hut onely^y wil : how maie this stande 
togider? and so me thinketh truly, that free choice 
fully repagneth Goddes forweting. Truly ladie me 
fifameth tbei mowe not stande togither.” 

i 

Than gan loue nigh me new^ and with a noble | 
countenaunce of visage and limnxes, dieted her I 
nighe my sittyng place. Take forthe” (quod | 
she) “ thy penne, and redily wnte these woordes, | 
for if God woll, I shall hem so enforme to thee, | 
that thy leudenesse, whiche I haue understand in i 
that matter, shall openly be clered, and thy sight I 
in full loking therm amended. First, if thou thinke 
thjat Goddes prescience, repugne libertie of arbitre- 
ment, it IS impossible that thei should accord in 
cubed of sothe to vnderstaudyng.” — “ Ye” (quod 
I) “ fbrsoth so I itconceiue.” — “Well” (quod she) 
if thilke impossible were awaie, the repugnaunce 
that semeth to be therehi,*wer vtterly remoued.” — 
“ Shew me thahsence of ithat impossibilitie” (quod 
I). “ -So” (quod she) “ I shall. -^Now I suppose that 
thei raowe stande togkber, prescience of God, 
whom foloweth necesskie of things .coming, and 
libertie of arbitrement, ithrough whiche thou be- 
leuest many thynges, to bee without necessitie.”— 
“ Bothe these propoucions be sothe” (quod -I) “ and 
well mowe stande togtder, wherefore this case as 
possible I admit.” — “ Traely” (quod she) *f and 
ibis case is impossible.” — “ How sp” (quod I.) 
•' For hereof' (quod she) folowelh and wexeth 
-ain other impossible.” “ Prone me that” (quod 
'!).' That 1 shall” (quod she) ** for some thing 
is comyng without necessitie, and God wote that 
tofome, for all thing comyng he beforer wot, apd 
that he beforne wot of necessitie is coming r as 
he befom wot, be* the case by necessary maner 
:|hanj or els thpro^e necessitie, is somthing to he 


without necessitie, and whiderto euery wight that 
hath good vnderstandyng, is seen these thinges to 
be repugnannt. Prescience of God, which that 
foloweth necessitie, and libertie of arbitrenrent, fro 
which IS remoued necessitie, for truly it is neces- 
sarie, that God haue forweten of tbinge, withouten 
any necessitie comming .” — *' Ye” (quod I) “ but 
yet remeue -ye not awaie fro mme understanding, 
the necessitie followyng Goddes before weting, as 
thus. God beforne wote me in seruice of loue to 
bee bouuden to this Margarita perle, and there- 
fore by necessitie, thus to loue am I bound, and if 
I not had loued, through necessitie had I been 
kept from all loue dedes,”^ — “Certes” (quod Loue) 
bicause this matter is good and necessary to de- 
clare, I th’nk herein wel to abide, and not lightlie 
to passe. Thou shalt not” (quod she) “ saie all 
onely God beforne wote, me to be a loner, or no 
louer, but thus : God beforne wote me to be a 
louer, without necessitie. And so it foiloweth, 
whether thou loue, 6r not loue, euery of hem is 
and shal be. But now thou seest the impossibilitie 
of the case, and the possibilitie of thilke that thou 
wendest had been impossible, wherefore the re- 
pugnaunce is adnulled.” — “Ye” (quod I) '“and 
yet doe ye not awaie the strength of necessitie, 
whan it is said, thou^ necessitie it is me in loue 
to abide, or not to loue without necessitie, for God 
befom wote it. This maner of necessitie forsothe, 
semeth to some men into eoaccion, that is to same, 
constrainyng, or els prohibicion that is defendyng, 
wherefore necessitie is me to loue of wil. I vn- 
derstande me to be constrained, by some pnuie 
strengthe, to the will of louyng, and if no loue to 
be defended firom the will of louing, and so through 
necessitie me semeth to loueibr I lone, or els not 
to loue, if I not lone, wherethfUHgh neither thanke 
ne maugre, in the thynges maie I deserue.”* 

“ 'Now” (quod she) “ thou shalte well vnder- 
stande that often wee saine thyng, through ’neces- 
sitie to bee, that by no strengthe to bee neither is 
coarted, ne constrained, and thorowe necessitie not 
to bee, that with no defendyng is remoued, for wee 
saine, it is thorowe necessitie, God to bee im- 
mortalle nought dedliche, and it is necessitie, God 
to bee nghtfall, but not that any strengthe of vio- 
lente maner constraineth hym to be immortall, or 
defendeth hym to be vnrightfdl for nothing maie 
make him dJ^ly or vnrightfull. ‘Right so if I saie 
through nece&sititie is the to be a louer or els none, 
only ^orow will as God beforne wete. It is not to 
vnderstande, that any thing defendeth or forbit 
thee thy wil, which shal not be, ox; els constraineth 
it to be, which shal be: that same thing forsoth 
God before wot, which he beforne seeth,:any th3mg 
commende of onely wille, that will neitherns con- 
strained ne defended through any other thinge. 
And* so through libertie of arbitrement itisd^ 
that 18 doen of wil. And tniely my good chHd, 
if these thynges be wel vnderstand, < 1 wene that 
none inconuenient shalt tbou 0nde,hetwei:ie Goddes 
forweting, and libertie of arbitrement, wherefore, 

1 wote well thei maie standefogider. Also fortber- 
more,' who that vnderstandyng of prescfence, ‘pro- 
perhehe considereth, thran^h. the same wise, that 
any thing be afore wist, is saied for to be comyng. 
It is pronounced, there is nothing tefome wist, but 
tthyng commy»g,‘fore is but of troutb, 

dotobt maie npt be wisfi wherefore, whan I sey, 
that God to fora wot any^thyng* through necessitie 
is thilke thing tQ be conuuing, all is one if I shy; if k 
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shal be, but tbis necessitie neitber constraineth, ufe 
deCend^h any thing to be, or not to be. Therforo 
sothly if lone is put to be, it is said of necessitie 
to be, or els for it is put not to be, it is affirmed 
not to be of necessitie : not for that necessitie oon- 
straineth or defendeth, lone to bee, or not to be. 
iFor whan I saie if loue shal be of necessitie it shal 
be, here foloweth necessitie. The thing toforne 
put it is as moche to saie, as if it were thus pro- 
nounced, that thing shall bee: none other thing 
signifieth this necessitie but oncly thus, that shall 
bee maie not togider be and not bee. Euenhebe 
also it is soth, loue was and is, and shal be, not of 
necessitie, and nede is to haue be all that was, and 
nedefuU is to bee all that is, and coming to all 
that shall be : and it is not the same to saie, loue 
to -be passed, and loue passed to be passed, or 
loue present to be present and loue to be pre- 
seut) or els loue to be commyng, ^nd loue com- 
piling to be commyng : diuersitie in setting of 
wordes, maketh diuersitie 'in vnderstanding, altho 
in the same sentence, thei accorden of significa- 
cion, right as it is not all one: loue swete to be I 
swete, and loue to be swete: for moch loue is bitter 
and sorowfuU ere hertes been eased, and yet it 
gladdeth thilk sorowfiill berte on socb loue to 
thinke,” — Forsoth” (quod I) “ otherwhilc I haue 
had mokell blisse m berte of lone, that stoundmele 
bath me sorily anoied: and certes lady for 1 see 
my self thus knit, with this Margaiite perle, as by 
b<^e of your seruice, and of no libertie of will, 
my berte will now not acoorde this seruice to loue. 
I can demin in my self none otherwise, but through 
necessitie am I constrained, in this seruice to abide. 
But alas than, if 1 through needefull compulsion, 
tnaugre me be with holde, little thanke for all my 
great trauaile, haue I than deserued” — *‘Now’* 
(quod this ladie) ** I saie as I ssued : me liketh 
this matter to declare at the full, and why : for 
many men haue had diuers fantasies and reasons, 
bothe on one side therof, and in the other. Of 
which right sone 1 trowe, if thou wilt vnderstand, 
thou shdt con yeue the sentence, to thepartie 
more probable by reason, and m sotbe knowing, 
by that I haue of this matter maked an ende.” — 
“ Certes” (quod I) “of these things, long haue 
t had greate luste to be learned, for yet I wene 
Goddes will and his prescience, accordeth with 
my seruice, in louynge of this precious Ijdargarite 
perle. After whom euer in my berte, with thurst- 
ing desire weete I doe breone, vnwastyng I langour 
and fade and the daie of my destinie, in death or 
in ioye 1 vnbide, but yet in the ende 1 am com- 
forted bee my supposaile in blisse, and in loye to 
determine after my desires.” — f* That th3nig” (quod 
Loue) hastelic to thee neigh- God graunt of his 
grace and meroie, and this shal be my prater, tiU 
thou be likened in berte at thine own wil.’^ — “ But 
now to enfoime tbee ia this matter” (quod this 
ladie) thou woste where 1 left, that was loue to 
be swete, and loue swete to bee swete, is not all 
one for to saie : for a tree is not alwaie by neces- 
sitie white, somtime er it wer white, it might haue 
bee not white : and after time it is white, it maie 
be not white : but a white tree euermore nedefull 
Is to be white for neither toforne ne after it was 
white, might it be togider white and not wlute. 
Also loue by necessitie is not present as now in 
thee, for er it wer present it might haue be, that 
ft should now not haue be, and yet it may be, that 
it shal not be present : but tby loue present, whiche 


to her Margarite that hath btmn4, nC^efull is ta 
be present. Truly some doing of accion, not by 
necessitie is coming* faetffi toforn it be, it maie be 
that shal not be coming: thing foisotb coming 
ncdefiill is to be coming, 'for it maie not be that 
coming shall not be coming. And right as 1 haue 
saied of present and of mture tymes, the same 
sentence in sothnesse is of the pieterit, that is to 
say, time passed, for thing passed must nedes be 
passed; and er it were it might haufenot be; where- 
fore it should not haue passed. Right so Whan 
loue comyng, is saied of loue that is to come, 
needefull is to be that is said, for thing comming 
neuer IS not commyng, and so ofte the same tbyug, 
we saine of the same, as whan we same euery man 
IS a man, or euery louei is a louer,' so must it bee 
nedes, m no waie mate he bee mkn, and no man 
togither. And if it be not by necessitie, thht is to 
say, nedeful al thing comming to be commingi 
than some tbyng commmg is not comming, and 
that is impossible, right as these termes nedefulf, 
necessitie, and necessane, betoken and signifiyng 
nedes to be, and it maie not otherwise be. Right 
these termes, impossible signifieth, that thing is 
not, and by no waie maie it be than through perte 
necessite, all thifig comming is comming, but that 
IS by necessities folowetb with nothing to bee con- 
strained. Lo whan that commyng is saied of 
thyng. not alwaie thinge through necessitie is, al- 
tho It bee comyng. For if I saie to morowe, loue 
is *com 3 mgin this Margarites berte, not therefore 
through necessitie shall thilke loue be, yet it maie 
be that it shall not be, altho it were ’comyng. 
Neuertbelater^ sometyme it is sotjbe, that some 
thyng be of neeessitie, that is sai^ to come : an 
if I saie to morrowe be commyng the nsyng of 
the Sonne. If therfore mth necessitie, I pronouned 
commyng of thyng to come, in this maner loue 
to mome commyng in thine Margarite, to thee 
warde by necessitie is comm 3 mg, or els the risyng 
of the Sonne to mom comming through necessitie 
IS commyng. Xioue sothlie, whiche maie not bee 
of necessitee alone fullowyng, through necessifee 
commyng it is made certain. For futnr of futnre 
IS said, that is to saine, commyng of commyng 
is said: as if to morowe oommyng, is through ne- 
cessitee coming it is. Arising of the Sonne tbrougl^ 
twoo necessities in commyng, it is to vnderstande^ 
that one is to forgoyng pecessitee, whiche maketh 
thing to bee, therefore it shall be, for nedefull is 
that It be. Another is folpwing necessitie wjiich 
nothing cQnstraineth to bee, and so by necessitie 
it is to come, why: for it is come. 

** Now than, whan we saine, that God befome, 
wote thyng commyng nedefull, is to be commyng, 
yet therefore make we not in certaine, euermore 
Uiyng to be through necessitie commyng. Sothly 
thing commyng maie not bee, not coupnyng by 
po waie, for it is the same sentence of vnderstand- 
yng : as if wee saie thus. If God befome wotte 
any thing, nedefull is that to l>e comming. But 
yet therfore foloweth not that prescience of Go^^ 
thing through necessitie to be coming : for altho 
God toforne wot all thinges comming, yet not ther- 
fore he beforn wot euery thing coming thorow ne- 
cessitie. Sum thinges he b^m wot coming of 
frewill, out of reasonable creature.”—** Certes'^ 
(quod I) ** these termes, nede and necesside, haue 
a queint maner of vnderstaudyng, tbei woulden 
dnllen many mennes wittes.” — •;** Therefore” (quod 
she) ** I wol hem openly declare, and more clerely 
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tjaun I haue tofome er I depart hense. Here of 
this matter’ ' (quod she) “thou shalte vnderstaude, 
that right as it is not nedeful, God to wiln that he 
wil, no more in many things is not ncde full, a man 
to wilne that he woll. And euer right as needefull 
is to bee, what that God woll, right so to bee it is 
nedefull, that man woll intho thmgcs, whiche that 
God hath put into mannes subieccion of willyng . 
as if a man wol loue, that he loue : and if he ne 
woll loue, that he loue not, and of soche other 
'things in mans disposicion- For why : now than 
that God woll maie not be, whan be woll the wdl 
of man thorow no necessitie to be constrained, or 
.els defended for to wiln and he woll theffect to 
folowc the wil!, than is it nedefull wil of man to be 
rfiree, and also to be that lie woll. In this maner 
it is soth that thorow necessitie is mans werke in 
loumg, that he woll dooe altho he woll it not with 
necessitie,’* (quod I than) “ how stant it in lone of 
thilke will, sithen men louen willyng of free choise 
in herte. Wherfore if it be thorow necessitie, 1 
^raie you ladie of an answere this question to as- 
soile.” — “ I woll” (quod she) “ answer thee blmely; 
right as men will not thorow necessitie, right so is 
not loue of wil thorowe necessitie, ,ne thorowe ne- 
cessitic wrought the ilke same will, for if he would 
it not with good will, it should not haue been 
wrought, although that he doeth it is nedefull to 
bee doen. But if a man do sinne, it is nothing els 
but to will, that he should not; nght so sjm of 
will, is not to be maner necessary dooen, no more 
than wil is necessary* Neuer the later this is soth, 
if a man woll smne, it is necessary him to sinne, 
but though thilk necessitie, nothmg is constrained 
ne defended in the will, right so thilk thing that 
&ewiU woU and maie, and not male, npt wiln, and 
nedefull is that to wilne he maie not wilne, but 
thilke to wilne nede full is,4br impossible to li^ it 
IS one thing, -and the same to wilne, he maie not 
wilne, but tbilk to wilne nedefull is: for in^ssible 
'to hym it is one thing and the eame to wilne, and 
not to wilne. 

The werke forsothe of wille, tto whom it is yene, 
that it he that he hath in will, and that he woll 
not, voliwtane cff spontanie it is, for by spontame 
will it IS dooe, that is to sale, with good wil, not 
constrained : than by will not constrained, it is con- 
strained to bee, and that is it maie not togither bee. 
If this necessitie maketh libertie of will, whiche 
that aforne thei weren, thei might haue been es- 
chped and shonned: God than, which that know- 
eth all trathe, and notfayng but truth, all these 
thinges, as thei ame sponbmie, or necessarie sight, 
and as he seeth so t^i been : and so with these 
thipgs well considered, it is c^en at the fulle, that 
without all maner repugnaunce, God befome wote 
al maner things been doen by frewill, whiche afome 
thei weren, might haue been neuer thei should be, 
and yet been thei thorow a maner uecessiUe, from 
freirill discendeth,. 

“ Hereby maie” (quod she) ** lightly been knowe 
that not all thinges to bee is of necessitie, though 
t^od bane hem m his prescience, for somtUnges to 
he, jsr of libertie of will : and to make thee to baue 
full knowyng, of goddes befome weting, heare me” 
quod she) “ what I shal saie.” — “ BUthly lady” 
(quod 1) “ me list this matter entirely to vnder- 
stande.”-*-*^ Thou shalte” (quod she) “ vnder- 
stande, that in Heauem is Goddes being, although 
he he ouqr al by power, yet there is abiding of 
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ume persone, in which Heaucn is enerlastyng pre- 
sence, withouten any mouable tyme there, foole haue 
1 pot saied tofome this, as tyme hnrteth, right sp 
ayenwarde, tyme healeth and rewardeth: and a 
tree oft failed, is bolde more m demtie, whan it 
froict forthe bringeth. 

" A marchaunte that for ones lesyng in the sea, 
BO more to auenture thmketh, he shall neuer with 
auenture come to nchesse : so oft must menne on 
the oke smite, till the happie .dente haue entred, 
whiche with the okes owne swaje, maketh it to 
come all at ones. So oft falleth the letfay water on 
the harde rocke, till it baue through persed it. 
The euen draught of the wier drawer, maketh the 
wier to been euen, and supplie werchyng, and if he 
stinted in his di aught, the wier breaketb a $onder. 
Euery tree well springeth, whan it is well grounded, 
and not often remou^.” — “ What shall this fruicte 
bee” (quod I) ^*,now it ginneth npe?” — “ Grace” 
(quod she) “ in patfite ioye to endure, and there- 
with thou begOD.** — “ Grace” (quod 1) “ me think- 
eth, I should haue a rewarde for my long tra- 
uaile?” — “ I shall tell thee” (quod she) " tribu- 
cion of thy good willes, to haue of thy Margaritc 
perle, it beareth not the name of mede, but onely 
of good gtace, and that cometh not of thy desert, 
but of thy Margarites goodnesse, and vertue alone.” 
(Quod I) “ should all my long trauaile haue no re- 
warde, but through grace, and sometyme your 
seluen saied, nghtwiseiiesse-euenliche rewardeth to 
quite one benefite for an other.” — “ That is sothe” 
(quod Loue) “ euer as I saied, as to hym that 
doeth good, whiche to doen he were neither holden, 
ne yet constrained.” — “ That is sothe” (quod I). 
** Truely” (quod she) all that euer thou doek 
thyne Mar^nte perle of will, of loue, and of rea- 
son thou owest to doen it, yet b it nothyng els but 
yeldyng of thy debte, in quiting of thy grac^ 
which she tbee lente, wham ye first mette.” — “I 
wene” (quod J) “ right little grace to me she deli- 
qered. Certes it was h^rde grace, it bath mgh me 
astrangled.” — “That it was good grace I wotte well 
thou wilt it gi^unte, ere thou departe hence. If 
any man yeue an other wight, to whom that he 
ought not, and whiche that of Himself nothyng 
maie haue, a garmente or a coate, though he 
weare the coate, or els thilke clotbyng, it is not to 
put to him that was naked, the cause of his cloth- 
yng, but onelie to him that was yeuer of the gar- 
ment. Wherefoie I sale, thou that were nak^ of 
loue, and of thyself none haue mighteste, it is not 
I to put to thyne owne persone, sithen thy loue came 
j through thy Margarit perle. Ergo she was yeuer 
of the loue, althougbe thou it vse, and there sente 
she thee grace, thy seruicc to beginne. She is 
worthie the thanke of this grace, for she was the 
yeuetv 

“ All the thoughtes, busie dooynges, and plea** 
saunce in thy might, and in thy woordcs, that thou 
canste deuise, been but right little, in quityng of tby 
debte: had she not been, soche thyn^ bad not been 
I studied. So all these matters kindlm drawenhom- 
word to this Margarite peerle, for from tbence wei^ 
thei borowed, all is hoUie her to witte the loue that 
I thou haaest, and thus qultest thou thy debt, in that 
I thou stedfosthe seruest. ‘ And kepe well that loue, 
1 thee rede, that of her thou hast bonowed, and vse 
it in her seruice, thy d^te lo quite, ^md than art 
thou able right sone to haue grace, wherefore after 
, mede, in nonehalue piaiest thon lioke* 
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Thus thy ginnyng and cndyng, is but grace 
alone, and m thy got^ deseruyng, thy dehte thou 
aquiteste : without grace is nothyuge worthe, what 
60 euer thou werche. Thanke thy Maigarite of I 
hftr greate gtace tiiat hetherto thee hath guided, ^ 
and praie her of contmuaunce, foorthe in thy ' 
weikes hereafter, and that for no mishap tby grace 
ouerthwartlie tourne. Grace, glone, and ioye, is 
comyng through good folkes desertes, and by get- 
tyng of grace therein shullen ende. And what is 
^more glorie, or more loie than wisedome, and loue 
in peifite charitie whiche God hath graunted to all 
tho that well can deserue/* And with that this 
iady all at ones starte into mvne hertc; heie wol 
I onbide*' (quod she) for euer, and ncuer woll I 
gone hence, and I woll kepe thee from medlynge, 
while me liste here onbide: thyne entremetyng 
maners^ into stedfastnes shullen be chaungecl.” 

Sober L icHE tho threwe I vp myne iyen, and hugelie 
•tho was I astonied of this sodain aduenture, and 
fame would 1 haue learned bow vertues shulden 
been knowen, in which thynges I hope to God, | 
hereafter she shall me euformen, and namely | 
Bithen her resting place is now so nigh at my will : ' 
and anone all these thynges that this ladie saied, I 
remembred me by my sdf, and reuolued the lines 
of myne vnderstandyng wittes. 

‘ Tho found I fully all .these matters, perfitelie 
theie written, how misse rule by fained lone, bothe 
Vealmes and cities hath gouem^ a greate throwe. 
Howe lightlie me might the fautes espie, howe 
rules ill loue should been vsed, howe sometyme 
with fained loue, foule I was begiled, how I should 
loue haue knowe, and howe J shall in loue with my 
seruice precede. 

Also furthermore, T found of perdurable letters, 
wonderlie there grauen, these matters, whiche I 
shall pempne. Certes none age, ne other thing in 
yearth, maie the least sillable of this m no poinct 
deface, but clei ly as the Sonne, in myne vnder- 
standyng soule tbei shinen. This maie neuer out 
of my mmde, how I maie not my loue keepe, but 
through willyng in herte : wilne to loue maie I not, 
hut I louyng haue. Loue haue I hone, but through 
grace of this Margarite perle. It is no maner 
double, that will woll not loue, biitfpr it is louyng, 
as wille woll not rightfully, but for it is rightfull it 
Seine, Also will is not louyng for he woll loue, 
but he woll loue for he is louyng; it is all one to 
will to be loumg, and louyngs in possession to haue. 
Right so will, woll not loue, for of loue hath he no 
partie, and yet I dome not louyng, will wilne more 
loue to haue, which that he hath not, whan he wold 
more than he hath, but I say he maie no loue 
wilne, if he no lone haue, thiough whiche thilk 
loue he should wilnc; but to haue this louyng 
will, maie no maune of hy m Self, but onciy through 
grace tofpie gooyng; right so maie no man it 
keepe, but by grace folowing. Consider now euery 
man aright aa<J lette seen if that any wight of him- 
self,' mowe this louiug well get, and he thereof first 
nothing haue: for if it shoidd of himself spryng, 
either it must be willing, or not willynge. Wil- 
lyng by hymself maie he it not haue, sithen him 
faileth the matter that shuld it forth bung, the 
matter him faileth . why ^ he maie thereof haue 
ho knowing, till whan grace put it in his hertc. 
Thus willyng by hiinself, male he it not haue, and 
^ot willing* to^ie he it not haue. Tarde ouerr coa- 


ceipte of euery reasonable creature, otherwise wil 
not graunt: will in affirmatife with not willing by 
no waie mow accord. And although this louing 
woll come in mine herleby fienesse of arbitrement, 
as in this bookc fullie is shewed, yet owe I not tber- 
fore as moche alowe my frewill, as grace of that 
Margarite, to me leaned, for neither might I with- 
out grace to forne goyng, and afterwarde foloving, 
tliilk grace gel ne kepe, and lese shal I it neuer 
but if frewill it make, as m willing otheuvise than 
grace hath me graunted. For right as whan any 
persone taketh, willing to be sober, and throweth 
that awaie willing to bee dionke, or els taketli will 
of drinking out of measure ; which thing anon as 
it is doon, maketh through his own gilt by frewill, 
that leseth his grace. In which thing thercfoie, 
vpon the nobley of grace I mote trusten, and my 
busie cure set the like grace to ke^e, that my free- 
will otherwise than by reason it should werche, 
cause not my grace to voider for thus must I 
bothe loke to frewill and to grace. For right ab 
naturell vsage, in engendering of children, maie 
not been without father, no also but with the mo- 
ther, for neither father ne mother, in begetting may 
itlacke: right so grace and fiewill accoiden, and. 
without hem both maie not louyng, will m no 
partie been gette'n. But yet is not fi eewill, in get- 
tyng of that thyng, so mokell thanke worthie as i s 
grace, ne m the keepyng thereof, so moche thanke 
deserueth, and yet in gettyng and keepyng botlie 
doen thei accorde. Truelie often time grace, fre- 
will helpeth infordooyng of contrary thynges, that 
to willyng loue not accorden, and strength will ad- 
uersities to withsit, wherefore al together to grace 
oweih to been accepted, that my wllyng descru- 
eth : frewill to louyng in this wise is accorded. I 
remember me well how all this booke (who so 
heede taketh) considereth all thynges, to werch- 
inges of mankinde euenly accordeth, as in turning 
of this woid loue, into troth, or els rightwisenesse, 
whether that it like. For what thing that faileth 
to man, ni helpyng of free arbitrement, thilke 
rightwisenesse to take, or els to kepO, through 
whiche a man shall bee saued, of whiche thyng all 
this booke mencion’ hath ihaked, in euerie pomet 
thereof* grace oweth to be tbank^. 

Wherefore I saie, euery wight hanynge this 
rightwibenesse, rightfull is, aud yet therefore I 
feele not in my conscience, that to all rightfull is 
behoten the blisse euerlasting, but to hem that beert 
rightfull, withouten any vnrightfulnesse. Some 
man after some degree, maie rightfully been ac- 
compted: as chaste menm Imyng, and yet been 
thei langlers, and full of eniiie pressed : to hem 
shall this blisse neuer been deliuered. For right 
as very blesse, is without al maner nedc, right so 
to no man shall it bee yeuen, but to the rightfull; 
voide fiom al maner vnrightfulnesse founds, so no 
man to hir blisse shall been folowed, but he be 
nghtfull, and with vnrightfulnesse ndt bounde, and 
in that degree fixllie bee knowe. This rightfulnesM 
in os moche as m hymself is, of none euill it is 
cause, and of all maner goodnesse, truely it is mo- 
ther. This helpeth the spirite, to withsitte the 
leude lustes of fieshlie likyng; this strengtheth 
and mainteineth the laweof kind, and if that other 
while, me weneth harme of this precious thiuge to 
followe, there through* is nothyng the cause, ofi 
somwhat els cometh it aboute, who so taketh bede. 
Bvngljtfulnessc forsoth, weme many holie sainqtea^ 
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,igood sanour in swetenesse to God almi«htie, but 
.that to some folkes, thei weren sauourof death into 
dedly ende, that come not of the samctes riglit- 
wisnesse, but of other wicked mennes badaesse 
hath preceded. Truely the ilke wiU, whiche that 
the ladie of Txjue me learned, affeccion of wille to 
nempne, whicbe is m willing of profitable thlnges, 
emll IS it not, but whan to fleshly lustes it consent- 
etb, ayenst reason of soule • but that this thing 
more clearely be vnderstande, it is for to knowe, 
whence, and how the ilke will is so tic.ous and so 
readie, euU deedes to pei forme. 

Grace at the ginning, ordeined thilk wil in good- 
nesse, euer to haue endured, and neuer to badnesse 
bane assented : menne should not bileue, that God 
thilke wil maked to be vicious. Our firste father 
as Adam and Eue, for vicious appetites, and vicious 
wille to soche appetites consentyng, been not on 
thing m kinde, other thyng is dooen for the other. 
And how this will first into manne, fitst assented, 
J holde it piofitable to shewe: but if the first con- 
dicion of reasonable creatuie, woll be considered 
and appertly loked, lightly the cause of soche wille 
maie been shewed. Intencion of God was, that 
rightfully aud bl^ed, should reasonable nature 
been maked, himself for to kepe, but neither blis- 
fuU ne rightfull, might it not be, withouten will in 
.them bothe. > Will of ngbtfulnesse is the like same 
dghtCulnesse, as here toforne is shewed : but wil 
of blisse is not the like blisse, for euery manne 
hath not thilke blisse, in whom the will thereof is 
abiding. In this blisse after euery vnderstandyng, 
Is suffisaunce of couenable comoditees, without 
any maner nede, whether it bee blisse of angels or 
els the like, that grace first in paradise siiffred 
Adam to haue. For although angels blisse bee 
more than Adams was in Paradise, yet mate it not 
.be denied, that Adam in Paradise, ne had sufil- 
^unce of blisse : fbr right as greate herte is with- 
out al maner of colduesse, and yet maie an other 
herte more beate haue, right so nothing defended 
Adam in Paiadise to been blissed, without all 
maner nede. 

Although angels blisse bee mOche more, forsotbe 
it foloweth not lasse than an other to haue there- 
fore hym needeth, but for to wante a thynge, 
wbiche that behoueth to been had, that maie 
neede been cleaped,. and that was not in Adam, at 
the first ginniDg God and the Margante weten 
what I mean. Forsotbe where as is neede, there 
is wretchednesse, good without cause to fornegoyng, 
made not reasonable creature wretched, for him to 
vnderstande and loue hadde he first maked. . God 
'made therfore map blissed without all maner indi- 
gence, togither and at ones toke reasonable crea- 
ture blysse, and of wil of blissednesse, and wifi of 
nghtfulnes, whiche jis rigbtfulnes it selue, and li- 
bertie of arbitrement, that is fre wil, with which 
■thilke nghfulnes may he kepe and l^e. So and 
^n that wise ordained thilke two, that wil whiche 
that instrum ente is cleaptd, as here toforne ipen- 
,cion is maked, shulde vse thilke rightfujnes, by 
teachinge of his soule to good maner of gouem- 
aunce, in thought and m wordes, and that it 
shopldevsetbe blisse in obedient maner, witliouten 
anie incommodite. Blisse forsotbe in to mans pro- 
^te, aud rightwisnes m to his worship God deli- 
uered at ones : , but rightfulnesse so was yeuen that 
man might it lese, whiche yf he not loste had not, 
^ut cQEtinaelJy lipue it kept, be should haue de^ 
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j serued the auauncement in to the felowshippe of 
I angels, in whiche thing if he that loste, neuer by 
himselfe forwarde shulde he it mow ayenward re- 
couer: and as wel the blisse that he was in, as 
aungeles blisse that to him wardes was coming, 
shuld be nome at ones, and he depriued of them 
bothe. And thus fyl man vnto likenesse of unrea- 
sonable becbtes, and with hem to corrupcion and 
vnlustes apetites was he -vnder throwne, but yet wil 
of blisse dwelleth, that by indigence of good, which 
that he lost through great wretchednes, by right 
shulde he ben punished. And therefor he weined 
nghtfulnes, loste hath he his blisse : but faile of 
bis desiie in his owne commodite maye he not, and 
■were commodites to his reasonable nature, whiche 
he hath loste may he not haue. To false lustes, 
whiche ben bestial appetites he is turned : folye of 
vneonning hath him begiled, in wening that thilk 
ben the comodites that owen to beu desired. This 
affection of will by liberte of arbitrement is en- 
duoed to wiln thus thing that he shulde not, and 
so is wii not maked yuel but vnrightfiill, by ab- 
sence of rigbtfulnes, which thing by reason euer 
shulde he haue. And frenesse of arbytrement may 
he not wilne whan be it not haueth, for while he it 
had, thilke helpe it not to kepe : so that without 
grace may it not ben recouered. Wil of comedite, 
m as moche as vnngbtful it is maked, by willing 
of yuel lustes, willing of gooduesse may he not 
wilne for wil of instrument to affection of wil is 
thralled, sithen that other thing may not it wilne, 
for wjl of instrument to affeccion desiretb, and yet 
ben bothe they wil cleped: for that insti ament 
woll, through affection it wylneth, and affection de- 
sireth thilke thing wherto instrument him ledeth. 
And so frewel to vnlusty affecion fill seiuannt is 
maked, for vnnghtfulnes maye he not relene, and 
without nghtfulnes ful firedome may it neuer haue. 
For kindly liberty of arbitrement without it, veine 
and ydel is forsoth. Wheifore yet I say, as often 
haue I said the same, whan instrument of will 
loste hath rigbfulnes, in no maner but by grace 
may he ayen rctourae righthfulnes to wilne. For 
sithen nothinge but rigbtfulnes alone shuld 
wilne, what tliat euer he wilneth without rightful- 
nes, vnnghfully he it wilneth. These than vnrigh- 
ful appetites and vn thrifty lustes which the flies 
desiretb, in as mokel as they ben in kinde, ben they 
not bad, but they ben vnrightful and badde, for 
they ben in lesonable creature, wher as they be- 
ynge in no way shuld ben sufiVed. In vnreason- 
able beestes neither ben they yuel ne vnnghful, 
for there is their kinde beyng. 

Knowen .may it w,el ben now, of these tbinges to- 
forne declared, that man hath not alwai thfik 
nghtfulnes, which by date of ri^ht eiiermorc hauen 
he shuld, and by not way by himself naaye be it 
get ne kepe, and after he it hath if be it lese, re* 
coiier shall he it neuer, without especial grace: 
wheifore the comune sentence of the p^ple in opi- 
nion, that euerye thmge after destenie is nilSfl, 
false and wicked is to bele;ne : for tboqg^ predes- 
tmacion be as wel of good as of badde, sitb^ that 
it is said God badnest made, whioh^ he neuer ne 
wrought, but for he sufiretb hem to be maked, as 
that he hardeth wban he nought n^aieth, or led^ 
into temptacion wban he not deliuereth, wherime 
it IS none mconuenieot if in t]va| maner be said, 
(3od toforne l^auc destenied, bqtli J)a4de, ande'lur 
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badde wcrkes, whan hem ne their yuel dedes ne*- 
ther amendeth ne therto hem grace leueth. But 
specyallyche predestinacion of goodnes, alone is 
saide by these great clcrkes, for in him God doth 
that they ben, and that is goodnes they werchen. 
But the negatife herof m badnesse is holden, as the 
lady of Loue hath me lemed, who so aright in this 
booke lofceth. And vtterly it is to weten, that pre- 
destmacion properly in God maye not been demed, 
,no more than befome weting. For m the chapitie 
of Goddes befome weting, as Loue me rebersed, al 
these maters apertely maye ben fbunden. Al 
thinges to God been nowe togither and rn presence 
duringe. Trewly presence and predestinacion in 
nothing disacorden, wherfbre as I was lemed, hoae 
Goddes before wetyng and fie choice of will mowe 
stonden togither, me thinketh the same reason me 
leadeth, that destenle and frewil acorden, so that 
neither of hem both to other in nothinge epntrari- 
eth. And reasonabliche may it not ben demed, 
as often as any thing falleth frewil wercbing, as if 
a man another man wrongfully anoyeth, wherfore 
he bitn sleeth, that it bee constrained to that ende, 
as mokell folke crieth and saithe ; lo, as it was de- 
stenied of God tofome know, so it is thorowe ne- 
<«cessite fal, and other wise might it not betide* 
Trewlye neither he that the wronge wrought, ne he 
that him selfe venged, none of thilke things thorow 
nccessite wrought: for if that with frewil ther bad 
it not willed, neither had wrought that he per- 
fourmed : and so vtterly grace that frewil in godd- 
nes bringeth and kepeth, and fro badnes ittoumeth, 
in al thinge moste thanke deserueth. This grace 
maketh sentence in vertne to abyde, wherfore in 
body and in soule m full plentie of conninge, after 
their good deseruing in the euerlastinge ioyc, after 
the daye of dome shul they endles dwel, and they 
fhul ben lemed that in kingdome with so mokel 
affecte of loue and of grace, that the lest ioy shal 
of the greatest in glorie reioyce and been gladded, 
as if be the same loye had. What wonder sith 
God is the greatestloue, and thee qe ought to loke 
thinges with resonning to proue, and so is instru- 
ment of wil, will: and yet vanetii he fiom effecte 
and vsmge both. Affeccion of wil also for wil is 
cleped, but it varieth from instrument in this 
maner wise, by that name, liche whan it cometh 
in to minde, anon right it is in willing desired, and 
the negatife thereof with willing my not acorde: 
this is closed in herte, though vsage and instrument 
slepe. This slepeth whan instrument and vse waken : 
and of soebe maner affection trewelye, some man 
fihath more, and some man lesse. Certes trewe 
Jouers wenen euer therof to Iitell to haue. False 
loners in Iitell wenen haue right mokell. Lo in- 
£trumente of will in false and trewe bothe euenlich 
is proporcioned, but affection is more in someplace 
than in some, bycause of goodnes that foloweth and 
that 1 think hereafter to declare. Use of this in- 
strument is wil, but it taketh bis name whan wilned 
'thmge is in doiynge. But vtterly grace to catch 
in thy blisse, desir^ to ben rewarded. Thou muste 
haue than aifection of will at the ful, and vse whan 
his tyme asketh wysely to ben gouemed. Sothly 
my disciple without feruent affection of will maye 
no man ben saued : this affection of good seruice 
in good loue, may not ben grounded, without fer- 
uent desire to the thinge in will coueited. But he 
that neuer retcheth to haue or not to haue, affecion 
of will in that hath no resting place. Why? for 


whan thinge cometh ^to minde and it bee not taken/ 
in hede to comin or not come, therfore m that 
place affection ftuleth : and for tbilke affection is 
so lit»»l, thorow whiche in goodnes he sboulde come 
to his grace, the litelnes wil it not suffre to auaile 
by no waye in to his helpes : certes grace and re- 
son tbilke affection foloweth. This affection with 
reason knitte, dureth in eueriobe trewe herte, and 
euermore is encreasing, no ferdnes, nor strength 
may it remoue while truthe in herte abideth. 
SotWy whan falshed ginneth ^tre, truth draweth 
away, grace and loy both, but than thilke falshed 
that trouth hath there voided bath vnknit the 
bonde of vnderstandinge reason, bytwen wil and 
the herte. And who so that bonde vndoth, and 
vnknitteth wil to be in other purpose than to the 
first accorde, knitteth him with contrary of reason, 
and that is vnreason. Lo, than will and vnreason 
bnngeth a man from the blisse of grace, whiche 
thing of pure kmde, euery man ought to sbonne 
and to eschew, and to the knot of wil and leasou 
confiime. “ Methinketh” (quod she) “by thy 
studient lokes, thou wenest iu these wordes me to 
contranen, from other sayinges here tofome in 
other place, as whan thou were somtime in affec- 
tion of will, to thinges that now ban brought the m 
disease, whiche I haue the counsailed to voide, and 
thin herte disconer, and there [made tby wil to ben 
changed, whiche now thou wenest I argue to wit- 
holde and to kepe. Shortlye I say that reuers m 
these wordes may not beq founder for though 
dronkenes be forMen, men shull not alway ben 
drinkles. I trow right for thou tby wil out of rea- 
son shulde not toume, thy will in one reason shuld 
not vnbinde, I say thy wil in thy firste purpose with 
vnreason was closed : constrewe forth of the rem- 
naunte what the good liketh. Trewly that wil and 
reason shuld be knit togither was frewil of reasot^ 
after lime thine herte is assentaunt to them both, 
thou myght not chaunge, but if thou from rule of 
reason varye, in whiche vanaunce to come to 
thilke blisse desired, contrariously thou wercheSt: 
and nothing may know wil and reason but loue 
alone. Than if tbon voide loue, than wenest the 
bonde, that knitteth, and so nedes or els right 
lightly, your other gon a sondry, wherfore thou 
sest apertly that loue holdeth this knot, and 
amaistreth ^em to be bounde. These thmges, as 
a ring in circuit of wreth ben knit in thy soule 
without departing. “A let be, let be” (quod I) 
“ it nedeth not of this no rehersaile to make, my 
soule IS yet in parfite blisse, in thmkiug of that 
knot 

Now trewly lady I haue my grounde wel vnder- 
stond, but what thinge is thilke spire that into a 
tree shoulde wexe: expowne me that thing, what 
ye therof meane.” — “ That sbal 1” (quod she) 
“ blitblie, and take good hede to the wordes 1 the 
rede. Continuaunce in thy good seruice, by long 
prooesse of tyme m full hope abiding, without any 
chaunge to wilne in thyn herte: this is the spire, 
whiche if it be well kept and gouemed, sbal so 
hugely spring, til the fruit of grace is plentuousiy 
out sprongen ; for all though thy will be good, yet 
may not therfbre thilke blisse desired, hasteiy on 
the discenden, it must abyde his sesonable tyme^ 
And so by proces of growing, 'i^hat thy good tra- 
tieile, it shall into more and more wexe, til it be 
founde so naighty, that vindes of yuel spedhe, ne 
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of enuie, make nat the trauaile euerthrow, 
Sae frostes of mlstTnst, ne kailes of lelousy right 
iitel might bane m harmmg of soch springes. 
'vEnery yoog setting lightly with smal stormes is 
apeired, but whan it is woxen somdele in greatnes, 
than han great blastes and wethers but litel might, 
any disauauiit^ge to hem for to werche.” — “ Mine 
owne souerain lady’^ (quod I) “and welth of mine 
herte, and it were lyking vnto your noble grace, 
‘ther through nat to be dispk^ed, I supose ye 
erren, now ye maken ielosy enuy, and distourbour 
to hem that ben your semauntes. I haue lerned 
ofte tofome this time, that in euery louers herte 
great plentie of ielousies greues ben sowe, wherfore 
me t^nketh ye ne ought m no maner accompte, 
thilke thing amonge these other welked winers and 
Venomous serpentes, as enuy, mistrust, and yuel 
'speche.’’ — O foole” (quod she) “ mistrust with 
'foly, with yuel wil medled engendreth that welked 
padde. Truely if they were distroied ielousy vn- 
Mowne were for euer, arid yet some maner of ie- 
lousy, I wot wel IS euer redy in al the hertes of 
"my trew seruauntes, as thus: to be ieloos oner 
self, lest he because of his owne disease. 

‘ “ This lelousye in ful thought, eimr shuld be kept 

for ferdnes to lese his loue by midfieping thoiowe 
his owne doing in leudaes, or els thus : lest she 
that thou seruest so feruently is beset ther her bet- 
ter lyketh, that of al thy good seruice she compteth 
'nat a cresse. These ielousies in herte for accepta- 
ble qualitees ben demed: these oughten euery 
trewi louer by kindely, euermore hauen in his 
minde, til fully the grace and blisse of pay seruice 
be on him discend^ at wil. And he that than 
•ielousy catchetb, or els by weoing of bis owne 
^folishe wilfixines fnistrustet;h, treuly with fontasy 
of venim, he is foule begiled. Yuel wil hath 
grounded thilke mater of sorow in his leyde soule, 
•and yet nat for than to euery wight shuld me not 
trust, ne eueri wight fully misbeleue the meane of 
\these thioges wen to be vsed. Sothly withouten 
^auseful eiiidence, mistrust in lelousye, shulde not 
be wened in' no wise person conaenly, eoch leude 
wickednes shulde me ^at 6 nde. He that is wise 
and with yuell wil nat be a cornered, can abyde 
wel his time tU, grace and bhsse of his seruice 
folowing haue him so mokel eased, as his abidinge 
tofore hande hath him diseased.” — Certes lady” 
•(quod I tho) “ of nothing me wondreth, sithen ' 
thilke blisse so precious is and kindly, good and 
•wel is, and worthy in kind, whan it is medleth 
what loue and reason, as ye to ,fome haue de- 
clared. Why, anon as hie one sprong, why 
springeth net the tother ? and anone the one 
cometb, why receiueth not the ptherJ for euery 
^hing that is out of his kindly place, by full appe- 
tite, euer cometb thyderward Idndly to drawe, and 
•liis kiudely being ^erto him constraineth. And 
,fhe kindly stede of this blisse, is m sochwil medled 
^to Tnbide, and nedes in that it shnid haue his 
^indely beyng. Wherfore me thinketh anon as 
Ithat wil to be shewed, and kinde him profereth, 
^f^Hlke bhsse shulde hym hye thilke wil to reoeyue, 
ter els kind of goodnes worchen not in hem as they 
«hold» , Lo, be the Sonne nener so ferre, euer it 
hath hys k3nade werching in erth : great weight on 
hie on loft caried, srintetb nener til it come to this 
resting place. Waters to the se ward euer ben 
they drawing, .thing that is light blythly will not 
mnkob bat epqr ascendeUi and wpward draweth* 


Thus kind in euery thing his kindly course, and 
his being place sheweth : wherfore be kinde on this 
good wil, anon as it were sprong, this blisse shuld 
theron discende, hir kinde wold they dwelleden 
togider, and so bane ye said your selfc.” — Certes^* 
(quod she) “ thyne herte sitteth wonder sore this 
bhsse for to haue, thin herte is sore agreued that 
it tarieth so longe, and if thou durstest, as me 
thinketh by thine words, this blisse woldest thou 
blame. But yet I say, thilke blisse is kindely 
good, and his kindely place in that will to vnbyde. 
Nener the later, there comming togider afl^er 
kindes ordinaunce nat sodamly may betide it must 
abide time, as kind yeueth him leue, for if a man, 
as this wil medled gonne him shewe, and thilke 
blisse in haste folowed, so lightly comming shulde 
lightly cause going, longe time of thrusting, caus- 
erii dnnke to be the more delicious whan it is 
atasted.” — “ Howe is it" (quod I than) “ that so 
many blisses se T all day pt min eye, in the first 
moment uf a sight with socbe wil accord. Ye, 
and yet other while with wil assenteth, singulerly 
by himselfe ther reason foiletb, trauaile was none, 
seruice had no time. This is a queint maner 
thinge, how soche doing cometh aboute.’’ — “ O” 
(quod she) “ that is thus, the erthe kindely after 
seasons and times of the yere, bringeth forth 
immnnmerable herbes and trees bothe profitable 
and other, but soch as men might leaue though 
tl^ey were nought in norishjng^ to mans kinde 
seraqn or els soche as toumen soone vnto mennes 
confusion, in ease that thereof they ataste. comen 
forthe out of the erthe by their owne kind, withi- 
outen any manes ci]i;e 0/ any busynes in traueile ; 
and the ilke herbes Idiat to meunes liuelode ne- 
cessarily seruen without, whicbe goodly In this 
life creatures mowen not enduren, and moste ben 
nourishen to mankind, without great traueile, great 
tilthe, and longe abiding time, comen not out of 
the erthe, and it with seed tofome ordained soche 
herbes to make spring and forthe growe. Kigbt so 
the parfite blisse, that we haue in meaning of dnr- 
mge tyme to abide, maye nat come so lightly, but 
with great traurile and right besy tilth, and yet 
good seed to be sowe, for oft the croppe fiulethe of 
badde sede, be it neuer so wel traueiled. And 
thilke blisse thou spoke of so lightly in comminge, 
trewely is nat necessary ne abydinge : and but it 
the better bee stamped, and the venomous ieuse 
out wrongen, it is likely to enpoisoneu all tho that 
there' of tasten Certes right bitter ben the herbes 
that showen first the yere of hir own kind. Wel 
the more 1^ the Lquruest that yeldest many graines, 
tho long and sore it hath ben traueylei What 
wddest thou demen yf a man wolde yeue tbre 
quarters of nobles of golde, that wer a precions 
V * — " ye certes" (quod I). And what” (quod 
she) “tbre® quarters ful of peeries:'^ — “ certes*^ 
(quod I) “that were a riche gtfte.” — “ And wb^ 
(quod she) “of as mokel azure?” (quod!) 4 a 
p^ous gyfte at fill.” — “ Were not” (quod she) 
“ a noble gifte of all these at ones — “ Jn g^ 
folth” (qu^ 1 ),“ for wanting of Englishe naming 
of 80 noble a worde, I can not for preeionsiiesse 
yene it a name “ rightfully'^ (quod she) “ hast 
thou demed, and yet lone knitte in yertoe, paseeth 
ai the golde in this ecthe. Good wil accordant to 
reason, wi.th no maner p^perty may be counter- 
nailed, all the azure IB the world is not to acconnte 
in respecte of reason} that with good wil and 
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«ccordetb, with non erthely riches maye nat ben 
amended. This yeft hast thou yeuen 1 knowe it 
‘Bayself, and thy Magaiite thilke gift hath receued, 
in which 'thing to reward she hath her selfe bounde. 
But thy gift as I said, by no maner riches maye 
be amended wherfore with thing that may nat be 
amended thou shaft of thy Margarites right wis- 
nesse be rewarded. Right suffred yet neuer but 
cuery good deede somtyme to be ^ olde. A1 wolde 
thy Margante with no rewarde the quite. Right 
-that neuer more dieth thy mede in merite wol 
puruey. Certes soch sodaine bhsse as thou first 
mempnest, Tight wil hem reward as the wel is 
worthy, and though at thm eye it sejn^th the re- 
warde the desert to passe, right can after sende 
soch bitemes euenly it to rewarde : so the sodain 
hlisse by always of reson in great goodnes may not 
be acompted, but blisse long, both long it abydeth, 
and endlesse it woll last. Se why thy wil is ende- 
lesse, for if thou louedeste euer, thy will is euer 
tber tabjde and neuer more to chaunge : euenhed 
of reward must ben done by right : than muste 
nedes thy grace and this blisse endelesse in loy to 
-vnbule. Enenlyche disease asketh euerilyche ioy, 
■whiche hastly thou shalte haue. ” A’* (quod I) 
it sufiisotli not than alone good will, be it neuer 
so well with reason naedlcd, but (f it be in good ser- 
uice long trauailed. And so through seruice should 
men come to the loye, and this me thinketh should 
be the wemng tie of which ye first meuod.” 

•** Very trouthe” (quod she) “ hast thou now con- 
oeiued of these thinges in thin herte, hasteiy shaft 
thou be able veiye loye and paifite blisse to re- 
oeiue. And now I wotc well thou desyrest to 
knowe the .maner of branches, that out of thetre 
should spnng.*’ — “Thcrof lady” (quod I) ‘‘ heiteiy 
'I you pray: for than leuo I wol, that right soone 
.after T shall ataste of the frute that I so loage 
vhaue desired .’^ — ** Thou haste herde” (quod she) 
“ in what wise this tre tofoine this haue I declared, 
.as in ground and in stocke of wexing. First the 
aground shuld be thy fircwtl ful in thine herte, and 
Ihe stocke (as I saide) shoud be continuauuce in 
•good seruice, by long time in trauaile, til it were 
^n greatnes right well woxen. And whan this tree 
fSOche greatnes hath caught, as 1 bane rebersed, 
.(the braunebes than that the frute should forth 
•bringe, speche muste they be nedes in roice of 
prayer, in complaining wise vsed.'^^ — Out alas’' 
•(quod I tho) ** he is sorowfuUy wounded that hid- 
leth his speche, and i.pareth his complaints to make, 
what shal I speke that care but pame euen lyke 
^ hcl, sore hath me assailed, and so feiforth m 
parne me throng, that I leue my tre is ser and 
jicuer shal it ft ut forth bring. Certes he is greatly 
eased, that dare his preuy mone discouer to a true 
felow, that conning hath and might whei through 
his pleint m any thing may be amended. And 
mokel more is he ioied that with herte of hardines, 
dare complaine to his ladye, what cares that he 
«Ueffreth, by hope of mercy with grace to be 
auaiinced. Trudy I say for me, sithe J came this 
jMargarit to serue, durst I neuer me discouer of no 
maner disease, and wel the later hath min herte 
bardied soch thmges to done, for the great bounties 
and worthy refreshements that sbe of her grace 
goodlye, without any deserte on , my halne ofte 
bath me rekened, and nere her ^goodnes the more 
grace and with mercy medled, which passed 


al desertes, traueils, and seruinges, that I in any 
degre might endite, I wold wen X shuld be without 
reconer m getting of this blisse for euer. Thus 
haue I stilled my disease, thus haue I couered my 
care, that 1 bren iu sorowful anoy, as gledes and 
coles wasten a fire vnder deed ashen. Wel, the 
boter is the fire, that with ashen it is ouerlein : 
right longe tins wo haue I suffred.” — Lo” (quod 
Loue) “ how thou farest : me thinketh the palse 
yuel hath acomered thy wittes, as fast as thou 
hiest forwarde, anonsodainly backwarde thou mou- 
esb Shall nat yet all thy leudnes out of thy 
braines ? dul ben thy skilful vnderstandmges, thy 
wil hath thy wit so amaistred. Wost thou not 
weP’ {quod she) but euery tree in his sesonable 
time of bourioning shewe his blomes fix> within, in 
signe of what fruite shuld out of him spring, els 
the frute for that yere men halt deliuered, be the 
ground neuer so good. And tliough the stock be 
mighty at the ful, and the braudches seer and no 
burions shew, farwel the gardiner he may pipe 
with an yue leafe his fruite is failed. Wherfoie 
thybraunches mu&tburioncn in presence of thy 
lady, if thou desire any frute of thy ladies grace, 
but beware of thy lyfe, that |thou no wo delay vse, 
as in asking of things that stretchen into shame, 
for than might thou notspede by no way that I can 
espie. Ueitue wol not sufire villany out of him- 
seif to springe. Thy wordOs may not be quemt ne 
of subtel maner vnderstanding. Fieelwitted peo- 
ple supposen in soch poesies to be begiled m open 
vnderstauding must euery word be vsed. Uoice 
without clere .vnderstandinge of sentence, saith 
Anstotel, right nought prmteth in herte. Thy 
wordes than to abide in herte and cleue m ful sen- 
tence of trewe mening platly must thou shew and 
euer be obedient, her hestes and her willes to per- 
forme, and be thou set in soche a wit to wete by a 
loke euermore what she meaneth. And be that 
list nat to speke, but stilly his disease sufire : what 
wonder is it tho' be neuer come to bis blisse ? who 
that trauaileth vnwist, and coueiteth thing vn- 
knowe, vnweting he shal be quited, and with vn- 
know thing rewarded." — ■“ Gtood lady^’ (quod I 
than) “ it hath oft be sene, tAie wethers and 
stormes so hugely haue fal iu burioning tyme, 'and 
and by perte duresse ban beaten of the fringes 
so dene, wher through the fruit of thilk yeie hath 
failed. It is a great grace whan burions han good 
wethers, their frutes forth to bring. Alas than 
after soche stormes howe harde is it to auoide, till 
efte wednng and yeres han maked hir circute 
cours al about, er any faite be able to’ be tasted 
he IS sheet for shame, that foole is rebuked of his 
speche. He that is in fire brenning sore sm^rteth 
for disease. Him ihmketh ful longer the water 
come that shuld the fire quenche. Whil men gon 
after a leche, the body is buned. Lo howe semely 
this ftiite wexeth, me thinketh that of tho ftutes 
may no man atast, for pure bitternes in sauour. 
Jn this wise both friut and the tre wasten away to- 
gither, though mokel besy occupacion haue be- 
speute to bringe it so ferfortbe, that it was able to 
spring. A littel spech hath maked that al this lar. 
hour is ia ydel — ** I not” (quod she) ** wherof it 
serueth tby question to assoHe, me thinketh the 
now duller m wittes, than whan I with the first 
mette, although aman be leude commenlyfbr a 
foole he is not deified, but if he no good wol leme, 
sottes afiC fooles let lightly out of mmde, thp good 
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that men'teachdtb hem. I said therfore thy stocke 
be strong, and in greatues -wel herted, the 
tie is ful feble that at the first dent faileth : and 
al though frute fiaileth one yere or two, yet shall 
soche a season come one time or other, that shall 
bring out frute, that is nothing preterit ne passed, 
ther IS nothing futur ne coming but al thinges to- 
gider in that place ben present euerlasting without 
any meuing, wherfore to god al thing is as now : 
and though a thing be nat in kindly nature of 
thinges as yet, and if it should be herafter, yet 
euermore we shal saye god it maketh be time pre- 
sent, and nowe for no futur ne preterit in him may 
be found. Wherfore his wetinge and bis before 
weting, IS al one in vnderstanding. Than if weting 
and before wetinge of god putteth in necessite to 
al things which he wot or before wot ne thinge 
after eteruite, or els after auye time be wol or doth 
of liberte, hut al of necessite, which thing if thou 
wene it be ayenst reason nat thorowe necessite, to 
be or nat to be, all thinge that god wot or before 
wot, to be or nat to be, and yet nothing defendeth 
any thing to be wist or to he before wist of him in our 
wiiles or our domges to be done, or els comming to 
be for fre arbitrement. Whan thou hast these de- 
claracions well vnderstande, than shalte thou finde 
it resonable at proue, and that many thinges be nat 
thorowe necessite, but thorowe liberte of wil, saue 
necessite of freewil, as I tofore said : aud as me 
thiuketh al vtterly declared.’* — “ Me tbinketh 
lady” (quod I) “ so I shoulde you nat displease, 
^nd euermore your reuerenoe to kepe, that these 
thinges contrarien in any vnderstandynge, for ye 
sain somtyme is thorowe lybertye of wyll, and alki 
thorowe necessite. Of this haue I yet no sauour, 
without better declaracion.” — “ What wonder” 
(quod she) “ is there in these thinges, sithen al day 
thou Shalt se at thine eye, in manye thinges receiuen 
in hem selfie reuers, thorowe diners reasons, as thus. 
I pray the” (quod she) whiche thinges been more 
Teuers than comen and gone: for if I bidde thee 
come to me, and thou come, after whan I bid the 
go and thou go, thou reuersest fro thy firste com- 
minge.” — “ That' is sothe” (quod I) ** and yet” 
(quod she) “ m thy firste alone by diueis reason 
was full reuersinge to vnderstand:” — ” As how” 
(quod 1). “ That shall I shewe the’* (quod she) 
“ by ensample of thinges that haue kindly mouing. 
Is there any thing that meueth more kindly than 
doth the heuens iye, which I clepe the Sonne.” 
“ Sothely” (quod I) **m%^meth it most kindely 
to moue,*,*— !** Thou saiest soth” (quod she) “ Than 
if thou loke to the Sonne, in what parte he be mder 
heuen, euermore he hmgheth him m momnge fro 
thijke place, and heigbeth meumge towarde the 
ilke same place, to thilke place from whiche he 
gotbe be heigbeth comming, and without any 
ceasinge to that place be nejgheth from which be 
js chaunged and withdraw. But now m these 
thinges after diuersite of reason, reuers in one 
thing may be sey without repugnaunce. Wher- 
f<M*e in the same wise, without any repugnaunce by 
my reasones to fore maked, all is one to heleue, 
somthing to be thorow necessite comminge for it is 
coming, and yet with no necessite constrained to 
be oomnainge, but with necessite that comethe out 
of freewill, as I haue said,” Thp list me a litel to 
spel^e, and gan stint my penne of my writing, and 
^aid in thi» wise. ** Trewly lady as me thmketh, 
1 can allege authoritees great that contrarien your 


saiynges. Job saith of mannes person, thon haste 
pntte his terme, whiche thou might nat passe. 
Than saye I tJiat no man maye shorte ne length 
the daye, ordained of his doing, altfao somtime to 
vs it semeth some man to do a thinge of free wil, 
wherthrowe his death he heoteth.” — “Nay for- 
sothe” (quod she) “ it is nothing ayenst my saiyng 
for God IS nat begiled, ne he seeth nothing whedeir 
it shall come of liberte or elles of necessite, yet it 
is said to be ordained at God immouable, which at 
man or it be done maye be chaunged. Soch thing 
also is that Toule the apostel satth of hem that 
tofore werne purposed to besamtes, as thus, whiche 
that God before wist, and hath predestined, corv' 
formes of ymages of his sonne, that he shiild ben 
the firste begeten, that is to say, here amonges 
many brethern, and whom he hath predestined, 
hem be hath deped, and whom he hath cleped, 
hem he hath iustified, and whom he hath iustified, 
hem he hath magnified. This purpose after whiche 
thei been cleped sainctes, or holy in the eueriast- 
ing present, where is neither time passed, ne time 
coming, bnt euer it is onely present, and now as 
mokell a momonte, as vil winter, and so ayen- 
ward withouten any meuing, is nothing iche tern- 
porell presence, for thyng that there is euer pre- 
sente. Yet emonges you men, ere it be in your 
presence, it is monable through lihertie of arbitre- 
ment, And nght as in the euerlastyng present^ 
no maner thing was, ne shal be, but onely is, and 
now here in your temporel time, some thing was 
and IS, and shal be, but mouyng stoundes, and in 
this is no maner repugnaunce. Bight so in the 
euerlastyng presence, nothing male be chaunged: 
and in your temporel time, other while it is pioued 
mouable, by lihertie of will, or it be doe, withouten 
any inconuenience thereof to folow. In your tem- 
porell tyme is no soche presence, as in the other, 
for your presente is dooen, whan passed and to 
come ginnen entre, which times here emongs you, 
euench easily foloweth other, but the presente 
eucrlastyi^, dureth m onehed, withouten any im- 
aginab'e chauiiging, aud euer is presente and nowe. 
Truly the course of .the pianettes, and ouerwhelm- 
inges, of the Sonne, in daies and nightes, with a 
newe ginning of his circuite after it is ended, that 
IS to sain, one yere to folowe an other. These 
maken your transitone times, with chaungyng of 
lines, and mutacion of people. But nght as your, 
temporell presence, coueiteth euery place, ar^ all 
thinges in euery of your times be contained, and 
as now both sey and wist to Gods very knowing.” 
— “ Than” (quod I) “ me wondreth why Poule 
spake these wordes, by voice of significacion m 
time passed, that God his sainctes before wist, hath 
predestined, hath cleped, hath iustified, and hath 
magnified : me thinketh he should haue said tho 
wordea in time present, and that had been mor^ 
accordaunte, tothe euerlastiug presente, than to 
haue spoke m pretent voice of passed vaderstai>4- 
yng.” — " O” (quod Xoue) “ by these wordes, I 
se well thou hast Iitle vnderstanding of the euer- 
lasting presence, or els of my before spoken wordes^ 
for neuer a thing of tho thou haste nempned, was 
to fore other, or after other, butal atones eneliche, 
at the God been, and al tog^er in the euerlasting 
presente, bee now to vnderstandyoft the etemall 
presence, as 1 saied, bath innjose togi^r m one, 
all tymes, in whiche close susd one all thinges, that 
been in cViuers times, and in dmers places temporel» 
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without posteriorlte or priori te, been closed therin 
perpetuall nowe, and make to dwell in present 
sight. But there thou saiest that Poule should 
Haue spoke tlnlke forsaid sentence be time pre- 
sent, and that moste should haue been accordaunt, 
to the enerlasting presence, why gabbest thou to 
thy wordes ? Sothlie I saie Poule mouedthe wordes, 
by significacion of time passed, to sbewe fulhe that 
thilke wordes, wer not put for tempoiell significa- 
cion, for al thilke time wer not thilk sentence tern- 
porajliche borne, which that Poule pronounced, 
God haue tofore know, and haue cleped thau mag- 
nified, wherthrough it maie well ^ know, that 
Poule vsed tho wordes of passed significacion, for 
nede and lacke of a worde in mans bodily speach, 
betokening the euerlasting presence. And ther- 
fore word is most semeliCh in likenesse to euerlast- 
ing presence, he tooke bis sentence for thinges, 
that here befome been passed, vtterly be immoua- 
ble, ilike to the euerlasting presence. As thilke 
that been, there neuer mowe not been present, so 
thinges of time passed, ne mo in no wise not been 
passed : but all thinges in you temporall, pre- 
sence that passeu in a litle while, shullen been not 
present. So than in that it is mbre similitude to 
the euerlastyng presence, significacion of tyme 
passed, that of time temporal presente, and so 
more in accocdaunce. In this maner what thynge 
of these that been dootin through free arbitrement, 
or els as necessaries holy writ pronounceth, after 
etemitie he speaketb, hi whiche presence is euer- 
lastyng soth, and nothing but soth immouable, 
that after tyme, in which naught alwaiebeen your 
willes and your notes, and right as while tbei be 
not, it is not nedefull, hem to be: so oft it is not 
nedeful, that sometyme thei should be.** — “ As 
how” (quod I) ** for yet must I be lemed, by some 
ensample.” — ** Of luue” (quod she) “ wol I now 
ensample make, sithen [ knowe the bed knot iii that 
yelke. Lo, sometyme thou writest no arte, ne arte 
'than m no wil to wiite, and right as while thou 
wiitest not, or els wolt not write, it is not nedefull 
the to write, or els wiln to write. 

- ** And for to make the know vtterly, that th 5 mges 
been otherwise iu the euerlastyng presence, than 
in .temporall time: se now my good child, for 
somthing is m the euerlasting presence, than in 
temporal tyme, it was not in etermtie tyme, lu 
eteme presence shall it not be. Than no reason 
defendeth, that some thing ne maie be in tyme 
temporell mouing, that in eteme is immouable. 
Forsothe it is no more contrary ne reuers, for to be 
mouable in time temporell, and mouable in eter- 
nitle, than not to be in any tyme, and to be alwaie 
in etemitie, and haue to be, or els to come in tyme 
temporell, and not haue bee, ne nought commyng 
to be in etemitie. Yet neuer the later, I saie not 
somethyng to bee neuer in tyme temporell, that 
euer is etemitie, but all onely m sometyme not to 
bee. For I saie not thy Ique to mome in no time 
to be, but to daie alone I deny ne it to bee, and 
yet neuer the later, it is alway m eteraitiq.” 

“ Also” (quod I) it semeth to me, that com- 
myng thyng, or els passed, here in your temporall 
tyme to bee, in etemitie euer now, and present 
.oweth not to be demed, and yet folowethnot thilke 
thing, that was or els shall be, m no maner therto 
been passed, or els coming : than vtterly sbull wee 
deny, for there without ceasing, it is m his present 
maneri^— “ O” (quod she) “ myue owne disciple, 


now ginnest thou able to haue the name of mf 
seruaunt. Thy wit is clered, awaic is now ertrour 
of cloud iu unconnyng, awaie is blindnesse of lone, 
awaie is tboughtfull study, of medling maners, 
hastlie shalte thou e utre into the ioye of me that 
am thine owne maistres^ 

** Thou haste” (quod she) “ in a few wordes, well 
and clerely concluded mokell of my matter* And 
right as there is no reuers, ne contranouscie in tho' 
doinges, right so withouten any repugnaunce, it is 
saied, some tbyng to be mouable in time temporell, 
and for it be, that in etemitie dwelleth immouable, 
not afore it bee, or after that k is, but without 
ces^ng, for right naught is there after time that 
same is there euerlastyng, that temporaliche some- 
tyme nis, and tofome it bee, it maie not be, as I 
haue sai^,” — “ Now sothly” (quod I) “ this haue 
I well vnderstande, so that now me thinWeth that 
prescience of God, and fre arbitrfement withouten 
any repugnaunce accorden, and that maketh the 
stiength of etemitie, whiche encloseth by presence, 
duryng all tymes, and all thynges that been, ban 
been, and sbull been m any tyme. 

“ I would now” (quod I) “ a little vnderstande, 
sithen that all thynge thus befome wotte, whether 
thilke wetyng be of tho thynges, or els thilke 
thynges been to been of Gods wetyng, and so of 
God nothyng is : and if euery thing bee through 
Gods weting, and thereof take his being, than should 
God bee maker and aucthour of badde werkes, 
and so he should not rightfully punishe euill do^ 
inges of mankmde.*’ (Qui^ Loue) ‘‘ I shall tel thee, 
this lesson to leame, myne owe true semaunte, the 
noble philosophical! poete, in Englishe, whiche 
euermoie hym busieth and tiauaileth right sore, 
my name to encrease, wherefore all thatwillcri. 
me good, owe to doe him worship and reuerence 
both, truly his better ne his peie, in schole of my 
rules coud I neuer finde : “He** (quod she) “ m 
a treatise that he made of my seiuaunt Troilus, 
hath this matter touched, and at the full this ques- 
tion assoiled. (yortamiy his noble saiyngs, can 1 not 
amend : m goOdnes of gentil manlich spech, with- 
out any maner of nicitie of staneres imaginacion, 
in wit aud in good reason of sentence, he passeth 
al other makers. In the boke of Troilus, the an- 
swer to thy question maiest thou lemd, neuer thb 
later, yet maie lightly thine vnderstanding, som- 
deale l^en learned, if thou haue knowyng of these 
to forasdid thinges, with that thou haue vnder- 
standing, of two the last chapiters of this second 
boke, that is to saie, good to be some thing, and 
bad to want al maner being, foY badde is nothyng 
els, but absence of good, and that God in good, 
maketh that good deedes been good, in euill he 
maketh that thei been but naught, that thei been 
bad: for to nothing is badnesse to bee.”'—** 1 haue 
(quod 1 tho) “ inough knowing therein, me needeth 
of other thinges to heare, that is to saie, how I 
shall come to my blisse so long desired.” 

“ In this matter to fome declared” (quod Loue)^ 
“ I bane wel shewed, that euery man hath free 
arbftrement of thinges in his power to doe, or vn- 
doe what hym liketb. Out of this ground muste 
come the spire, that by processe of tyme, shall ia 
groatnesse sprede, to haue bcanobes and blosomes, 
of waxyng fruicte in grace, of whiche the taste 
and the sauour, is endelesse blisse in loye euer 
oubide.** 
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Not? ladie*' (quod I) that tree to sette faine is in the soule, whiche he vseth thinges to knowe 
vould I leame.” — “So thou sbalte^^ (quod she) and to proue, and 'will, whiche he vseth to wilne: 

“ ere thou departe hence. The firste thynge thoa And yet is neither wille ne reason all the soule, 
must set thy werke on ground siker and good, ac- but eucriche of hem is a thing by hymself in the 
oordaunte to thy springes. For if thou desire soule. And right as euench bath thus singuler 
grapes thou goest not to the hasell, ne for to fetchen mstrumcntes by hem self, thei ban as well diners 
roses, thou sekest not on okes : and if Ibou shalt aptes, and diuers maner rsyoges, and thilk apte& 
haue honie soukels, thou leauest the fiuict of the mowen m will been cleped affeccions. AfTeccion 
soure docke. Wherfore if thou desire this blisse is an instrument of willyng in hisapetites. Where- 
in parhte ioye, thou must set thy purpose ther foie mokell folke saine, if a reasonable creatures 
vertue folowethi and not to loke after the bodily soule, auy thing feruently wilneth, affectuously he 
goodes, as I saied whan thou were writyng 10 thy wilneth, and thus maie willeby termeof equiuocas, 
secoude booke. And for thou bast set thy self m in three wales been vnderstaude: one is instrument 
so noble a place, and vtterly lowed’ m thine herte, of willyng, an other is affeccion of this instruments 
the misgoyng of thy firste purpose, this setteles is and the third is vse, that setteth it a werke. In- 
the easier to spring, and the more lighter thysonle strumente of willing is the ilke strength of the 
in grace to bee lissed. And truely thy desire, that soul, which thee constraineth to wiln, right as rea- 
ls to saie, thy will, algates mote been stedfast in son is instrum^t of reasons, which ye vsen wban 
this matter, without any chaunging, for if it be ye loken. Afihociou of this instrument is a thing, 
sted faste, no man maie it voide’’ — “ Yes parde’’ by whiche ye be drawe desirously any thing, tu 
(quod I) “my will maie been tom ned by frendes, wilne in coueitous maner, all bee it for the time 
and disease of manace, and threatmng in lesing of out of your mind : as if it come in your thought 
my life, and of my limmes, and in many other thilk thing to remember, anon ye been willing 
inse, that now cometh not to minde. And also it thiike to doen« or els to haue. And thus is instru- 
mote ofte been out of thought, for no remembraunce ment will, and affeccion is will also, to wilne thing 
maie hold one thyng continuelly in herte, bee it as I saied ; as for to wilne helth, whan will nothyng 
neiier so lustie desir^.^’ — “ Nowe see*' (quod she) theron thinketh for anoiie as it cometh to memorie, 
‘^thou thy will shall followe, thy frewill to bee it is in wil, and so is affeccion to wiln slepe, whan 
grounded, continuelly to abide: it is thy frewill it is out of minde, but anon as it is remembred wit 
that thou louest and haste loued, and yet shalt wilneth slepe, whan his time cometh of the doing, 
louen this Margarite perle, and m thy wil thou For affeccion of wil, neuer accordeth to sicknesse, 
thinkeste to holde it. Than is thy will knitte in ne alwaie to wake. Right so m a true louers- 
loue, not to chaunge for no newe luste beside: this affeccion of willing instrument, is to wilne truthe- 
■will teacheth thyne herte, from all maner variyng. in his seruice, and this affeccion alway abidetb, al- 
But than althoughe thou be threatened m death, though he be sloping or thretned, or els not there- 
or els in otherwise, yet is it in thin arbitrement to on tbinkyng, but anone as it cometh to mmde, 
chose, thy loue to voide, or els to holde : and thdke anone he is stedfast in that will to abide. Use of 
arbitremente is in a maner a ludgemente, bitwene this instrument forsoth is an other thing, by hym- 
desire and thy herte. And if thou deme to loue, self, and that haue ye not but whan ye be doyng, 
thy good wil laileth, than art thou worthy no in willed thing by affecte or mstrument of will, 
blisse, that good will shuld deserue : and if thou purposed or desired, and this maner of vsage in 
chose continuaunce in thy good seruice, than thy my seruice, wisely nedeth to be ruled, from w^aiters- 
will abideth, nedes blisse folowyng of thy good will, with euuie closed from speakers full of iangeling 
muste come by strengthe of thiike iudgement: for wordes, from proude folke and hautin, that lambes 
thy firste will that naught thine herte to abide : and innocentes both scomen and dispisen. Thus 
and halt it from theschange, with thy reason is in doyng, vaneth the actes of willing eueriche 
accorded. Truly this maner of will thus shall from other, and yet ben thei cleped wil, and the 
abide, impossible it were to tume if thy herte be name of will vtterly owen thei to haue, as instni- 
true, and if euery man he diligently, the mean- ment of wil is -will, whan ye tume into purpose of 
ynges of his will consider, he shall well vnder- any thing to doen, be it to sit or to stande, or any 
stande, that good will knit ■with reason, but m a soche thing els. This instrument maie been had, 
false herte neuer is voided : for power and might although affecte and vsage be left out of doyng, 
of kepmg this good wil, is through Ubertie of ar- right as ye haue sight and reason, and yet alway 
bitrement in herte, but good wil to kepe maie not vse ye greatest wisedouie in hem shall be be, and 
faile. Eke than if itfoile, it sheweth it self, that thei in God. Nowe than whan all false folke he 
good will in keping is not there. And thus false ashamed, which wenen al bestialtie and yerthly 
will that putteth out the good, apone constraineth thing, be swelter and better to the body, tbap 
the herte, to accorde in lou3mg of thy goodwill, heauenly is to the soule: this is the graoefand 
and this accordaunce bitwene false wille and thyne the fruict that I long haue desired, it doth 
herte, in falbitie been likened togither. Yet a little the sauour to smel Christe now to thee I crie of 
woll 1 saie thee, in good wille, thy good willes to mercie and of grace, and graunte of thy goodnes 
raise and stren^h. Take hede to me^' (quod she) to eueiy maner reder, full viiderstandhig m this 
“ howc thy willes thou shalte vnderstaude. Right lend pamflet to haue, and let no man wene other 
as ye han in your bodie diuers members, and fine cause in this werke, than is verily the soth : foi; 
sondrte wittes, eueriche aparte to his owne doyng, enuy is euer redy all innocentes tp shend, wher- 
whiche thynges as instrumentes ye vsen, as your fore I would that good speech Ifflohne euermore 
handes apart to handle^ feete to goe, tongue to binder. But no man wene ftus werke be sufSL- 
speake, iye to see: right so the soule, hath in bym ciently maked, for Gods werke ^sseth mans, no 
certaine sterynges and strengthes, whiche he vseth maunes wit to parfit werke mai^by no waie puruaie 
as instrumentes, to his certain doynges. Reason thende: how. shold I than so^leude, aught wene of 
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perfeL^cioB any ende to get ^ neUerthelater grace, 
glorie, and laude, I yelde a id put with worshipful 
reuerenced, to the sothfast God m thre, with vnitie 
closed, whiche that the heuic langor of my sick- 
nesse, hath totirned into mirth of health to recouer. 
for right as I was soiowed, thiough the gloten 
cloud of manifold sickly sorowe, so mirth ayen 
coming health hath me gladed and greatly com- 
foited. I beseche and praie therfore, and 1 crie 
on Gods greate pitie, and on his mokell meicie, 
that this present scorges of my flesh, mow make 
medicine, and leche craft of my inner mans health, 
so that my passed trespas and tenes through wep- 
yng of myne iyes been washe, and 1 voided from 
al maner disease, and no more to wepe hereaftei, 
I now be kept thorow Gods grace : so that Gods 
hand which thee merciably me hathscoiged, here- 
after in good plite, fiom thence merciably me 
kepe and defende. In this booke be many pnuie 
thinges wimpled and fold, vnneth shull leude men 
the plites vnwinde, wherefore I piaie to the Holy 
Ghoste, lene of his ointmentes, mennes wittes to 
clere, and for Gods loue no man wonder, why oi 
how this question cum to my minde, for my great 
lustie desire was of this ladie to been enformed, 
my leudnesse to amende. Certes I know not other 
mens wittes, what I should aske, or in answere, 
what 1 should sale, 1 am so leude my self, that 
mokell more learayng, yet me behouetb. I haue 
made therfore as I could, but not sufficiently as 1 
would, and as matter yaue me sentence, for my 
dul wit is hindred, by stepmother of foryetyng, 


and with cloude of vneonning, that stoppeth the 
light of my Margante perle, wherfore it maie not 
shine on me as it should. I desire not onely a 
good leader, but also I coucite and piaie a good 
booke amender, m correccion of wordes, and of 
sentence: and onely this mede I coueite for my 
trauaile, that euery mseer and herer of this leude 
fantasie, deuoute horisons, and praiers, to God the 
greate ludge yelden, and praien for me, m that 
wise that m his dome, my sinnes mow been re- 
leased and foryeuen : he that praieth for other, for 
hymself tiauaileth. Also I praie that euery man 
parfitelie mowe knowe, through what intencion of 
herte, this treatise haue I drawe. Now was it the 
sightfull manna in desert, to children of Israel was 
spirituell meate : bodily aUo it was, for meniies 
bodies it nonsheth. And yet neuer the later, 
Christe it signified. R«ght so a iewell betokeneth 
a gemine, and that is a stone vertuous, or els a 
perle. Margante a woman betokeneth grace, 
learnyng, oi wisedome of God, or els holie Churche. 
If bread through vertue is made holie fleshe, what 
is that our God saith ? It is the spirit that yeuetli 
life, the fleshe of nothyng it profiteth. Fleshe is 
fleshly vnderstanding . fleshe without grace and 
loue naughte is worthe. The letter sleeth, the 
spirite yeueth lifehch vnderstandyng. Chante is 
loue and loue is charitie, God graimte vs al therein 
to be frended. And thus the Testament of loue 
is ended. 

HERE ENDETH THE TESTAMENT OP LOUE. 
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THE FLOURE OF COURTESIF, 

MADE BY JOHN IIDGATE. 


In this book is set forth the rare vertues of a cer- 
tain lady. Made by John Lidgate, as some 
think, m the behalf of some gentlewoman in the 
court. 


I N Feuerier, when the frosty Moone 
Was homed, full of Phebus fiery ligt^ 

And that she gan to reyse her streams soone. 
Saint Ualentine, upon the blisful pight 
Of duty, whan glad is every wight. 

And foules chese, to void hir old sorrow, 
Eueriche his make vpon the next morrow. 

The same time I heard a larke sing 
Full lustely, again the morrow gray, 

** Awake ye lovers out of your slunabring 
This glad morrow, in all the haste ye may. 
Some observaunce’ doth vnto this day. 

Your choise ayen of herte to renew 
In confirming ibr ever to be trew. 

And ye that be gf chosing at your largg 
This lusty day, by pustom of nature. 

Take vpon you jthe blisful holy charge. 

To serve loue, while your life may dure, 

With herte, body, and all your busie cure. 

For euermore, as Uenus and Cipride 
For you disposeth, and the god Cupidp. 

«« For joy owe we plainly to obey 
Unto this lords mighty ordmaunce, 

And mercilesse rather for to dey. 

Than euer in you be fbunden variaunce. 

And thogh yi'iur life be medled with greuauncA 
And at your herte closet be your wound, 

Bethe alway one, there as ye ate bound. 


That whan I had heard and listed long 
With deuout herte the lusty melodie 
Of this heavenly comfortable song, 

So agreeable, as by ermonie, 

I rose anonc, and fast gan me hie 
Toward a grove, and the way take, 

Foules to seen, euerich choose his make. 

And yet I was full thnisty in languishing. 
Mine ague was so fervent in bis hete, 

Whan Aurora for drery.gomplaming, 

Can distill her chrystaUteares wete 
Upon the soyle, with silver dew so swete. 

For she durst for shame not appeare 
Under the light of Phebus beames clere. 

And so for anguish of my paines kene^ 

And for constramt of my sighes sore, 

I set me dowoe under a Jaurer grene 
Full pitously^ and alway .more and more. 

As I beheld into the holts bore, 

I gan complain mine inward deadly smert, 
That aye so sore crampish at mine herte. 

And while .that I in my drery paine 
Sate, and beheld about on every tree. 

The foules sit alway twaine and twaine, 

Than thought I thus, “ Alas what may this b 
That euery foule hath his liberte 
Freely to chuse after his desire 
Euenche his make, thus fro yere to yere. 

“ The sely wi^n, the tytemose aIso, 

The little redbrest have ftee election 
To flyen yferre, and together go 
Where as hem list, about euuiron, 

As they of kind haue inclination. 

And as Nature, empresse and guide 
Of euery thmg, list to pronide. 

But man alone, alas the hard stound, 

Full cruelly, by kinds of oidinaunce 
Constrained is, and by statute bound , 

And debarred from nil such pleasaunoe. 

What meneth this, what is this purv^rllce 
Of God above, againe all right of kind, ^ 
Without cause so narrow man to bind*’* 
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Thus may 1 seet^ and plaine, alas 
My woful houre, and my disauentui e, 

That dulfully stond m the same caas, 

So fene behind from all health and cuie, 

My wound abideth like a sursanuie. 

For me fortune so felly list dispose, 

My harm is hid, that I daie not disclo^sc. 

For I my heite have set in such a place. 
Where I am neuer lihely foi to spede, 

So fanre t am hindred from hci grace, 

That sane danger, I haue ncwie othei meda: 
And thus alas, I not who shall me rede, 

Ne for mine helpc shap** remedy. 

For male bouche, and for false envy. 

The which twaine aye stondeth in my wey 
Maliciously, and false suspection 
Is very cause also that I dey, 

Gimmig and root of my destruction. 

So that I fele iu conclusion, 

With her traines that they woll me shend, 
Of my labour that death mote make an end. 

Yet or I die, with hejte, will, and thought. 
To god of loue this auow t make. 

As T best can, how dere that it be bought. 
Where so it be that I sleepe or wake. 

While Boreas doth the leaves shake. 

As I have bight, plainly till I sterue,‘ 

For wele or wo, that I shall her serve. 

And for her sake now this holy time, 

Saint Ualentine, somewhat shall I write. 
Although so be that I can nat rime. 

Nor curiously by no craft endite, 

Yet leuer I haue, that she put the wite 
In vneonning, than in negligence, 

Whatever I say of her excellence. 

Whatever I say is of dutee 
In sooth^tnesse, and no presumption, 

This I ensure to you that shall it see. 

That it is all vnder correction, 

What 1 rehearse in commendation 
Of her, that 1 shall to you as blive. 

So as I can, her vertnes here disorive. 

Bight by example, as the summer Sunne 
Passeth the sterTe, with his bealmes shene. 
And Lucifer among the skies dunne 
A morrow sheweth, to void nights tenf , 

So verily, withouten any wene,‘ 

My lady passeth, who so taketh hede, 

All tho alive, to speake of womanhede. 

And as the ruby hath the soveraignty 
Of rich stones, and the regaly. 

And the rose of sweetnesse and beauty 
Of fresh floures, without any lye, 

Bight so in sooth, with her goodly eye, 

.She passeth all m bounty and fairenesse, 
Of manner eke, and of gentilnesse. 

Few* she is both the fairest and the best. 

To reken all, in very soothfastnesse. 

For every vertue is m her at rest: 

And furthermore, to speake of stedfastnesse, 
She is the root, and of seemelmesse 
'Fhe very mirrour, and of govematincc. 

To all example, withouten vanaimce. 


Of port benigne, and wonder glad of clieie, 
Hauing evermore her trew advertence 
Ahvay to reason, so that her desire 
Is bndeled aye by wit and piovidence. 

Thereto of wit, and of high prudence, 

She is the well, aye devoid of pnde, 

That vnto vertue her selven is the guide. 

And over this, in her dalliaunce, 

Lowly she is, discreet, and wise. 

And goocBy glad, by attemperaunce, 

That every wight, of high and low degree. 

Are glad in heite with her for to be. 

So that shortly, if I shall not lye, 

She named is, the Floure of Courtesie. 

And there to speake of feminity. 

The least mannish in comparison. 

Goodly abashed, having aye pity 
Of hem that ben m tribulation, 

For she alone is consolation 

To all that arne in mischeefe and in nede, 

To comfort hem of her womanhede. 

* And aye in vertue is her busie charge, 

Sad and demure, and but of words few, 
Dredefull also of tongues that ben large. 
Eschewing aye hem, that listen to hew 
Above her head, her wordes for to shew, 
Dishonestly to speake of any wight 
She deadly hateth, of hem to have a sight. 

The herte of whom so honest is and cleane, 
And her entent so faithfull and entere, < 

That she ne may for all the world sustene. 

To suffer her eares any word to here 
Of friend nor foe, neither ferre ne nere, 

Amisse resowning that hinder should his name. 
And if she dp, she wexeth red for shame. 

So truly in meaning she is set 
Without chaiingmg, or any doublenesse. 

For bounty and beauty are together knet 
In her person, under faithfulnesse. 

For voide she is of newfanglenesse. 

In herte aye one, for ever to persever 
There sheds set and never to dissever. 

I am too rude, her vertues everychon® 
Cunningly to discrive and write, 

For well ye wote colour have I none, 
like her discretion, craftely to endite. 

For what I say, all it is too lite. 

Wherefore to you, thus I me excuse. 

That I acquainted am not with no muso. 

By rhetoricke my stile to gouerne, 

In her preise and commendation, 

I am too blind so highly to disceme, 

Of her goodnesse to make description 
Save thus I say in conclusion. 

If that I shall shortly commend, 

In her is naught that nature can amend. 

For good she is, like to Pohxene^ 

And in fairenesse to the queene Helaine, 
Stedfast of herte, as was Dorigene, 

’ And wifely trouth, if I shall nat faine, 

Tn constauncG eke and faith she may attaint 
To Cleopatra, and thereto as setrone. 

As was of Troy the white Antigone. 



tHE FLOURE 

^ Hester me^e, like Indith of piadence, 

Kmde as Alceste^ or Marcia CatouD^ 

And to Grisilde like in patience. 

And Ariadne of discretioun, 

And to Lucrece, that was of Rome toun, 

She may be likened as for honeste. 

And for her faith vnto Penelope, 

To faire Phillis, and tO Hipsiphile, 

For innocence, and for womanhede, 

For seemelinesse vnto Canace, 

And over this, to speake of goodlyhede. 

She passeth all that I can of rede. 

For word and deed, that she naught ne fall, 
Accord in vertue, and her werkes all. 

For though that Dido, with wit sage, 

Was in her time stedfast to Enee, 

Of hastinesse yet she did outrage. 

And so for lason did also Medee, 

But my lady is so avisee, 

That bounty and beauty bolh in her dCmanic, 

She maketh bounty alway soveraiue. 

This is too meane, bounty goth afore, 

Lad by prudehce, and hath the soverainte, 

And beauty followeth, ruled by hei lore, 

That she ne fende hei in no degree, 

So that in one, this goodly fiesh free 
Surmounting all, withouten any were. 

Is good and faire in one persone yfeie. 

And though that I for very ignoraunoe 
Ne may discrive her vertues by and by. 

Yet on this day for a remembraunce, 

Onely supported under her mercy, 

With quaking bond I shall fall humbly 
To her highnesse, my rudepesse for to quite, 

A little ballade here beneath endite. 

Ever as I can surprise in mine herte 
Alway with feare, betwixt drede and shame. 
Least out of lose any word istert 
In this mytre, to make it seeme lame, 

Chaucer is dedd that had such a name 
Of faire making, that without wene 
Fairest in our tongue, as the laurer grone* 

We may assay for to countrefete 
His gay stile, hut it woll not be. 

The well is drip, with the licour swete, 

Both of Clye, and of, Caliche, 

And first of all I woll excuse me 
To her that is ground of goodlihede, 

And thus I say vntill her womanhede. 

iALJJaXB, SIMPtE. 

With all my might, and my best entent. 

With aU the faith that mighty Gk)d df kind 
Me yave, sith bee mee soule^and knowing sent, 

1 chese, and to this bond ever 1 me bind 
To love you best, while I have life and mind, 
Thus heard 1 foules in the dawning, 

Upon the day of saint Ualentine sing. 

Yet chese I at the beginning, in this entent 
To love you, though I ho mercy find, 

And rf you list I died, I would assent, 

As evertwiime I quicke of this line, 

Suffiseth me to seen^ your feathers' yndc. 


OF COURTESIE. SIT 

Thus heard I foules in the morning 
Upon the day of saint Ualentine singit 

And over this, mine hertes lust to bent 
In honour onely of the wood bind, 

Holly I yeve, never to repent. 

In joy or wo, where so that I wind, 

Tofore Cupide, with his eyen blind. 

The foules all whan Titan did spring, 

With devout herte me thought I heard sing. 

EENtJOYE. 

Prmcesse of beauty, to you I represent 
This simple dity, rude as in making. 

Of herte and will, faithfiill m mine entent, 

Like as this day foules beard 1 sing. 

[Here endeth ike Floure of Couttesityandhejeafter 
follorjoefk, how Pity is dead, and huned m ft genif>i* 
kerte»] 

PiTV that I ha^e sought so yoie ago. 

With herte sore, and full of busie paine, 

That in this worlde was never wight so wo 
Without death, and if I shall nafc faine. 

My purpose was, to Pity to complaine 

Upon the cruelty and ts'ramiy 

Of Love, that for my tiouth doth me dye. 

And that I by length of certaine yeres 
Had e^ei in one sought a time to speake, 

To Pity ran I, all bispreint with teares. 

To prayen her on Cinielty me awreake. 

But or I might with any word out breake, 

Or tell her any of my paines smert, 

I found her dead, and buried in an herte. 

Adowne I fell, whan I saw the herse, 

Dead as a stcAie, while that swoone me last. 

But vp I rose with colour full diverse. 

And pitously on her mine eyen I cast. 

And neerer the corse I gan preasen fest. 

And for the soule I shope me for to pray, 

I was but lome, there was no more to say. 

Thus am I slaine, sith that Pity is dead, 

Alas that day that ever it should fall, 

What maner man dare now hold vp his heai 
To whom shall now any sorrowfull herte cal] 

Now Cruelty hath cast to slee vs all 
In idle hope, fblke redelesse of paine, 

Sith she is dead, to whom shal we complam. 

But yet encreaseth me this wonder new. 

That no wight wote that she is dead but I, 

So many men as in her tune her knew, 

And yet she died so suddahily. 

For I have sought her ever full busily, 

Sith I had first wit or nnud. 

But she was dead; eie 1 coud her find. 

About her herse there stooden lustely, 

Withouten any mo, as thought me^ 

Bounty, perfitely well arm^ and, ricbely, 

And fresh Beaute, Lust, and l^t^ 

Assured Manner, Youth* qjjid Hoae^, 

Wisedoxne, Estate, Dredh, and Gtovemaunc 
Confedred both bondbrndalUjaucmce. 
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A complaint had I written m my bond. 

To have put to Pity, as a bill, 

But I there all this company fond, 

That rather would all my cause spill, 

Than doe me helpe : I held my plaint still, 

For to those folke withouten faile, 

Without pity there may uo bill availe- 

Than leave all veitues, i^ave onely Pity, 

Keeping the corse, as ye have heard me same, 
Confedied by bond vntill Cruelty, 

And be assented whan I shall be slalae. 

And I have put my complaint vp agame, 

For to my foes my bill I dare not shew 
The effect, which saith thus in wordes few. 

“ Humblest of herte, highest of reverence, 
Benigne fioure, croune of vertues all, 

Sheweth vnto your royall excellence 
Your seruaont, if I durst me so call, 

His mortall harme, m which he is ifall 
And naught all onely for his wofall fare. 

But for your renome, as he shall declare. 

** It standeth thus, that your contrary Crueltie 
Allied is ayenst your regdlie, 

Under colour of womanly beautie, 

(For men should not know her tyrannic) 

With Bountie, GentiJlesse, and Courtesie, 

And hath depnued you of your place. 

That is hie beautie, appertenaunt to your grace. 

" For kindly, by your heritage right, 

Ye be annexed euer vnto Bountie, 

And verely ye ought to doe your might 
To helpe Trouth in his aduersitie : 

Ye be also the croune of beautie, 

And certes, if ye want in these twaine, 

The world is lore, there is no more to saine. 

Eke what auaileth manner and genlillesse 
Without you, benigne creatuie ? 

Shall Crueltie be your gouemesse, 

Alas, what herte may it Jong endure ? 

Wherefore but ye rather take cure 
To breake that penlous alliaunce, 

Ye sleen hem that been in your obeysaunce. 

** And further, if ye suffer this, 

Your renome is fordo m a throw. 

There shall no man wete what pitie is, 

Alas, that euer your renome is fall so low, 

Ye be also fro your heritage ithrow 
By Crueltie, that oceupieth your place. 

And we di^aired that seeken your grace. » 

Haue mercy on me thou Herenus, queene, 
That you haue sought so tenderly and sore, 

Let some streame of light on me be scene. 

That loue and drede you euer longer the more. 
For soothly to same, I beare so sore. 

And though 1 be not conning for to plaine. 

For Gods loue haue mercy on my paine. 

" My paine is this, that what so J desire, 

That haue I not, ne nothing like thereto. 

And euer setteth desire mine herte on fire. 

Eke on that other side where that I go, 

What maner thing that may encrea^e my wo. 
That haue I ready vnsought euery where. 

Me lacketh but my death, and than my here. 


What needeth to shew percell of my paiue, 
Sith euery wo, that herte may bethinke, 
r suffer, and yet I daie not to you plame, 

For well I wote, though I wake or wmke. 

Ye recke not whether I flete or sinke. 

And nathelesse yet my tiouth I shall susteine 
Unto my death, and that shfUl well be seue. 

“ This is to saine, I will be yours euer. 
Though ye me slea by crueltie youi fo, 
Algate my spirit shall neuer disceuer 
Fio your seruice, fro any paine or wo, 

Sith ye be yet dead, alas that it is so, 

Thus for your death I maye wepe and plaine 
With herte sore, and full of busk paine.'* 


LA BELLE DAME SAKS MERCIE. 


M. Aleyn, secretary to the king of France, fram 
this dialogue between a gentleman and a gentl 
woman, who finding no mercy at her hand, die 
for sorrow. 


Haife in a dreame not fully well awaked, 

The golden sleep me wrapped vnddr his wing. 
Yet not for thy, I rose, and well nigh naked, 
All snddainly my selfe remembring 
Of a matter, leaning all other thing, 

Which I must doe withouten more delay 
For hem, which I durst not disobay. 

My charge was this, to translate by and by, 
(AH thing forgiue, as pait of my pennance) 

A book, called Ea bel Dame sans Mercy, 
Which maister Aleine made of remembrance, 
Cheefe secretane with the king of France, 

And hereupon a while I stood musing. 

And m my selfe greatly imagining, 

What wise I should perform the said processe. 
Considering by good aduisement 
My vneonning, and my great simplenesse, 

And ayenward, the strait commaundement 
Which that 1 bad, and thus in mine entenC 
1 was vexed and toumed vp and doun, 

And yet at last as in conclusioun, 

I cast my clothes on and went my way, 

This forsaid charge hauing in remembrance, 
Till I came to a lustie greene vallay 
Full of floures, to see a great pleasaunce, 

And so boldly, with their benigne suffraunce 
Which rede this bodk, touching this matere. 
Thus I began, if it please you- to here. 

Not long agoe, riding an easie paas, , 

I fell in thought of joy full desperate, 

With great disease and paine, so that I was 
Of all loners the most vnfortunate, 

Sith by bis dart, most cru^ll full of b^te. 

The Death hath take my lady and maistresse. 
And lefLe me sole thus discomfite and mate. 
Sore laDguishingi, and in waie of distressew 



LA BELLE DAME SaNS MERCIE. 


Thaa said t thus, It falleth me to cesse, 
Either to rime, or dities for to make, 

And I suiely to make a full promesse 
To laugh no more, but wepe m clothes blake, 
Afy joyful! time (alas) now doeth it slake. 

For m my selfe I feele no manner of ease, 

Let it be written, such foitune (as I take) 
Which neither me nor none other doth please. 

“ If it were so, my will or mine eutent 
Constrained weie a joyfull thing to write, 

Mv pen coud nouer know what it ment, 

To speak thereof my tongue hath no delite, 

Tho with my mouth I laugh much or lite, 

Mine eien shuld make a countenance vntiue. 
My herte also would haue thereof dispite, 

I'he weeping teaies haue so large issue. 

These sick loners I leue that to hem longs. 
Which lead their life in hope of allegeanoe, 
That lb to say to make ballstdes and songs, 
Euery of hem as they feel their greuaunce. 

For she that was my joy and my pleasaunce. 
Whose soule I pray God of his mercy saue. 

She hath my will, mine hertes ordinaunce. 
Which lieth hei-e withm this tombe ygraue. 

Fro this time forth, time is to hold my pees. 
It wearieth me this matter for to trete, 

Let other louers put himselfe in prees. 

Their season is, my time is now foigete, 

Fortune by strength the forcer hath vnshete, 
Wherein was sperde all my worldly richesse. 
And all the goods which that 1 haue gete 
In my best time of youth and lustinesse. 

Loue hath me kept vilder his gouemance. 

If I misdid, God graunt me forgiuenesse. 

If I did well, yet felt I no plhasance. 

It causeth neither joy nor heauinesse. 

For whan she died, that was my maistresse, 

My welfare than made the same purchase, 

The death hath shet my bonds of witnesse. 
Which for nothing mine herte shalneuer pase^” 

In this great thought, sore troubled in mind, 
Alone thus rode I all the morrow tide. 

Till at tlie last it happed me to 6nd 
The place, wherein I cast me to abide. 

Whan that I had po further for to ride, 

And as 1 went, my lodging to puruay, 

Eight soone I heard, a litUe me beside, 

In a garden, where minstrels gan to pley«' 

With that anon I went me backer more. 

My selfe and I, me thought we were inow, 

But twain that were my fnends here before, 
Had me e&pied, and yet I wote not how. 

They came for me, away ward I me drow, 
Somwhat by force, somwhat by her request, 
That in no wise I coud my selfe rescow, 

But needs 1 must come in and, see the feast. 

At my commmg, the ladies euery chone 
Bad me welcome God wote right gentilly. 

And made me chere, euery one by one, 

A great deale better than I was worthy, 

And of their giace shewed me great courtesie, 
With good disport, because I sHold not moam: 
That daie I bode still in their companie, 

Which was to me a gracious sojoiime. 


The hordes werespred in right little space, 

The ladies sat each as hem seemed Best, 

There were no deadly seruants in^be place. 

But chosen men, right of the goodliest. 

And some there weie, perauenture most freshest,* 
That saw their judges full demure. 

Without semblaunt, either to most or lest. 
Notwithstanding they had hem vnder cure. 

Emong all other, one I gan espy, 

Which in great thought ful often came and went. 
As one that had been ramshed vtterly. 

In his language not greatly dilligent. 

His countenance he kept with great torment, 

Bui his desire farre passed his reason, 

For euer his eye went aftei his entent. 

Full many a time, whan it was no season* 

To make chere, sore himselfe he pained. 

And outwardly he famed great gladnesse. 

To sing also, by force he was constrained, 
i For no pleasaunce, but very sliamefastnesse, 
j For the complaint of bis most heauinesse. 

Came to his voice, alway without request, 

Like as the soime of birdes doth expresse. 

Whan they sing loud lu frithe or in tbrrest. 

Other there were, that serued m the hall. 

But none like him, as after mine aduise, 

For he was pale, and somwhat lean withall. 

His speech also trembled in fearfull wise, 

And euer alone, but whan be did seruise, 

All blacke he ware, and no deuise but plain. 

Me thought by him, as my wit could sufftse. 

His herte was nothing in his own demain. 

To feast hem all, he did his dilligence. 

And well be coud, right as it seemed me, 

But euermore, whan he was in presence, 

His chere was done, it nolde none other . 

His schoolemaister had such auethonti^ 

That all the while he bode still in the place, 
Speake coud be not, but upon her beautie 
He looked still, with a nght pitous face. 

With that his bead he toumed at the last 
For to behold the ladies euerichone, 

But euer m one be set his eye stedfast 
On her, which his thought was most vpon. 

For of his eyen the shot I knew anone. 

Which fearful was, with right bumble requests. 
Than to my self I said, by God alone, 

Such one was I, or that I saw these jests. 

Out of the prease he wentforll easely 
To make stable his hestuie countenance. 

And wote ye well, he sighed wonderly 
For his sorrowes and wofull remembrance. 

Than in himselfe be made his ordinance. 

And forthwithall came to bring in the messe, 

But for to judge his most wofull pennance,» 

God wote it was a pitous entremesse. 

After dinner anon they hem auahced' 

To dauuce aboue the folke euenchope. 

And forthwithall, this heauy man be danced, 
Somtime with twain, and sopitinje with one. 

Unto hem ?ll his chere was after one, 

Now he^*e, now there, 'as fell by 

But euer among be drew to her alone , 

Which he most dread of creature, , 
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To mine adni^ ge^ wai^ liis pnrueiance. 

Whan he her chose to his maistresse alone, 

If that her hert)^ere set to his pleasance. 

As much as was her beauteous person. 

For who so euer setteth his trust Tpon, 

The report of the eyen, withouten more. 

He might be dead, and grauen vnder stone. 

Or euer he should his hertes ease restore. 

In her &iled nothing that I coud gess^ 

One wise nor other, priuie nor apert, 

A garrison she was of all goodlinesse, 

To make a frontier for a louers herte, 

Eight yong and fresh, a woman full couert, 

Assiued wele of port, and eke of chere, 

Wele at'her ease withouten wo or smert, 

All Tndemeath the standard of dangere. 

To see the feast, it wearied me full sore. 

For heany joy doth sore the herte trauaile; 

Out of the prease I me withdrew therefore, 

And set me downe alone behind a traile. 

Full of leaues, to see a great meruaile, 

With greene wreaths ybounden wonderly. 

The leaues were so thicke withouten fade. 

That throughout no naan might me espy. 

To this lady he came full courtesly, 

Whan he thought time to dance with her a trace. 
Set in an herber, made full pleasantly. 

They rested hem fro tbens but a little space, 

Kigh hem were none of a certain compace, 

But onely they, as farre as I coud see, 

Saue the traile, there I had chose my place. 

There was no more between hem two and me. 

1 heard the louer sighing wonder sore, 

For aye the more the sorer it him sought. 

His inward paine he coud not keepe in store. 

Nor for to speake, so bardie was he nought, 

• IKs leech was nere, the greater was his thoght. 

He mused sore to conquer his desire. 

For no man may to more pennance be brogbt 
Than in hts heat to bring him to the dre^ 

herte began to swell within his chest, 

So sore strained for anguish and for psune, 

That all to peeces aknost it to brest. 

Whan both at ones so sore it did eonstraine, 
lOesire was4>old, but shame it gan refraine. 

That one was U^ge, the other was full clo^, 

No little charge was laid on him certaine, 

To keepe such werre, and haue so naany fose. 

Full oftentimes to speak himself he pained, 

But shamefastuesse and drede said eiier nay. 

Yet at the last, so sorq he was constrained, 

Whan he full fong had put it in delay. 

To his lady, right thus than gan he say. 

With dred^ul voice, weeping; half m a rage, 

For me was purneyed an vnhappy day. 

Whan I first had a sight of your visagew 

“ I suffer pain God wote, full hote brenning, 

To cause my death, all for my true seruice. 

And I see well ye recke thereof nothing, 

Nor take no heed of it in no kind wise, 

But whan I speake after my best aduise. 

Ye set it at nought, but make thereof a game, 
And ^ough I sewe, so great an enterprise. 

It psirsth not your worship nor your fome. 


“ Alas, what should it be to you prejudice. 

If that a man doe loue you faithfully 
To your worship, eschewing euery vice. 

So am I yours, and will be verely, 
t challenge nought of right, and reason why. 

For T am hole submit vnto your semice. 

Right as you list it be, right so will I, 

To bind my self, where I was in fraunebise. 

l’amaht. 

« Though it be so, that I cannot deserue 
To haue your grace, but alway Hue in drede. 
Yet suffer me you for to loue and seiue, 
Withouten maugre of your most goodlyhede. 
Both faith and trouth I giue your womanhedey 
And my seruice without any calling, 

Loue hath me bound without wage or mede 
To be your man, and leue all other thing.” 

tA SAHm. 

Whan this lady had heard all this language. 

She gaue answere ful soft and demurely. 
Without chaunging of colour or courage. 
Nothing in hast, but measurably- ^ 

“ Me tbinketh sir, your thoght is great foUy, 
Purpose ye nought your labour for to cease. 

For tbinketh not, whiles ye hue and I, 

In this matter to set your herte in pease.” 

k'amaht. 

There may none make the peace, but only ye. 
Which are the ground and cause of all this wai'. 
For with your eyen the letters written be. 

By which I am defied and put a ferre. 

Your pleasaunt looke, my very lodestarre, 

Was made heraud of thilke same defiaunce, 
Which vtterly behight me for to barre 
My feithfull trust, and all my affiauncc. 

£A DAME. 

To line in wo he hath great fantasie. 

And of his herte also slipper hold, 

That onely for beholding of an eie. 

Cannot abide in peace, as reason would : 

Other or me, if ye list ye may behold, 

Our eien are made to look, why shold we spare, 

' I take no kee^le neither of yong ne old, 

Who feeleth smart, I counsail him beware. 

i’amant. 

If it be so, one hurt another sore. 

In his defaut that feleth the greuaunce. 

Of veiy right, a man may doe no more. 

Yet reason would it were in remembraunce. 

And sith fortune onely by her cbaunce 
Hath caused me to suffer all this paine 
By your beautie, with all the circumstaunce, 
Wiy list ye haue me in so great disdaine. 

t A DAME. 

To your person ne haue I no disdaine. 

Nor neuer had truly, ne nought will haue, 

Nor right great loue, nor hatred in- certaine. 

Nor yopr counsail to know, so God me saue, 

If such loue be in your mind igraue. 

That little thing jnay doe your displesaunce 
You to beguile, or make you for to raue, 

1 Will not cause no sneh encombraunce. 
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t’AMANT. 

What euer it be that me hath thus purchased, 
Wening hath not deceiued me certaine, 

But feruent loue so sore hath me ichased. 

That T vnware am ca^n in your chaine. 

And ^th so it is, as fortune list ordaine. 

All my welfare is in your bands fall 
In eschewing of more mischeeuous paine, 

Who soonest dieth, his care is least of all. 

LA DAME. 

This sicknesse is right easie to endure, 

But few people it causeth for to die, 

But what they meane, I know it veiy sure. 

Of more comfort, to draw the remedie, 

Such be there now plaining full pitously, 

Tnat fele God wote not alther greatest paip, 

And if so be loue hurt so greeuously, 

Lesse harm it were one sorowfiii than twain. 

l’awant. 

Alas madame, if that it might you please, 

Much better it were by way of gentilnesse, 

Of one some, to make twaine well at ease, 

Than him to destroy that liueth in distresse. 

For my desire is neither more nor lesse. 

But my seruice to doe for your pleasaunce, 

In eschewing all manner doublenesse. 

To make two joys in steed of one greuaunce. 

LA DAME. 

Of lone 1 seek neither pleasaunce, nor ease. 

Nor haue therein no great ad^aunce. 

Though ye he sick, it doth me nothing please, 
Also 1 take no heed of your pleasaunce, 

Chese who so will hir hertes to aduaimce. 

Free am I now, and free will 1 endure. 

To be ruled by gouernaunoe 
For earthly goo4 nay, that 1 you ensure. 

L^AMATfT* 

Loue, which that joy and serrow doth depart. 
Hath set the ladies out of sdl seruage, 

And largely doth graunt hem for her part, 
Lordship and rule of euery manner of age. 

The poor seruaunt nought hath of auauntage. 
But what he may get onely by purchesse. 

And he that ones to loue doth his homage, 

Full oftentimes, dere bought is the richesse. 

LA DAME. 

Ladies be not so simple, tiius I meau^ 

So dull of wit, so soiled in folly, 

That for words, which smd be of the splene^ 

In faire language painted full pleasauntly, 
l^Hiich ye and mo hold schooles of daily. 

To make hem all great wonders to suppose 
But soone they can away their heads wrie, 

And to faire speech lightly their esres close,' 

^ l’amaitt. 

There is no man that jangleth bnsily# 

And setteth his herte and all bis mind therefor^ 
That by reason may platne so pitously, 

As he that hath much heauinesse in store: 
Whose head is hole, and sayth that it is sore, 
His fained chere is bard to, keepe in mew, 

But thought^ wbioh is vnfained euendore, 

The workeiiprcusth 


LA dame. 

Loue is subtiU, and hath a great awai^ 

Sharp in woiking, in gabbing great plesance. 
And can him venge of such as by deceit 
Would feele and know his secret gouemance. 
And maketh hem to obey his ordinance, 
cherefull waies, as in hem is supposed. 

But whan they fall into repentance. 

Than in a rage her counsaile is disclosed. 

l’amawt. 

Sith for as much as God and eke nature 
Hath auaunced loue to so high degree. 

Much sharpe is the point, thus am I sure. 

Yet greeueth more the faut where euer it he. 
Who hath no cold, of heat hath no deinte, 
f The one for that other, asked is expresse, 

And of pleasaunce knoweth none certainete, 
But it b^ one, in thought and heauinesse. 

LA DAME. 

As for pleasaunce, it is not alway one, 

I That you think swete, I think it bitter pain, 

I Ye may not me constrain, nor yet right non^ 
After your lust to loue, that is but vaine, 

To challenge lone by right, was neuer seine^ 
But herte assent before bond and promise,. 

For strength and force may not attaine 
A will that standeth enfeoffed in franchise. 

l’amant. 

Eight faire lady, God mote I neuer please; 

If I seeke other right in this casev 
But for to shew you plainly my disease, 

And your mercy to abide, and eke your graces 
If 1 purpose your honour to defoce, 

Or euer did, God and fortune me shend. 

And that I neuer Tniightfully purchase 
^ One onely joy vnto my hues en4% 

la' dame. 

Ye and other, that sweare such othes fast. 

And so condemne, and cursen to and firo, 

Full sikerly ye wene your othes last 
No lenger than the wordes ben ago, 

And God and eke his saints laugh also. 

In such swearing there is no stedfastnesse. 

And these wretches that haue full trust theret 
After they weepe and wailen in distresse. 

l’amant. 

He hath no courage of a mapi truly, 

That seecheth pleasaunce, worship to di^ise^ 

■ Nor to be called forth, is not worthy 
The yearth to touch, the aupe in no kipd wise, 
A trusty herte, a mouth without feintise. 

Thus by the strength of euery manner hame. 
And who that layeth his faith for little prise^ 
He leseth both his worship and bis fame, 

LA ]>AME. 

, A cursed herte, a mouth that is eurteise. 

Full well ye wote they be not according; 

Yet fained cheie right sone may hem apei^ 
Where of mallice is set all hir working; 

FuU false semblant they ber^, ^md true seminj 
Hir name, hir fame, hir tongues but foined. 
Worship in hem is put jn fiMgetting, ’ 

Nought repented, xkjt m m wiise complaineiL 
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L*AMASfT. 

Who thmketli ill, no good may him befall, 

God of his grace grant each man his desart. 

But for his loue, among your thoughts all. 

As thinke vpon my wofull sorrowes smart, 

For of my paine, whether your tender hait 
Of sweet pitie he not therewith agreued. 

And of your grace, to me were discouart. 

That by your mean soon should £ be releued. 

LA DAME. 

A lightsome herte, a follie of pleasance. 

Are much better, the lesse while they abide. 

They make you thmk, and bring you in a trance. 
But that sickenesse will soone be remedide, 
■Respite your thought, and put all this aside, 

Full good disport werieth me all day, 

To hclpc nor hurt, my will is not aplide. 

Who troweth me not, 1 let him passe away. 

l’amant. 

Who hath a bird, a faucon, or a hound. 

That followeth ham for loue in euery place. 

Be chensheth him, and kepeth him full sound, 
Out of his sight he will not hitu enchace, ■ 

And I that set my wits in this cace 
On you alone, withouten any-chaunge. 

Am put vndef, much farther out of grace, 

And Lesse set by, than other that be straunge* 

LA DAME. 

Thogh I make chexe to euery man about. 

For my worship, and for mine onne fraunchise. 
To you 1 nill doe so withouten doubt. 

In eschewing all manner piejudise. 

For wote ye well, loue is so little wise, 

Aud lu bileue so lightly will oe brought. 

That he taketh all at his owne deuise, 

Of thing God wote, that serueth him of nought. 

l’amant. 

If I by loue and by my trew sermse 
Lese the good chere that strangers haue alway. 
Whereof shall serue my trouth in any wise, 
lesse than to him that commeth and goeth all day, 
Which holdetfa of you nothing, that is no nay, 
Also in you is lost, as to my seeming, 

All courtesie, which of reason will say^ 

That loue for loue were lawful! desinug. 

LA DAME. 

Courtesie is ahed wonder nere 
To worship, which him Joueth tenderly. 

And be will not be boxind for no praiere. 

Nor for no gifts I say you verely, 

But his good chere depart full largely. 

Where him hketb, as his conceit will foil : 
Guerdon constrained, a gift done thankfully. 

These twain can nener accord, nor neuer shall. 

l’amant. 

As for guerdon, I seeke none in this cace. 

For that desert to me it is too hie; 

Wherefore 1 ask your pardon and your grace, 

Sith me beHoueth death, or your mercy. 

To gine the good where it wanteth truly. 

That were reason, and a courteise mabere. 

And to your owne much better were worthy. 

Than to strangers, to shew hem louely cherc. 


j LA dame. ' 

What call ye good, fame would I that I wist,’ 
'Fhat plcaseth one, another smeiteth sore, 

But of his owne, tou large is he that list 
Gme much, and lese Ins good name therefore. 
One should not make a grant, little ne more, 
But the request were right well according : 

If worship be not kept and set before. 

All that IS left, is but a little thing. 

l’amant. 

Into this world was founden neuer none. 

Nor Tudei heauen creature ibore. 

Nor neuer shall, saue onely your peisoiie, 

To whom your worship toucheth half so sore. 
But me which bane no season lesse ne moie 
Of youth ne age, but still in your seruice, 

1 haue no eyen, no wit, nor mouth in store. 

But all be giiien to the same office. 

LA dame. 

A full great chaxge hath he withouten fail. 

That his worship keepeth in sikemesSe, 

But iu daunger he setteth his trauail. 

That feffeth it with others busmesse, 

To him that longeth honour and noblesse, 

Upon none other should not be await. 

For of his owne so much hath be the lesse. 

That of other much followeth the conceit, 

l’amant. 

Your eyen hath set the print, which that I fele 
Within my herte, that where so euer I go, 

If I doe thing that souneth vnto wele, 

Needs must is come from you, and fro no more, 
Fortune will this, that I for wele or wo 
My life endure, your mercy abiding, 

And very right will, that I thinke also 
Of your worship, a^ue all other thing, 

LA dame. 

To your worship see well, for that is iiede, 

That ye spend not your season all m vame. 

As touching mine, 1 rede you take no hede. 

By your folly to put your selfe in paine. 

To ouercome is good, ahd to restrame 
An herte, which is deceiued follily, 

For worse it is to break than bow certaine,, 
Better how, than to fall sodainly. 

l’amant. 

Now faire lady, thinke, sith it first began. 

That loue hath set mine herte vnder fos cuie. 

It neuer might, ne truly I ne can 

None other serue, while I shall here endure, 

In most free wise thereof I make you sure, 
Which may not be withdraw, this is no nay, 

I must abide all manner acluenture. 

For I may neither put to nor take away. 

LA DAMB. 

I hold it for no gift in soothfostnesse. 

That one offereth, where it is forsake, 

For such a gift is abandoning expresse, 

'Fhat with worship ayen may not be take. 

He bath an herte full fell, that list to make 
A gift hghtly,^that pat is* lio refhse. 

But he is wise, that such conceit will slake. 

So that him need neither to study ne xnuse» * 
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l’amaki'. 

He shoitld not muse, that hath his seniiee spent 
On her which is a lady honourable. 

And if I spend my time to that entent, 

Yet at the least, I am not reprouable 
Of fained herte, to thiuke I am vnable, 

Or I mistooke, whan I made this request. 

By which loue hath of enterpnse notable 
So many hertes gotten by conquest. 

LA DAME. 

If that ye list do after my counsaile, 

Seeche a fairer,, and of more higher fame, 
Which in seruice of loue will you preuaile 
After your thought, according to the same, 

He hurteth both his worship and his name. 

That follily for twaine himself will trouble. 

And he also lf*seth his after game, 

That surely cannot set his points double. 

i’amant. 

This your counsail, by ought that I can see. 

Is better said than done, to mine adutse, 

Though I beleeue it not, forgiue it me, 

Mine heite is such, so hole without temtise, 
That I ne may giue credence in no wise 
To thing which is not sounmg vnto truth. 

Other counsaile I see be but fantasise, 

Save of your grace to shew pity and ruth, 

LA DAME* 

I hold him wise that worketh no folly, 

And whan him list can leave and part therefro, 
But in conning he is to lemne truly, 

That would himselfe conduit, and cannot so. 
And he that will not after counsaile 
His sate he putteth into disperaunce. 

And all the good that should fall him to. 

Is losl and dead, cleane out of remembfaimce. 

L^MAirr. 

Yet woll I shew this matter faithfully 
Whiles I live, what evet be my chaunce. 

And if it hap that in my truth I dye, 

Thau death shall do me no displeasaimce, 

But whan that I, by your hard suffraunce, 

Shall dye so true, and with so gieat a paine, 
Yet shall it do me much the lesse grevaunce. 
Than for to live a false lover certaine. 

LA D4ME. 

Of me get ye right nought, this is no fable> 

1 will to you be neither hard nor street, 

Aud right will not no man customable, 

To thinke ye should be sure of my conceit. 
Who seecheth sorrow, his be the receit, 
other counsaile can I not feeld nor see, ' 

Nor for to learne, I cast me not to await, 

Who will thereof, let him assay for me. 

l'amant. 

Ones must it be assayed, that is no nay 
With such as be of reputation, 

And of true love the nght honour to pay 
Of free hertes gotten by dae r&unsome. 

For free will holdetb this opinion, ' 

That it is great duresse and dis»comfbrt. 

To keepe a herte in so strait a prison. 

That hath but one body for his disport 


LA DAME. 

I know so many causes marvelous. 

That I must need of reason thinke certaine. 

That such aventurc is wonder perillous. 

And yet well more, that comming back agamey 
Good or worship, thereof is seldome scene. 

Where I ne will make any such array. 

As for to find a pleasaunce, but barraine. 

Whan it shall cost so dere the first assay. 

L^AMANT. 

Ye have no cause to doubt of this matter. 

Nor you to meuewithno such fantasie. 

To put me farre all out as a straunger, 

For your goodnesse can thmke and well advise 
That I have made aprise in every wise, 

By which my truth sheweth open evidence, 

My long abiding, and my true service. 

May well be knowen by plaine experience- 

LA DAME. 

Of very right he may be called true, 

And so must he be take in every place. 

That can disceine, and let as he ne knew. 

And keepe the go^, if he it may purchase: 

For who that prayeth, or swereth m any cace. 
Right well ye wote, m that no trouth is preved, 
Soch hath there ben, and are, that getten grace. 
And lese it sone, whan they have it acheved. 

l'amant. 

If truthe me cause, by vertue soverain. 

To shewe good love, and alway find contrary, 
And cherish that, which sleeth me with the pain. 
This is to me a lovely adversary, 

Whan that pity, which long cn sleep doth tary. 
Hath set the fine of all my beidnesse. 

Yet her comfort to me most necessary. 

Shall set my will more sure m stablenesse. 

LA DAME. 

The wofull wight, what may he think or say 
The contrary of all joy and gladuesse, 

A sicke body, bis thought is alway 
From him that felen no sore nor sicknesse. 

Thus hurtes been of divers busmesse. 

Which love batli put to great hindraunce. 

And truth also, put in forgetfulnesse, 

Whan they full sore begin to sigh askaunce^ 

l’amant. 

Now God defend, but he be barmelesse, 

Of all worship or good that may befall, 

'lliat to werst tourneth by his leudnesse; 

A gift of grace, or any thing at all. 

That his lady vouchsafe vpou him call. 

Or cherisheth him m honomable wise. 

In that (lefeute, what ever he be that fall, 
Deserveth more tlian death to snftre twise. 

LA DAME. 

There is no judge yset on soch trespac^ 

By which of right love may recovered bfc, 

One curseth fast, another doth manaoe, * ' 

Yet dyeth none, as farre as I can see, 

But kepe hir course alway m one degree, 

And ever more hir labour doth encrease. 

To bring ladies by their great >Sttbteltec,^ 

For others gilte, in sorow and disease. 
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l'amaot. 

All be it so, one doth so great offence. 

And IS not dedde, nor put to no justice. 

Bight well I wote him gayneth no defence, 

But he must end in full mischevous wise. 

And all ever said, Ood will him dispise. 

For faJshed is full of cursednesse, 

That his worship may never have enterprise 
Where it reignetb, and hath the wilfulne&se. 

LA DAME. 

Of that have they no great fere now adai^e, 

Soch as will say and maintain it thereto, 

That stedfast truth is nothing for to praise. 

In hem that kepe it long in wele or wo. 

Their busie hertes passen to and fio, 

They be so well reclaimed to the lure, 

So well learned hem to withhold also, 

And al to chaunge, whan love should best endure. 

' l’amakt. 

Whan one hath set his herte in stable wise, 

In such a place, as is both good and true. 

He should not flit, but doe forth bis service, 
Alway withouten chaunge of any newe, 

As soone as love beginneth to remewe. 

All pleasaunce gothe anone in little space, 

As for my party that shall I eschue, 
t^le the soule abideth in his place. 

LA UAME, 

To love tmely, there as it ought of right, 
iTe may not be mistaken doubtlessCf 
But ye be foule disceived in your sight. 

By light vnderstandiDg, as I gesse, 

Yet may ye well rcpele your businesse. 

And to reason have some attendaunce, 

Moch better than to abide by folie simplenesse. 
The felde soccour of disperaunce. 

l’awaot. 

Reason, counsaile, wisedome and good advise, 
Been vnder love arested evericbone. 

To which 1 can accorde in every wise. 

For they been not r^ell, but still as a stone, 
Th^r will and mine be medled all in one, 

And therwith bonnden with so strong a chain. 
That as in hem, departing shall be none. 

But pity breake the mighty bonde .f twaine. 

LA DAME. 

Ye love not your selfe, what ever ye bee, 

That in love stand subject in every place, 

And of your wo, if ye have no pitee. 

Others pitee bileve you not to purchace. 

But be folly assured, as in this cace, 

1 am alway vnder one ordinaunce, 

To have better trust not after grace. 

And all that leveth, take to your pleasaunce- 

> l’ama^* 

I have my hope so sure and so stedfast, 

That such a lady should not lacke pity. 

But now alas, it is shyt vp so fast, ' 

That daunger sheweth on me his cruelty, 

And if she see the vertue fayle in me, 

Of true service, though she doe faile also, , 

Bo wonder were, hut this is my surete, 

I must sufire, rrhich way that ever it go. 


LA DAME. 

Leave this purpose, I rede you for that best. 

For the lenger ye kepe, it is in vaine. 

The lesse ye get, as of your hertes rest. 

And to rejoyce it shall you never attaine. 

When ye abide good hope to make yon faine, 

, Ye shall be found asotted in dotage, 

’ And in the end, ye shall know for certaine, 

Hope shall pay the wretches for hir wage, 

l’amawt. 

say as fallelh most for your pleasaunce, 

And your power is great, all this I see. 

But hope shall never out of my remembraunce 
By which I fele so great adversitee, 

I For whan nature hath set m you plentee 
Of all goodnesse, by vertue and by grace. 

He never assembled hem, as seemed mee. 

To put pity out of his dwellyng place- 

LA DAME. 

Pity of right ought to be reasonable, 

And to no wight do no gieat disavauntage. 
There as is nede, it should be profitable. 

And to the pitous shewing no domage, 

If a lady will doe so great outrage, 

To shew pity and cause her owne debate, 

Of soch pity commetb dispitous rage. 

And of soch love, also right deadly hate. 

l’amant. 

To comfort hem that live all comfortless©. 

That IS no harm, but comfort to your namey 
But yc that have a herte of soch duresse, 

And a faire lady, I must affirrae the same. 

If I durst say, ye wiAne all this defame, 

By cruelty, which sitteth you full ill. 

But if pity, which may all this attain, 

In your high herte may rest and taiy stilL 

LA dame. 

What ever be be that saith he loveth mcy 
And paraventure lleve well it be so, 

Ought he be wrothe, or should I blamed bcy 
Though 1 did not as he would have me do, 

If I medled wkh soch or other moe. 

It might be called pity mercilesse. 

And afterward if I should hve m woe. 

Than to repent, it were to late 1 gesse, 

l’amant. 

0 marble herte, and yet more hard parde, 
Which mercy may not perce for no labour, 

More strong to bowe than is a mighty tree. 
What availetb you to stew so great rigour, 
Fleaseth it yon more t^see me die this hourc, 
Befoie your.iycn, for your disport and play. 
Than for to shewe seme comfort and'soccour. 

To respite death, which chaseth me alway, 

la dame. 

Of your disease, ye may have allegeaunce, 

And as for mine, I let it over slake. 

Also ye shall not dye for my pleasaunce. 

Nor for your heale, I can no Surety make, 

1 will not hurt my selfeTor others sake, 

Wepe they, laugh they,, or sing they, I warranty 
For this matter^ so will I vndertake, 

That none of hem sMl makf thcrof avaut. 
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t’AMANT. 

J cm not skill of love by God alone, 

I have more cause to wepe in your presence. 

And viell ye wote, avauntour am I none. 

For certainly, I love better silence, 

,One should not love by his bertes credence. 

But he were sure to kepe it secretly 
For a vauntopr is of no reverence, 

Whan that his tongue is his most enemy. 

XA DAME» 

Male bouch in court, hath great commaundment, 
Eqh man studieth to say the worst he may, 

1’hese false lovers, in this time now present. 

They seme best to jangle as a jay, 

The most secrete iwis, yet some men say, 

How he mistrusted is m some partise, 

Wherfore to ladies what so men speake pr say, 

It should be bileved in no wise. 

x’AMAirr. 

Of good and ill shall he, and is alway. 

The world is soch, the yearth is not all plmn. 
They that be good, that profe shewth every day 
And otherwise great villony certain ; 

It is no reason, though one his tong distain 
With cursed speech, to do himself a shame. 

That soch reface should wrongfully remain 
Upon the good renomed in their fame. 

lA DAME. 

Soch as he nought, whan they here tidings new, 
That ech trespas shall lightly have pardon, 

They that pursuen to be good and true, 

Will not set by none ill disposition, 

To continpe in every good copdicion, 

They are the first that fallen in domage. 

And full freely the hertes babandon. 

To little faith, with soft and faire language. 

x’amant. 

Now know I well of very certaintee. 

If one do trnely, yet shall he be shent^ 

Sith all maner of justice and pitee 
Is banished out of a ladies entent, 

I cannot see but all is at one stent, 

The good, the ill, the vice, and eke the vertue, 
Soch as be good, socb bane the punishment^ 

For the trespace of hem that hue untrue. 

^ DAME. 

I have no powejr you to do greuaunce, 

Nor to punish nope other creature, 

But to eschew the more encombraunce. 

To kepe us from you all, I hold it ^ure. 

False semblaunpe, hath a feme full demure. 
Lightly to catch these ladles in a wail:. 
Wherefore we must, if we will here endure. 
Make right good watch, lo this is my conceit. 

f.’AMA'NT. 

Sith that 0 ^ grace, a goodly word not one 
May now be had, but alway kept in store, 

I appeale to God, for he may hear my mone 
Of the duresse, which greueth me so sore. 

And of pitee^ I complaine furthermore. 

Which he forgate, in all his ordinaunce, 
pr els my life to haue ended before, 

Which so sone m put ottt of remembranuce. ■ 


LA DAME. 

My herte nor I, haue done you no forfeit, 

By which ye should complain in any kind, 
Nothyng hurteth you, but your own conceit. 

Be mdge your self, for so ye shall it find, 

Thus alway let this sinke in your mind. 

That your desire shall never recovered be, 

Ye noye me sore, in wasting all this wind, 

For I haue said ynough, as seemeth me. 

l’amant- 

This woful man rose vp in all his paine, 

And so departed with weping countcnauuce. 

His woful herte almost to blast in twaine, 

Full like to dye, walking forth in a traunce. 

And sayed, “ Death come forth, thy self auaunce^ 
Or that mine lieite forget his property. 

And make shorter all this wofol penaunce, 

Of my poore lyfe full of aduersity.’’ 

Fro tbens he went, but whither wist I nought, 

Noi to what part he drew in soothfastnesse, 

But he no more was in his ladies thought, 

For to the dauuce anone she gan her dresse. 

And afterward, one tolde me thus expresse, * 

He rent his beer, for aagiiish. and for paine, 

And in himself toke so great, heauinesse. 

That he was dedde within a day or twaine. 

liENUOY. 

The true louers thus I beseech you all, 

Soch aduentures flye hem in euery wise. 

And as people doffed ye hem call, 

For they trnely do yon great prejudice^ 

His castels strong stuffed with ordinaunce^ 

For they have had long time by their ofSc^ 

The whole countrey of loue in obeysaunce. 

And ye ladies, or what estate ye be. 

Of whom worshyp hath choysehis dwellyngplaoe^ 
For Goddes loue do no such cruelty. 

Nor in no wise ne foule not the trace 
Of her that here is named rightwisdy. 

Which by reason me seemeth in this cace. 

May be called, La belle Dame sans Mercy*. 

Go litle book, God send thee good passage, 

Chese well thy way, be simple of manere, 

Looke thy clothing be like thy pil^emage. 

And specially let this be thy prayere, 

Unto hem all that thee will rede or here. 

Where thou art wrong, aftk hir help to call, 

Thee to correct in any part or all. 

Pray hem also with thine humble semice. 

Thy boldnesse to pardou iu this cace. 

For els thou art imt able in no wise 
To make thy s^lf appear in any place, 

And fuT^ermore beseech^em of hir grac^ 

By hir favonr and! supportecion. 

To take in gree this rude translation. 

The which God wote standeth fill desiifiti^ 

Of eloquence, of metre, and colours, 
like as a beast naked without refut^ 

Upon a plain to abide all manner showers, 

1 can no moire but ask of b^ socours. 

At whose request thou wer^ made in ^ wis^ 
Commanding me with body and seroice. 
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night thiis T make aa end of this presses, 
Besechyng him, that all hath in balaunce, 
That notnie man be vexed causelesse, 

As this man was, which is of remembraimce. 
And all that done hir faithful observaunce, 
And in hir trouth purpose herii to endure, 

1 pray God send hem better auenture. 

EXPLICir. 


THE ASSEMBLY OF LADIES. 


A gentlewoman dreameth that she seeth a great 
number of ladies put up their bills of complaint 
before a judge, who promiseth to relieve their 
grievances. 


In Septembre at the falling of the lefe, 

The fresh season was altogider done, 

And of the come was gathered the ahefe. 

In a gardine about twaine after nOone, 

There were ladies walking, as was hir wone 
Fonre in notnbie, as to my mind doth fall, 

And I the fifth, the simplest of hem all. 

Of gentilwomen fayre there were also, 

Disporting hem, eueri^h after her gise, 

In croase alies Wiking by two and two, 

And some alone, after hir fantasie, 

Thus occupied we were in diuerse wise, 

And yet in trouth we were not all alone. 

There were knights and squires many one. 

Whereof I serued, one of hem asked me, 

I said ayen, as it fell m my thought, 

To walke about the mase in oertainte, 

As a woman that nothing i ought, 

He asked me ayen whom that I sought, 

And of my colour, why I was so pale, 

** Forsoth” (quod I) and thereby lithe a tale.” 

** That roust me wete’^(quod he) “ and that anone, 
Tell on, let see, and make no tarying.” 

Abide” (quod I) **ye ben a hastle one, 

I let you wete it is wo litel thing. 

But for bicause ye bane a great longing. 

In your desire, this processe for to here, 

I shall you tell the piaine of this matere. 

** It happed thus, that in an after noone, 

My felawship and I by one assent, 

Whan all other besinesses were doone, 

To passe our time, in to this mase we went. 

And tooke our waies, eche after our entent, 

Some went inward, and went they had gon out. 
Some stood in the mid, and look^ all about 

And soth to say, some were full ferre behind. 
And right anon as ferforth as the best. 

Other there were so mased in hir mind, 

Alwaies were good for hem host eest and west, 

Thus went they forth, and had but little rest. 

And some hir courage did hem sore assaile, 

For very wrath, they did step oner the railiSf 


And as they sought hem selfc to and fio, 

I gate my selfe a little auantage, 

All forweiied, I might no further go, 

Though I had won right gret for my viage. 

So came 1 forth into a strait passage, 

Which brought me to an herber fair and grenc, 
Made with benches full craftie and cleane. 

** That as tne thought, there might no creature 
Deui'^e a better, by dewe proporcioun. 

Safe it was closed well I you ensure. 

With masonry, of compace enuiroun, 

Full secretly with staires going down. 

In middes the place, with turning whele certaiue. 
And vpon that a pot of Margelaiue. 

** With Margarets growing m ordinance, 

To shew hem selfe, as folke went to and fro, 

That to behpld it was a great pleasance, 

And how they were accompanied with mo, 

Ne mombiisnesse and sonenesse also, 

The poure penses wei e not disloged there, 

Ne God wote hir place was euery where. 

" The flore and bench was paued fair and smoth. 
With stones square, of many diners hew, 

So well joyned, that for to say the soth, 

All semed one, that none other knew. 

And vndemeth the stremes new and new, 

As siluer bright, springing in such a jvise, 

That whence it came, ye coud it not deuise. 

A little while was I all alone, 

Beholding well this delectable place, 

My felawship were comming euerychone, 

So must we needs abide for a space, 

Remembring of many diuers cace. 

Of time passed, with sighes depe, 

I set me downe, and there I fell aslepe. 

** And as T slept, me thought ther came to me, 

A gentill woman, metcly of stature, 

Of great worship she seemed for to be, 

Atyred well, not high but by measure, 

Her countenaunce full sad aud demure. 

Her colours blewe, all th^t she had vpjOUi 
There came no mo l>ut her selfe alone. 

“ Her gown wel was embraudred certainly, 

With stones after her owne deuise, 

In her purfill, her word by and by, 

Bien et loyalemmt as J coud deuise. 

Than praid I her in any maner wise, 

That of her name I might haue remembrance. 
She said she was called Perseueranc e, 

“ So furthermore to speake was I bold. 

Where she dwelled, I prayed her for to say,, 

And she againe full cuitesly me told, 

* My dwelling is, and hath be many a day. 

With a lady * what lady I you pray ?’ 

f Of great estate, thus wame I you’ (quod she) 

* What call ye her ‘ her name is [.oyalte.* 

“ * In what office stand ye, or in What degree,* 
(Ouod I to her) ‘ that wold I wete right faine,^ 

* I am* (quod she) * vnworthy though I bee. 

Of her chambre her husher jn certaiixe. 

This rodde 1 beare, as for a token- piaine. 

Like as ye know the rule in socb s^ruice^ 
Apert^ining is to the same office. 
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* She charged me by her commandement, 

To warn you^ and your felawes euerichone. 

That ye should come there as she is present, 

For a counsaile, which shall be now anone, 

Or seuen daies be commen and gone, 

And furthermore, she bad that I should say, 

Excuse there might be none, nor delay. 

‘ Another thing was not forget behind, 

Which in no wise I wold but ye knew, 

Eemembre well, and beare it in your mind. 

All your felawes and ye must come in blew, 
Eueriliche’able, your maters for to sew : 

With more, which I pray youthinke vpon. 

Your words on your selues euerychon. 

* And be not abashed in no maner wise, 

As many ben, in soch an high presence. 

Make your request, as ye can best deuise. 

And she gladly woll yeue you audience. 

There is no grefe, nor no maner offence. 

Wherein ye fele that your herte is displeased, 

But with her help, right sone ye shal be eased.* 

‘ I am right glad’ (quod I) ‘ ye tell me this, 

But there is none of vs that knoweth the way,’ , 

* As of your way’ (quod she) ‘ you shall not mis, 

Ye shall haue to gide you day by day, 

Of my felawes, I cannot better say, 

Soch one as shall tell you the way full right. 

And Diligence this gentilwoman bight, 

^ A woman of right famous gouemaunce. 

And well cherished, I tell you in certaine, 

Her felawship shall do you great pleasaunce, 

Her porte is soch, her maners trew and plaine, 

She with glad chei e wold do her besie palne, ’ 

To bring you thei^e, now farwel I haue done,’ 

* Abide’ said I, * ye may not go so sone.' 

t Why so’ (quod she) ‘ and T haue ferre to go, 

To yeue warning in many diuers place, 

To your felawes, and so to other mo, 

And well ye wote f haue but litell space,* 

* Now^ yet’ (quod I) ‘ ye must tell me this cace. 

If we shall any men vnto vs call 

* Notone’ (quod she) ‘ may come amongs you all.' 

* Not one than said T, ®eigli benedicite, 

What haue I done, I pray you tell me that,* 

* Now by my life, I trpwe but well* (quod she) 

But euer I can hilieue there is somewhat. 

And for to say you trouth more can I not, 

In questions I may nothing be to large, 

I meddle no further than my chjarge.* 

" ‘ Than thus* (quod I) < do me to vnderstand. 
What place is there this lady is dwelling,’ [land, 
‘ Forsoth’ (quod she) ‘ and one sought all this 
Faiier is none, though it were for a king, 

Deuised well, and that in euery thing, 

The toures hie full pleasaunt shall ye find, 

With phanes fresh, turning with euery wind, 

“ * The chambers and parlers of a sort, 

With bale windowes, goodly as may bee thought. 
As for daunsing, and other wise disport, 

The galtfnes right well ywmugbt, 

That well I wote, if ye were thider brought. 

And ^ke good he^e thereof in euery wise, 

Ye wofi it thinke a very paradise.’ 


“ * What bight that place' (quod I) * now say me 
that?’ 

‘ Pleasaunt Regard’ (quod she) ‘ to tell you plain.’ 
* Of very trouth’ (queid I) ‘ and wote ye what. 

It may right well be called so certaine : 

But furthermore this wold I wit right fain. 

What I should do as soone as I come there. 

And after whom I may best enquere?* 

“ ‘ A gentilwoman, a porter of the yate. 

There shall ye find* her name is Countenance, 

If ye so hap ye come early or late. 

Of her wer good to haue some acquaintance. 

She can you tell how ye shall you auance. 

4nd bow to come to her ladies presence. 

To her wordes I rede ye geue credence. 

[ “ * Now it is time I parte you fro, 

For in good faith I haue great busmesse.’ 

^ I wote right well* (quod I) ‘ that it is so. 

And I thanke you of your great gentilnesse. 

Your comfort hath yeuenme hardmesse, 

That now T shall be bold withouten fade. 

To do after your aduice and good counsaile.* 

Thus parted she, and I left all alone. 

With that I saw (as I beheld aside) 

A woman -come, a very goodly one. 

And forth withal as I had her aspide. 

Me thought anone it should be the gide : 

And of her name anone I did enquere. 

Full womanly she yaue me this answerer 

* I am’ (quod she) * a simple creature. 

Sent from the court, my name is Diligence, 

As sone as I might come I you ensure, 

T taried not after I had licence. 

And now that I am come to your presence, 

Looke what seruice I can do or may, 

Commaund me, I can no further say.’ 

“ I thanked her and praied hex to come nere, 
Because I would see how she was araid. 

Her gown was blew dressed in good manere, 

With her deuise, her word also that said, 

Tant qttcje piusj and I was well apaid, ’ 

And than wist I withonten any more. 

It was full true that I had herde before. 

‘‘ Though we toke now before a little space, 

‘ It were full good’ (quod she) as I coud gesse, 

‘ How farre’ (quod I) ‘ haue we vnto the place’' 

* A daies journey’ (quod she) ‘but littel lesse. 
Wherefore I rede that we outward dresse, 

For I suppose our felawship is past, 

And for nothing I woki not we were the last.’ 

** Than departed we at the springing of the day,' 
And forth we went soft, and easie pace, 

Till at the last we were on our iouraey. 

So far outward, that we might see the plac^, 

* Now let us rest,’ quod T, * a littel space, 

And say we as devoutly as we can, 

A pater noster for saint lulian.’ 

** * With al my herte T assent with glciod wilt^ 
Moch better shal we spede, wbanr we have doen,’ 
Than taried we, and said it ea6ry dyl, 

And whan the day was past forre after none 
We saw a place, and thider came we sone. 
Which round about was closed with a wall* 
Seeming to me full like an hospital 
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Hiere found I one bad brought al mine aray, 

(A gentil woman of mine acquaintaunce) 

* I haue meruaile,’ quod J, * what maner way 
Ya had knowlege of al this ordeuannce,’ 

* Yes yes,’ quod she, ‘ I herde Perseiieraunce, 

How she warned her folawes euerichone, 

And what aray ye sboulde haue upou.’ 

« < Now for my loue,’ quod I, ' this I you pray, 
Sith ye haue take upon you all the paine, 

That ye would helpe me on with mine aray, 

Por wit ye well, I wold be gone right faine.’ 

* All this praier needeth not ccrtame,* 

<iuod she again, < come off and hie you sone, 

And ye^shall see pnoneit shall be done.’ 

** * But this I dout me greptly, wote ye what, 

That my fdaw^s be passed by and gone i* 

* I wame you,’ quod she, * that are they nat, 

Por here they shall assemble euerichone, 
Notwithstan^ngl counsaile you anone, 

Make you redy, and tary you no more, 

ft is no harme Ihough ye be there before,’ 

" So than I dressed me in mine aray. 

And asked her whether it were well or no, 

* It IS right well,* quod ^e, ‘ unto my pay, 

Ye nede nat care to what place euer ye go.’ 

And whiles that she and 1 debated so. 

Came Dilig^ce and saw me all in blew, 

f Sister,’ quod she, ‘right well broke ye your new,* 

MSCRECION, PURUBIOl^ 

« Than went we forth and met at auenture, 

A yong woman, an officer seeming, 

^ What is your name,’ quod I, ‘good creature,* 

‘ Discrecion,’ quod she, ‘ without lesing,’ 

* And where,’ quod I, ‘ is your most abiding,’ 

* I haue,’ quod she, ‘ this office of porcfaace, 

Chiefe purueiour that longeth to this place.* 

ACUXTAlirrAKCB, HERBITGEIt. 

“ ‘ Faire loue^’ quod I, ‘ in all your ordenauuce, 
What is her name that is the herbigere,’ 

‘ Forsotb,’ quod she, ‘ her name is Acqumntaunce, 
A woman of right gracious manere,’ 

Than thus, quod I, ‘ ’I’V’hat strangers haue ye here’ 
‘ But few,’ quod she, ‘ of high d^ee ne low. 

Ye be the first, as feirforih as I know,’ 

covmssAvjacE, porter 

Thus with tales we came streight to the yatc. 
This yong woman departed was and gone, 

Came Diligence and knocked fost thereat, 

* Who is without,* quod Countenaunce, anone, 

‘ Truly,* quod I, ‘ fahre sister here is one 

‘ Which one,’ quod she, and tbetewithal she lough, 
‘ I Diligence, ye know me wel’ inough.* 

" Thau opened she the gate, and in we go, 

With wordes iaire she said full gentilly, 

‘ Ye are welcome ywis, are ye no mo ?’ 

‘ Nat one,* quod she, ‘ saue this woman and I,’ 

‘ Now than,’ quod she, ‘ I pray you hertely, 

Take my chamhre for a while to rest, 

1111 your felawes come, I hold it best’ 


“ I thanked her, and forth we go eneiichone. 

Till her ebambre without wordes mo. 

Came Diligence and toke her leaue anone, 

‘ Where euer ye list,* quod I, ‘ now may ye go. 
And I thanke you right hertely also. 

Of your labour, for which God do you mede. 

I can no more, but lesu be your spede.’ 

“ Than Countenaunce asked me anone, 

‘ Your fclawship, where be they,’ quod she, 

‘ Fo|soth,’ quod I,,‘ they be comming euerichone, 
But where they are I know no certainte, 

Without I may hem at this window se. 

Here will I stand awaiting euer among. 

For well I wote they will not be long.’ 

“ Thus as I stode musing full busily, 

I thought to take good hede of her aray. 

Her gowne was blewe, this wote I verely. 

Of good facion, and furred wel with gray, 

Upon her sleue her worde this is no nay. 

Which said thus, as my penne can endite, 

A moy, guej€ voy, written with letters white. 

“ Than forth withal she came streight to me, 

* Your wordes,’ quod she, ‘ fain would I that 

knew,’ 

‘ Forsoth,’ quod I, ‘ ye shall well know and see. 
And for my worde I haue none, this is trewe, 

It is inough that my clothing 1^ blew, 

I As here before 1 had commauudement. 

And so to do, 1 am nght wdl content. 

lABCESSE, STEWARD* 

“ ‘ Biut tell me this I pray you hertely. 

The steward here, say me what is her name 
‘ She bight Largesse I say you surely, 

A faire lady and of right noble fame, 

Whan ye her see ye will reporte the same^ 

And under her to bid you welcome all, 

There is Belchier, marshal of the hall* 

“ ‘ Now all this while that ye here tary still, 
Your own maters ye may wel haue in mind. 

But teVme this, hare ye brought any bill ?* 

‘ Ye ye,’ quod I, ‘ and els I were behind, 

Where is there one tell me that I may find. 

To whom that I may shew my maters plain 
‘ Surely’ (quod she) ‘ unto the chamberlain.* 

pEMEHBBAUNCE CHAMBERXAIKE. 

“ ‘ The chamberlain’ (quod I) ‘ say ye trewe,’ 

‘ Ye verely’ (said she) ‘ by mine advise. 

Be nat aferde, unto her lowly sewe,” 

It shall be done’ (quod I) ‘ as ye devise. 

But ye must know her name in any wise,’ 

* Trewly* (quod she) * to shew you in sut 

staunce, 

Withouten faining her name is Kemembrauxice. 

“ ‘ The secretary she may not yet be forget. 

For she 'doth nght moche in euery thing, 
Wherfore I rei, whan ye haue With her ymet, 
Your matere hole tell her without foinmg. 

Ye shall her find full gpod and full loving,’ 

‘ Tell me her tiaa:ie’ (quod I) ‘ of gentlenesse,’ 

‘ By my good sothe’ (quod she) * Avisenesse.* 
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* That/ quod I, * for her is passing good, 

For every bill and sedule she must see. 

Now good,’ quod I, * come stand there as I stood. 
My felawes be commiag yonder they be,’ 

* Is it a yape, or say ye soth,’ quod she ? 

* In yape, nay nay, I say you for certain, 

Se how they come togither twain and twain.’ 

“ ‘ Ye say ful sothe,’ quod she, ' that is no nay, 

I see comming a goodly company/ 

* They ben soch folke,’ quod I, ‘ dare I say. 

That list to love think it verely. 

And for my love I pray you faithfully, 

At any time, whan they upon me call. 

That ye wol be good frende to hem all.’ 

“ * Of myfrendship/quodshe, ‘ they shal not misse, 
And for their ease to put thereto my paine,’ 

‘ God yeld it you,’ quod 1, * but take you this, 

How shal we know who is the chamberlaine, 

That shall ye well know by her word certaine. 
What IS her worde sister, I pray you say/ 

‘ ( Plus ncpourroye ) thus writeth she alway.* 

Thus as we stode togider she and I, 

Euen at the yate my felawes were echone, 

So met I hem (as me thought was goodly) 

And badde hem welcome all by one and one, 

Than came forth Countenaunce anone, 

* Full hertely, faire sisters all,’ quod she, 

* Ye be nght welcome into this countre, 

“ ‘ I counsaile you to take a litel rest 
In my chambre, if it be your pleasaunce, 

Whan ye be there, me thinke it for the best, 

That I go in, and cal Perseveraunce, 

Bicause she is of your acquaintaunce, 

And she also will tell you every thing, 

How ye shal be ruled of your comming.’ 

“ My felawes all and by one advise 
Weie wel agreed, to do hke as she said. 

Than we began to dresse us in’Our gise. 

That folke should say we wercnat unpurueid, 

And good wagers among us there we laid, 

Which of us was atired most goodlest, 

And of us all which should be praisbd best. 

** The porter came and brought Perseverance, 

She welcomed us in curteise manbre, [dance, 
‘ Think ye not long,’ quod she, * of your atten- 
I will go speke unto the herbigcre> 

That she purvey for your lod^g here, 

Thau will I go unto the cbambeHain, 

To speke for you, and come anone aghid.’ 

** And whan she departed was and goue^ 

We saw folks comming without the wait. 

So greate people that dombre ooude we none, 
Ladies they were, and gecftblWomeii all, 

Clothed in blewe echonb her worde withal. 

But for to know bir word or hir devise, 

They came so thick, that I nb might in no wise. 

With that anone came in Perseverance, 

And where d stode, she came streight td ine, 

* Ye ben,’ quod she, ‘ of mide' old acquaiutauce. 
You to*eoquere the bolder^ would I bee. 

What word they here eche after her degree, . 

I you pray tell it me in secrete wise, 

And 1 shall keepe it close warrantise.’ 

VOL. I. 


‘ We ben five ladies,’ quod I, ' all in fere. 

And gentlewoman foure hi company, 

Whan they begin to open hir mattere. 

Than shall ye know hir wordes by and by, 

But as for me I have none verely. 

And so I tolde Countenaunce here before. 

All mine array is blewe, what needeth more^ 

“ ‘ Now than,’ quod she, * I well go againe, 

That ye may have knowledge, what ye shnld do/ 

‘ In soth,’ quod I, * if ye wold take tie paine. 

Ye did nght moch for ns, if ye do so 
The rather speed, the soner may we go, 

Great coste alway there is m tarying. 

And long to sewe it is a wery thing.’ / 

“ Than parted she, and came again anone, [laine,’ 

* Ye must,’ quod she, ‘ come to the chamber- 
‘ We be now redy,’ quod I, ‘ everychone. 

To folow you* whan euer ye list certaine. 

We have none eloquence to tell you plaine. 
Beseeching you we may be so excused. 

Our trewe meaning^ that it be not refused.’ 

" Than went we forth after Perseverance, 

To see the prees it was a wonder cace. 

There for to passe it was great combrance. 

The people stode so thick in every place. 

* Now stand ye still,’ quod she, ‘ a littel space, 
And for your ease somewhat I shall assay, 

If I can make you any better way.’ 

“ And forth she goeth, among hem everychone 
Making a way, that we might thorough passe 
More at our ease, and whan she had so done. 

She beckeud us to come, where as she was. 

So after her we folowed mdre and las, 

She brought us streight unto thb chamberlain, 
There left she us, and than she went again. 

** We salued her as reason would it so, 

Full humble besechiag her great goodnesse. 

In our matters that wb had fix to do. 

That she would be good lady and maistresse. 

* Ye be welcome’ (quod she) ‘ in solhfastnesse; 

And see what 1 can do, you for to please, 

1 am redy, that may be to your ease.” 

“ We folowed her vnto the chamber dore, 

‘ Sisters’ (quod she) < come ye m after mee.’ 

But wete ye well, there was a paued flore, ' 

The goodliest that any wight might see. 

And furthermore about than lok^ wee, 

On eche comer, and vpori cuery wall. 

Which was made orburel and cristalL 

“ Wherein was grauetf of stories many one, 

First how PhiHis, of womahly pite, 

Died piteously for Ibue of l^mophone, 
i Next after was the story of Tisbe, 

How she slewe her self und^r a tree, 

Yet saw I more, how in a right pitous caas, 

For ilutony was slaine Cleopatras. « 

That other sidb was Hawes the " 

I Full untrewly discetued in l^er baine.' 

There was also Annelida the queene, 

Upon Arcite how sorb sbe did complaiiUe^ 

AU these stories were graned tbe^ cerUritie, 

And many mo than I reheitse ycki here, 

It were too king to tell you all in fete. 

Mm . 
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“ And bicause the walles shone so bnght. 

With fine umple they were al ouer sprad, 

To the entent folke shuld not hurt hir sight, 

And through it the stories might be rad, 

Than further more I went, as I was lad. 

And there I sawe without any faile, 

A cbaire set with full rich apparsuie. 

And fiue stages, it was set fro the ground, 

Of Cassidony full cmiously wmiight. 

With fbure pomelles of gold, and very round, 

Set with sapbiTS, as good as coude be thought 
That wot ye what, if it were through sought, 

As I suppose, fro this country to Inde, 

Another soch it were right hard to finde, 

** For wete ye well, 1 was right mere that. 

So as I durs% beholding by and by, 

Aboue there was a rich cloth of estate. 

Wrought with a needle ful straungely. 

Her worde tberon, and thus it said truely, 

I enduied to tell you in words few, 

With great letters, the better I hem knew. 

** Thus as we sfeode, a dore opened anone, 

A genhlwotnan, semely of stature, 

Bering a mace, came out her selfe alone, 

Sothly me thought a goodly creature, 

She speake nothing to lowde, I you ensure. 

No/ hastely, but with goodly warning, 

‘ Make fome’ (quod she) ‘ my lady is comming.’ 

** With that anone I saw Perseveraunce, 

How she helde vp the tapet in her hand, 

1 saw also right m goodly ordinaunce, 

This great lady within the tapet stand, 

Comming outward, X wol ye vnderstand, ^ 

And after her a noble company, 

I coude not tell the nombre sikerly. 

“ Of their names I wolde nothing enquere; 
Further than soch as we wolde sewe vnto, 

Save a lady which was the chauncellere, 
Attemperaunce sothly her name was so. 

For vs nedeth with her have moche to do 
In our matters, and alway more and more. 

And so forth to tell you furthermore. 

** Of this lady her beauty to discn^ve, 

My conning is to simple verely, 

For never yet the daies of my live 
So inly faire I have scene none truly,, 

In her estate assured vtterly, 

There wanted naught, I daie well assure, 

That longed to a goodly creature. 

“ And furthermore, to speake of Her array, 

I shall tell you the manner of her gowne. 

Of cloth of gold, full rich it is no nay. 

The colour blew, of right goodly fashioun, 

Jn taberde wise the sieves hanging adpun, 

And what purfill there was and in what wise, 

So as I can, 1 shall it you devise. 

** After a sort^ the coller and the vent 
Like as armine is made in purfeling, 

With great pearles full fine and orient, 

They were couched all after one wbrchiiig,. 

With diamonds in steed of powdering, 

The sleeves and purfell of assise, 

They were made like in every wise* 


“ About her necke a sort of faire rubies 
In white floures of light fine enamaile. 

Upon her head set in the fairest wise 
A cercle of great balais of entaile. 

That in earnest to speake without faile, 

For young and old, and eveiy manner age,. 

It was a world to looken on her visage. 

Thus comramg forth to sit in her estate. 

In her presence we kneeled down everychone,. 
Presenting our billes*, and ye wote what, 

Full humbly she tooke hem by one and one. 
Whan we had done, than came they all anone, 
And did the same each after her manere. 
Kneeling at ones, and rising all in fere.' 

“ And whan this was don, and she set m her plac 
The chamberlaine she did vnto her call. 

And she goodly comming vnto her apace. 

Of hei entent knowing nothing at all, [wal 
' Uoid backe the prease’ (quod she) * vp to tl 
Make large roome, but looke ye do not tary. 

And take these billets to the secietary.’ 

The chamberlaine did her commaundment, 
And came againe, as she was bid to do. 

The secretary there being present, 

The billes were delivered her also, 

Not only ours, but many other mo 
Than the lady with good advise againe, 

Anone witball called her chamberlainer 

** ‘ We woll* (quod she) ‘ the first thing that ye d 
The secretary ye do make come anone 
With her billes, and thus we will also. 

In our presence she rede hem euerychone, 

That we may take good advise theron 
Of the ladies that ben of our counsaile, 

Looke this be done witbouten any faile,* 

“ Whan the chamberlain wist of her entent, 
Anone !>he did the secretary call, 

‘ Let your billes’ (quod she) ‘be here present, 
My lady it will :** — * madame’ (quod she) ‘ X shal, 
* And in presence she will ye hem call,’ 

‘ With good will I aim ready’ (quod she) 

‘ At her pleasure, whan she commandeth me.* 

And vpon that was made an ordinaunce, 

They that came first, her billes should be red, 
Full gentilly than said Perseveraunce, 

‘ Reason it will they were soonest sped,’ 

Anone withall, vpou af tapet spred 
The secretary laid hem downe eehone. 

Our billes first she redde one by one. 

“ The first lady bearing in her devise. 

Sans quejamayst thus wrote she on her bill. 
Complaining sore, and in full pilous wise 
Of promise made, with faithful herte and will. 
And so broken ayenst all manner skill 
Without desert, alwaies on her pai'ty 
In this matter desinng a remedy. 

“ Her ne> t folowing, her word' was in this wise 
ITn sans t armger^ and thus she did complaine. 
Though she had guerdoned for her service. 

Yet notning like as she that tooke the paine,. 
Wherfore she coud in no wise her restraine, 

But in this case sue vutill her presence, 

As leason would, tnfiave recompence. 
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“ So furthermore, to speake of other twaiue, 

One of hem wrote after her fantasie, 

Ongues puis leuer, and for to tell you plaine. 

Her complaint was full pitons verely, 

For as she said : there was great reason why. 

As 1 can remember this matere, 

I shall you tell the processe all in fere. 

“ Her bill was made complaining in her gi?e. 

That of her joy her comfort and gladnesse 
Was no surety, for in no manner wise, 

She said therein no point of stablenesse, 

Now ill, now wele, out of all sikemesse, 

Full humbly desiring of her high grace, 

Soone to shew her remedy in this case. 

“ Her fellaw made her bill, and thus she said. 

In plaining wise there as she loved best, 

Whether she were wioth or wele apaid, 

She might not see whan she woll fainest, 

And wroth she was in very earnest 
To tell her word, as ferforth as I wote, 

Entierement vostre^ right thus she wrote, 

I 

** And vpon that she made a great request, ! 

With herte and will and all that might be done. 

As vntill her that might rediesse it best. 

For in her mind there might she find it soone 
The remedy of that which was her boone, 
Rehearsing that she had said before. 

Beseeching her it might be so no more. 

“ And in like wise as they had done before, 

't'he gentlewomen of our company 
Put hir billes, and for to tell you more, 

One of hem wote {C^est sans dire) verely, 

And her matere, hole to specific, 

Within her bill she put it in writing, 

And what it said, ye shall have knowing. 

It said Gkid wote, and that full pitously. 

Like as she was disposed in her herte, 

No misfortune that she tooke grevously, 

All one to her was the joy and smert, 

Sometime no thanke for all her good desert, 

Other comfort she wanted none comming, 

And so vscd, it greeued her nothing. 

“ Desiring her, and lowly beseeching 
That she would for seke a better way. 

As she thai had been her daies living 
Stedfast and trewe, and will be alway.r 
Of her felaw somewhat I shall yon say^ 

Whose bill was red next forth withall, 

And what it meant rehearsen you 1 shall 

“ En dieu est^ she wrote in her devise, 

And thus she said withouten faile, 

Her trout h might be take in no wise, 

Like as she thought, wherefore she bad mervsule, 
Foi trouth somtime was wont to take availe 
In every matter but all that is ago. 

The more pity that it is sufired so. 

** Much more there was, wherof she shnld complain. 
But she tboght it too great encombraunce, 

So much to write, and therfore in certain. 

In God and her she put all her affiaunce, 

As in her word is rns^e a remembraunoe. 
Beseeching her, that she would in this cace 
Shew unto her the favour of her grace. 


“ The third she wrote, rehersing her grevaunce, 
Ye, wote ye what, a pitons thing to here. 

For as me thoght she felt great displesaunce^ 
One might right wel perceive it by her chert;. 
And no wonder, it sate her passing nere. 

Yet loth she was to put it in writing. 

But need woll ha\'e course in every thing. 

“ Soyes ensure^ this was her word certame. 

And thus she wrote in a little space, 

There she loved, her labour was in vaine, 

For he was set all in another place, 

Full humbly desiring in that cace 
Some good comfoit her sorrow to appease. 

That Ate might live more at hertes ease. 

“ The fourth surely me thought she liked wele, 
As in her port, and in her behaving, 

And monesUy as ferre as Icoud fele. 

That was her word till her well belonging, 
Wherefore to her she prayed above all thing, 
Full hertely to say you in substaunce, 

That she would send her good continuaunce.*^ 

“ Ye have rehearsed me these billes all. 

But now let see somwhat of your entent,*' 

■ It may so hap, paraventure ye shall, 

Now I pray yon while I am here present. 

Ye shall have knowledge parde what I ment, 
But this I say in trouth, and make no fable, 
The case it sclfe is inly lamentable. 

“ And well I wote ye woU thmk the same, 

Like as I sav, whan ye have heard m'y bill,'^ 

“ Now goo<i tel on, I here you by saint lame, 

“ Abide a while, it is not yet my will, 

Yet must ye wete by reason and by s^ll, 

Sith ye have knowledg of that was don before. 
And thus it is said without words more. 

** Nothing so lefe as death to come to me, 

For finall end of my sorrowes and paine, 

What should I more desire as seeme ye. 

And ye knew all afome it for certaine, 

I wote ye would, and for to tell you plaine 
Without her help, that hath all thing in cure, 

I cannat thmke that it may long endure. 

“ As for my trouth, it hath be proued wele. 

To say the sooth, I can say no more. 

Of full long time, and suffered euerydelc 
In patience, and fceepe it all m store 
Of her goodnesse, beseeching her therefore, 
That 1 might haue my tbanke in such wise. 

As my desert seruetb of justise. 

“ Whan these billes were rad euerychone. 

The ladies tooke a good aduisement. 

And hem to stnswere by one and one, ' 

She thought it Was too much, in her entent, 
Wherefore she yaue hem commaimdement, 

In her presence to come both one and all^, 

To yeue hem her answere in general!. 

** What did she than, suppose ye verely ^ 

She spake her self, and ’said fn thiSmaDere ; 

‘ We haufe well seene your biUes by and by^ 
And some of hem pitous for to here. 

We woll therefore ye know alt tbis in fere, 
Within short time, our court of parliment 
Here shall be hold in otiir pcdlak present. 
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“ ‘ Anil in all this, wliejrem you find you greued. 
There shall ye find an open remedy. 

In such wise as ye shall be releeued 
Of all that ye rehearse here throughly : 

As for the date ye shall know verely, 

That ye may haue a space in your comming^ 

For Diligence shall it tell you by writing.’ 

** We thanked her in our most humble wise, 

Our felawship ech one by one assent 
Submitting vs lowly till her seruise, 

For as we thought, we had our trauail spent 
In such wise as we held vs content, 

Than each of vs tooke other by the sleue, 

And forth withal 1, as we should take our leni^ 

“ All suddainly the water sprang anone 
In my visage, and therewithal! I woke. 

* Where am I now,’ thought I, * all this is gone,* 
All mased, and vp I gan to loke, 

With that anon I went and made this boke, 

Thus simply rehearsing the substance, 

Because it shuld not be out of remembrance.” 

“ Now verely your dream is passing good. 

And worthy to be bad in remembraunce. 

For though 1 stand here as long as I stood. 

It should tb me be none encombraunce, 

X tooke therein so inly great pleasaunce. 

But tell me now what ye the book do call, 

For I must wete “ with right good will ye shall. 

“ As for this booke, to say you very right, 

Of the name to tell you m certainte, 

Ii’Assemble de Dames, thus it hight, 

How thinke ye,’’ — ** that name is good parde,” 

“ Now go farewell, for they call after me 
My felawes all, and I must after sone, 

■Rede well my dreme, for now my tale is done.” 


THE 

LAMENTATION OF MARY MAGDALEN. 


This treatise is taken out of S. Origen, wherein 
Mary Magdalen lamenteth the cruel death of 
her Saviour Christ. 


PiOKGED in the wawe of mortal distresse, 

Alas for wo, to whom shall 1 complain. 

Or who shall deuoid this great heuinesse, 

Fro me woful Mary, woful Magdalen, 

My lord is gon, alas who wrought this tein 
This sodain chanoe perseth my herte so depe. 
That nothing can I do, but waile and wepe. 

My lord is gone that here in graue was laied. 
After his great passion and death cruell, 

Who hath him thus again betraied ? 

^0r what man here about can me tell ' 

Where he is become^ the prince of Israel, 
lesus of Nazareth, my ghostly succour, 

Wy parfite love and hope ofall honour. 


What creature hath him hence caried } 

Or how might this so sodainly befall ? 

I would I had here with him taried, 

And so should I haue had my purpose all, 

I bought ointments full precious and royal. 
Wherewith I hoped his corps to anointed. 

But he thus gone my mind is dispointed. 

While I therefore aduertise and behold, 

This pitous chaunce here in my presence. 

Full little maruaile though my herte be cold. 
Considering lo, my lordes absence 
Alas that I so full of negligence 
Sould be found, because I come so late, 

All men may say I am infortunate. 

Cause of my sorow you may vnderstand 
(Quta tu^eimi donumm meum) 

An other is, that I ne may fonde, 

I wote nere, uhi posueruni eum. 

Thus I must bewayle, dolorem meum. 

With hertie weping, I can no better deserue 
Till death approch my>herte for to kerue. 

My herte opprest with sodeune auenture. 

By feruent anguish is be wrapped so, 

That long this lyfe I may not endure, 

Soch IS my paine, soch is my mortall wo, 
Neuerthelesse to what party shall I go, 

In hope to find myne owne turtill true. 

My hues ioy, my souerain Lorde lesu. 

Sith all my ioy that I call his presence, 

Is thus remoued, now I am full of mone^ 

Alas the while T made no promdenee. 

For this mishap, wherefore I sigh and grone, 
Succour to find to what place might I gon, 

Fam I would to some man my herte breako, 

I not to whom I may complaine or speake. 

Alone here I stand, full sory and full sad, 

Which hoped to haue seen my lord and king. 
Small cause haue I to* be merle or glad, 
Rememhryng his bitterfull departing, 

In this world is no creature lining 
That was to me so good and gracious, 

His loue also thlBOi gold more precious. 

Full sore I sigh, without comfort again. 

There is no cure to my saluacion, 

His hrenning lone my herte so doth constrain, 

Alas here is-a wofull permutacion, 

Whereof I find no joy nor consolacion. 

Therefore my payne all onely to confesse. 

With death I feare well end my heauinessei 

This wo and anguish is intollerable, 

If I bide here life can I not sustaine, 

If 1 go hence my paines be vncurable. 

Where him to ^d, I know no place certain, 
nd thus* I not of these things twaine, 

(Hiich I may take and which I may refuse, 
ly herte is wounded hereon to think or muse. 

A while 1 shall stand in this moumyng. 

In hope if any vision would appere, 

'That of my loue might tell some good tidyng, 
^Which into* joy might ebannge my wepyng cliere, 
I tcust in his grace and his mercy dere, 

But at the least though I therewith me kill, 

I shall not spare to waile and wepe my fiU, 
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And if that I die in soch auenture, 

I can no more but welcome as my chaunce. 

My bones shall rest here in this sepulture, 

My lyfe, my death, is at his ordiuaunce, 

It shall be told in euerlastyng remembraunce, 
Thus to departe is to me no shame. 

And also thereof I am nothyng to blame. 

Hope against me hath her course ytake, 

There is no more, but thus shall I die, 

I see right well my Lorde hath me forsake, 

But m my conceipt, cause know I none why, 
Though he be farre hence and noth 3 nQg ny^ 

Yet my wofull herte after hym doth seeke, 

And causeth teares to ren doun my cheeke. 

Thinkyng alas I haue lost his presence. 

Which m this world was all my sustenance, 

I cry and call with herty diligence, 

Bat there is no wight giueth attendance. 

Me to certifie of myne enqairance. 

Wherefore I will to all this world bewray 
How that my lord is slaine and borne away. 

Though I moume it is no great wonder, 

Sithe he is all my joy in special]. 

And now I thiuke we be so farre asonder, 

That him to see 1 feare neuer 1 shall. 

It helpeth no more after him to call, 

Ne after him to enquire in any coste, 

Alas how is he thus gone and loste ? 

The lewes I thinke full of misery, 

Set in malice, by their busie cure. 

With force and might with gileful trechery, 

Hath entermined my lordes sepnlture. 

And home away that precious figure, 

Leaning of it nothing, if they bane done so, 
Marred T am, alas what shall 1 do.^ 

With their yengeaunce insaciable, 

Now haue they him entreated so, 

That to reporte it is to lamentable, 

They beate his body from toppe to the toe, 
Neuer man was borne that felt soch woe, 

They wounded him alas with all greuance, 

The blood doun reiled in most habundance. 

The bloody rowes stremed doune ouer all, 

They him assayled so maliciously 
With their scourges and strokes bestial]. 

They spared not but smote incessantly, 

To satisfie their malice they were full busie,, 
They spit in his face they smote here and there, 
He groued full sore, and sweate many a tere. 

They crouned him with thorns shaip and keue. 
The veines rent, the blood ran doun apace, 

With blood ouercome with both his iyeni 
And bolne with strokes was his blessed face, 
ITiey him entreated as men without grace, 

They kneeled to him, and made many a scome, 
Like hell-hounds they bane him all to tome. 

Upon a mighty crosse in length and brede,* 
These turmentors shewed tbeir cursednesse, 
They nailed him without pitie or drede, 

His precious blood brast out in largenesse, 

They strained him along as men mercilesse. 
The very jointes all, tO mine apparence, 

Kiued asonder for tbek great violence. 


All this I beholding with mine iyen twain, 

Stode there beside with nifull attendaunce, 

And euer me thought he being in that pain, ' 
Loked on me with deadly countenaunce. 

As he had said in his speciall remembraunce, 
Parwel Magdalen depart must I needs hens, 

My herte is Tanguam cera liquescens.* 

Which rufull sight whan I gan behold, 

Out of my witte I almost destranght. 

Tare my heere, my hands wrang and fold, 

And of that sight my herte drank soch a draught. 
That many a fall swounmg there I caught, 

I brused my body falling on tbe ground, 

Whereof I fele many a greuous wound. 

Than these wretches ful of al frowardnessfe, 

Gaue him to dnnke eisel tempred with gall, 

Alas, that poison full of bittemesse, 

My loues chere caused than to appall, 

And yet thereof might be not drinke at all, 

But spake these wordes as him thought best, 

“ Father of Heauen, Qmsummatum 

Than kneeled T doune in paines outrage, ' 

Clipping the crosse within mine armes twain. 

His blood distilled doune on my visage, 

My clothes eke the droppes did distain, 

To haue died for him I would full ftiin, 

But what should it auayle if I did so, 

Sith he IS, Susfpenms m pahbulo* 

Thus my Ix)rd full dere was all disguised 
With blood, pain, and wounds many one, 

His veines brast, his joynts all to riued,^ 

Partyng asonder the fl^h fro the bone, 

But I saw he hing not there alone. 

For Cum irwpas deputatus esty 

Not like a man, but like a leprous beest. 

I A blind kn^ht men called Longias, 

With a speare aproched vnto my souerain, ^ 

I Launsing his side full pitously alas, 

That his precious herte he claue in twain, 

The purple blood eke fro tbe hertes vain, 

Doupe railed right fast in ipost rufull wise. 

With christal water brought out of Paradise. 

Whan I beheld this wofull passion, 

1 wote not how by sodain auenture, 

My herte was peersed with very compassion. 
That in me remayned no life of nature^ 

Strokes of death I felt without measure. 

My deaths wound I caught with wo opprest, 

And brought to pcdnt as 'my herte shcdd brest. 

The wound, herte, and blood of my darling. 
Shall neuer slide fro my memoriall, 

The bitter paines also of tourmenting* 

Within my soule be grauen principall, 

The speare alas that was so sharpe witball. 

So thrilled my herte as to my fclyng, 

That body and soule were at departyng. 

As sooae as I might I releued vp agaiae^ 

My breth I coude not very weU restoi^,^ 

Felyng my 'selfe drowned in so great pnine, 

Both body and soul me thonght were al to tor 
Uiolent falles greened me ri;^t sore, 

1 wept, I bledde, and with my Selfe I fared. 

As one that for hi? life nothing had cared. 
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I lokyiig vp t© that rufull roode, 

Saw firet the visage pale of that 6gure, 

But so pitous a bight spotted w;th bloode. 

Saw tieuer yet uo Huyiig creature. 

So it exceeded the bounds of measure. 

That maos mmd with all his wits fiue. 

Is nothing able that paine for to disci iue* 

Than gan I there mine armes to vnbrace. 

Up liftyng my handes full moumingly, 

I sighed and sore sobbed in thatplace^ 

Both Heuen and earth might haue herd me cry, 
W'eping, and said alas incessanntly, 

** Ah mv sweet herte, roy ghofetly paramour, 
Alas I may nat thy body socour. 

0 blessed lord, how fierse and how cruell 
These cursed wights now hath thee slaine, 
Kerning alas thy body eiieridell. 

Wound within wound, fall bitter is thy para, 

Now wold that I might to thee attaine. 

To nayle my body fast vnto thy tree. 

So that of this payne thou might go free.’* 

I can not report ne make no rebersaile 
Of my demening with the circumstaunce. 

But well I wote the speare with euery uaile 
Thirled my sonle by inward resemblaunce, 
Which neuer shall out of my remeinbraimce. 
During my lyfe it woll cause me to waile 
oft as 1 remembre that bataile. 

Ah ye lewes, worse than dogges rabiate, 

What mowed you thus cruelly him to aray. 

He neuer displeased you^ nor caused debate, 

Your loue and true hertes he coueyted aye. 

He preched, he teched, he shewed the right way. 
Wherefore ye like tyrants wood and wayward. 
Now haue him thus slaine for his reward. 

Ye ought to haue remembred one thing special. 
His fauour, his grace, and his magnificence. 

He was your pnnee borne and lord ouer all. 

How be it ye toke him m small reuerence. 

He was full meke in sufirwg your ofience, 
Neuertheles ye deuoured him with one assent. 

As hungry wolfe doth the lamb innocent. 

Where was your pite, O people mercilesse, 
Arming your self with felsheed and treason, 

On my lord ye haue shewed your voodnesse. 
Like no men, but be^tes without reason. 

Your malice he suffred all for the season, 

Your payn woll come thinke it not to slack, 

Man without mercy of mercy shall lack, 

O ye tndtours and madntainers of madnesse, 
Unto your folly I asenbe aU my paine. 

Ye haue me depnued of joy and gladnesse. 

So dealing with my lord and stiuerame. 

Nothing shuld I need thus to complaine, 

If ye had Imed in peace and tranquillite, 

Whom ye haue slaine throu^ your iniquiie. 

Farewel your noblenessje that somtime did rain, 
Farewel your worship, glory, and foose, 
Hereafter to Hue in hate and disdaine, 

Maruaile ye not for your trespace and blame. 
Unto shame is toumed all your good name. 

Upon you now woll wonder euery nationj 
As people c£ roost vile reputation. 


These wicked wretches, these hounds of Hell, 
As I haue told playoe here in this sentence, 
Were not content my dere loue tlius to quel. 
But yet they must embesile his presence. 

As I perceyue by couert violence 

They haue him conueyed to my displeasure, 

For here is lafte but naked sepulture. 

Wherefore of trouth and rightful judgment. 
That their malice againe may be acquited, 
After my verdite and auisement. 

Of false murdre they shall be endiied, 

Of theft also which shall not be respited, 

And in all hast they shall be hanged and draw, 
I woll my selfe plede this cause in the law. 

Alas if I with trewe attendaunce, 

Had still abidden with my lordes corse. 

And kept it still with trewe perseueraunce, 
Thau had not befiil this wofull deuorse, 

But as for my paine welcome and no force. 
This shal be my songe where so euer I go, 
Departing is ground of all my wo. 

I see right well now in my paines smart, 

There is no wound of so greuous dolour, 

As is the wound of my carefull herte, 

Silh 1 haue lost thus my paramour, 

AU sweetnesse is toumed into sour. 

Mirth to my herte nothing may conuey. 

But he that beareth thereof both loke and key« 

The ioy excellent of blissed Paradise, 

May me alas in no wise comfbrte, 

Song of angel nothing may me suffise, 

Asm min herte now to make disporte, 

Al f refuse but that I might resorte 
Unto my loue the well of goodliheed. 

For whose longing I trowe I shal be deed. 

Of painful labour and tourment corporal, 

5 make thereof none exception, 

Paines of Hell 1 wol passe ouer all, 

My loue to find in mine affection, 

So great to him is my delectation, 

A thousand times martred would I bee, 

His blessed body ones if I might see. 

About this world so large in all compasse, 

1 shal not spare to renne my life during. 

My feet also shall not rest in one place, 

Til of iny loue I may heare some tiding, 

For whose absence my hands now X wring. 

To thinke on him cease shall peuer my mind, 
O gentil lesu where shall I thee find. 

lerusalem I wol serch place fro place, 

Sion, the vale of Tosapbat also. 

And if 1 find him not iu all this place, 

By mount Oliuet to Bethany wol X go. 

These wayes wol 1 wander many roo, ' 
Nazareth, Bethleem, Mountana, lude, 

No frauaile shall me paine him for to see. 

His blessed fase. if 1 might see and finde, 

Serch I would euery coste and countrey, 

The fardest part of Egipt or hote Inde, 

Shulde be to me but a little ioumey, 

How IS be thus gone or taken away. 

If I knew the full trouth and certetjte. 

Yet from this care released might 1 be. 
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Into wilderaesse 1 thinke best to go, 

Sith I can no more tydings of him here, 
There may I my life lede to and fro, 

There may I dwel, and to no man apere. 

To towne ne village woll I come nere, 

Alone in woods, in rockes, and m canes deep, 
I may at mine own wil both waile and weep. 

Mine eyen twaine withouten variaunce 
Shall neuer cease, T promise faithfully 
Where to weepe with great aboundannce. 
Bitter teares rennmg incessauntlv, 

The which teares medled full petously. 

With the very blood euer shall renne also, 
Expressing in mine herte the greeuous wo. 

Worldly fode and sustenaunce I desire none, 
Such liuing as 1 find soch woll 1 take, 

Rootes that growen on the craggy stone, 

Shall me suffice with water of the lake, 

Than thus may T say for my lords sake, 
Fuerunt miki lackrymos ine<E 
Jn deserto panes, die ac node. 

My body to clothe it maketh no force, 

A mourning mantel shal be suffi<-ient, 

The greuous woundes of his pitous cor&e, 

Shal be to me a full loyal gainement, 

He departed thus I am best content, 

His crosse with nailes and scourges withall, 
Shal be my thought and paine speciall. 

Thus wol I Hue as I haiie here told, 

If I may any long tyme enduie, 

But I fere death is oner me so bold, 

That of my purpose T can not be sure. 

My paynes encrease without measure, 

For of long lyfe who cap lay apy reason, 

All thing is mortal and hath but a season.' 

I sigh full sore and it is ferre yfet, 

Mine herte 1 feele now bledeth inwardly. 

The blody teares I may in no wise let, 

Sith of my paine 1 find no remedie, 

I thanke God of all if I now die. 

His will perfourmed I hold me content, 

My soule let him haue that bath it me lent. 

For lenger to endure it is intollerable, 

My woful herte is inflamed so huge, 

That no sorow to myne is comparable^ 

Sith of my mind I fiode no refuge. 

Yet I him require as rightful ludge, 

To deuoide fro me the mwarde sorow, ' 

Lest I Hue not to^the next morow. 

Within mine herte is impressed full sore, 

His royal forme, his shape, his semelines, 

His porte, his chere, his goodnes euermore, 
His noble persone with all gentilnes, 

He IS the well of all partfitnes, 

The very redemer of all mankind, 

Him lone I best with herte, soule, and mind. 

In his absence my paynes full bitter be, 
Right well I may it fele now inwardly, 

No wonder is though they hurte or sTee me, 
They cause me to crie so rufiilly, 

Mme herte oppressed is so wonderfully, 
Onely for him which so is bright of hlce, 
Alas I trowe I shaH him neuer see. 


My ioy is translate full farre in exile. 

My mirth is ebaunged into paynes cold, 

My lyfe d tbinke endureth but a while. 
Anguish and payne is that 1 behold, 

Wherfore my hands thus I wring and fold. 
Into hib graue I Joke, 1 call, I pray. 

Death remaineth, and life is home away. 

Now must I walke and wander here and ther< 
God .wet to what partes I shall me dregse. 
With quaking herte, weepyng many a tere, 
To seek out my lone and all my sweetnes, 

I wolde he wist what mortall heuines 
About mine herte reneweth more and more, 
Than wold he nat keepe pite long in store. 

Without him I may not long endure, 

His loue so sore worketh within my brest, 

And euer I wepe before this sepulture, 
Sighing full sore as mine herte should brest. 
During my lyfe I shall obtayne no rest. 

But moume and wepe where that euer I go, 
Making complaint of al my mortall wo. 

Fast I crie but there is no audience, 

My comming hider was him for to please, 
My soule opprest is here with his absence, 
Al^ he list not to set mine herte in ease. 
Wherefore to payne my self with al disease, 

1 shal not spare till he take me to grace. 

Or els I shall sterue here in this place. 

Ones if I might with him speake. 

It were al my ioy, with parfite pleasaunce, 
So that I might to him my herte breake, 

I shuld anone deuoid al my greuaunce, 

For he is the blisse of very recreaunce. 

But now alas I can nothing do so. 

For in steed of ioy naught haue I but wo. 

His noble corse within mme hertes rote. 
Deep is graved which shall neuer slake, 

Now is he gone to what place I ne wote, 

I moume, I wepe^ and al is for his sake, 

Sith he is past, here a vowe I make. 

With hertely promise, and thereto I me him 
Neuer to cease till I may him find. 

Unto his mother I thinke for to go, 

‘ Of her haply some comfort may I take, 

But one thing yet me feareth and no mo, 

If I any mencion of him make. 

Of my wordes she wold tnmble and quake, 
And who coud her blame she hauhag but or 
The son borne away, the mother trol mone. 

Sorowes many hath she snflVed trewly, 

Sith that she first conceiued him and bare. 
And seuen things there be most specially. 
That drowneth her herte in sorrow and can 
Yet lo, in no wise may they compare, 

With this one now, the which if she kn^, ‘ 
She wold her paines euerichone renew. 

Great was her sorrow by menpes saying. 
Whan in the temple Simeon Justus,^ 
Shewing to her, these words prophesiyng, 
Tuam animam pertrmsiUi ^ 

Alsp whan Herode that tytaat furious, 

Her childe pursued in bnery place. 

For his life went neithermercy ne grace. 
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She mourned whan she knew him gone, 
foil long she sought oi she him found ayen, 
Whan he went to death his crosse him vpon, 
It was to her sight a rewful paine. 

Whan he hong thereon, between theues twaipe 
And the speare vnto his hcFte thrust nght, 

She swooned, and to the ground there pight- 

Whan deed and bloody in her lappe lay 
His blessed body, both hands and fete all tore. 
She cried oat and said, now wel away. 

Thus araide was neuer man before. 

Whan hast was made his body to be bore 
Unto his sepulture, here to remaine, 
tJnnethes for wo she coude her sustaine. 

These sorowes seuen, like swerds euery one, 
His mothers herte wounded fro syde to syde. 
But if she knew her sonne thus gone. 

Out of this world she shuld with death ride, 
For care she coude no lenger here abide, 
Hauing no more joy nor consolacioun, 

Than 1 here standing in this staciouiu 

Wherefore her to see I dare nat presume. 

Fro her piesence I wol my selfe refraine. 

Yet had I lener to die and consume. 

Than his mother should haue any more pain, 
Keuertheles her sonpe I would see ful .fain^ 

His presence was very ioy and swcetnes. 

His absence is but sorrow and heauines. 

There is no more, sith I may him nat mete. 
Whom I desire aboue all other thing, 

Nede I must^take the sour with the swete. 

For of his noble corse I here no tiding. 

Full oft I cry, and my hands wring, 

Myne herte alas relenteth all in paine. 

Winch will brast both senew and vame. 

Alas how vnhappie was this woful hour. 
Wherein is thus mispended my seroice. 

For mine intent and eke my true lalKiur, 

To none effect may cotp^ iu any wise. 

Alas I thinke if he doe me dispise,^ 

And list not take my simple obseruaunce. 
There is no more, but dea.tb is my fiqaunce. 

I bane him call^ Spd non responi^&t mHu, ^ 
Wherfore my mirth is tourned to mourning 
O dere lord Quid maUfed Hbiy 
That me'to comfort I find no erthly thing, 
Alas, hane compassion of my crying, 

Yf fro me, Famem tuam ahscondUs, 

There is no more, but Consume) e me vis. 

Within myne herte is grounded thy figure. 
That all this worlds horrible tourment, 

May it not asswage, it is so without measure, 
It is so brenning, it is so fcruent^ 

Hemember Lord I haue bin dilijgeht, 

Euer thee to please onely and no 

Myne herte is with thee where so ener J go. 

Therefore my dere darling, Trabe meposi te. 
And let me not stand thus desolate, 

Quia non estf qux consoletur me, 

M 3 nie herte for thee i$ disconsolate. 

My paines also nothing me moderate, 

Now if it list thee to speake with me aline, 
Come in hast, for my herte asonder will riue. 


To thee I prefer lo my poorc seruice. 

Thee for to please after mine owne entent, 

I offer here, as in deuont sacrifice, 

My boxe replete with pretious oyntment, 

Myne eyen twaine, weeping sufficient, 

Myne herte with anguish fulfilled is alas 
My Soule eke redy for lone about to pas. 

' Naught els haue I thee to please or pay. 

For if mine herte vere gold or pretious stone, 

It should be thine without any delay. 

With hertely chere thou shuld haue it anone. 
Why suffrest thou me then to stand alone. 

Thou hast I trow my weeping in disdaine. 

Or els thou knowest nat what is my pame. 

If thou withdraw thy noble daliannce, 

For ought that euer I displeased thee. 

Thou knowest right wel it is but ignorance, 

And of no knowledge for certainte, 

If I haue offended Lord forgiue it me. 

Glad I am for to make full repentaunce. 

Of all thing that hath bin to thy greuaunce : 

Myne herte alas swelleth within my brest 
So sore opprest with anguish and with paine. 
That all to peeces forsooth“it woll brest, 

But if I see thy blessed corse agame. 

For life ne death I can nat me refraine, 

If thou make delay thou maist be sure 
Myne herte woll leape into this sepulture. 

Alas my Lord, why farest thou thus with me. 
My tribulation yet bane in mind. 

Where is thy mercy ? where is thy pite ? 

Which euer I trusted in thee to find, 

Sometime thou were to me both good and kind, 
Let it please thee my prayer to accept, 

Which with tcarcs I haue here bewept. 

On me thou oughtest to haue very routh, 

Sith for thee is all this mourning, 

For sith I to thee yplighted first my trouth, 

I neuer varied with discording, 

That knowest thou best, my owne darling 
Why constrainest thou me thus to wa;le f 
My wo forsooth can thee nothing availe. 

I haue endured without vanaunce. 

Bight as thou knowest, thy loner iust and Irew, 
With herte and thought aye at thine ordinance^ 
Like to the saphire alway in one hew, 

I neuer chaunged thee for no new, 

Why withdrawest thou my presence, 

Sith all my thought is for thine absence, 

With herte intier, sweet Lord I crie to thee, 
Enclinc thine ears to my petition. 

And come, Velocity exaudi me. 

Remember mine hertes dispdsitioun. 

It may not endure in thus conditipun. 

Therefore out of these paines, libera me. 

And where thou art, Pone mejuxia te. 

Let me behold, O Jesu thy blissed face. 

Thy faire glorious angellike visage, 

Bow thine eares to my conoplaint, alas, 

For to conuey me out of this rage, 

Alas my lord, take fro me this doniinage, 

And to my desire for mercy condi&cend. 

For none but thou may my greuaunce amend. 
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Now yet good Lord, 1 thee beseech and pray, 

As thou raised my brother Lazarous 
From death to hfe, the fourth day 
Came ayen in body and soule precious : 

As great a thing maist thou shew vnto vs, 

Of thy selfe, by power of thy godhead, 

As thou did of him, lying in graue dead. 

Mine herte is wounded with thy charite. 

It brennetb, it fiameth incessauntly, 

Come my dear IiOrd, Jd adjuvandum me^ 

Now be not long, my paine to multiplie. 

Least in the mean time I depart and die; 

In thy giace I put both hope and confidence, 

To do as it pleaseth thy high magnificence. 

Floods of death, and tnhulatioun. 

Into my soule I fecle entred full deepe, 

Alas that here is no consolatioun, 

Euer I wade, euer 1 moume and weepe. 

And sorow hath wounded mine herte ful deepe, 

0 deare lone, no maruaile though I die, 

S(/gitt€E tu^SB.infisia sunt rruM. 

Wandnng in this place, as in wddfernesse. 

No comfort haue I, ne yet assuraunce. 

Desolate of loy, replete with faintnesse. 

No answere receiuing of mine enquiraunce, 

Mine herte also greued with displ^saunce, 
Wheiefore I may say, 0 Deusy 0 Deus, 

Kon est dolor sicut dolor meus. 

Mine herte expresseth. Quod dilexi multum, 

1 may not endure though I would faine. 

For now Solum supeiest sepulokrumy 

I know it right well by my huge paine, 

Thus for loue I may not life sustaine, 

But O God, 1 muse what ayleth thee, 

Quod sic rcpmte preecqntas me* 

Alas, 1 see it wol none -otherwise be, 

Now must I take my leaue for euermore, 

This bitter paine hath almost discomfite me, 

My loues corse I can in no wise restore, 

Alas to this wo that euer 1 was bore. 

Here at this tombe now must 1 die and starue. 
Death is about my beitc for to carue. 

My testament I woll begin to make, 

To God the father my soule 1 commend, 

To Jesn my loue, that died for my sake, 

My herte and all both I giue and send. 

In whose lone my life Qiaketh end. 

My body also, to this monuipent, 

I here bequeath both boxe and ointment. 

Of all my wills, lo now I make .the lasit. 

Right in this place, within this .sepulture. 

I woll be buried whan 1 am dead and past, 

And vpon my graue I woll haue this sciiptuie: 

“ Here within resteth a ghostly creature, 

Christs true louer, Mary Magdalaine, 

Whose herte for loue br^ke in peeces-twaine.” 

Ye yertuous womea^ tender of nature, 

Full of pitie and of compassion^ 

Resort I pray you yntq Siny sepulture. 

To sing ipy dirige with great dcuotjon* 

Shew your charitie in this condition, 

Smg with pUic, and let your h^te? weepe, , ' 
l^membring 1 am dead and layd to sleepe. 
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Than whan ye begin to part me fro. 

And ended haue your mourning obseruaunce, 
Remember wheresoeuer that ye go, 

Alway to search and make due enquerence 
After my loue, mine hertes sustenaunce. 

In euery towue and in euerj' village, 

If ye may here of this noble, image. 

And if it happe by any grace at last, 

That ye my true loue find in any co^ 

Say that his Magdaleine is dead and past. 

For his pure loue hath yeelded vp the ghosl^ 
Say that of all thing I loued him most. 

And that I might not this death eschew, 

May paines so sore did euer renew. 

And in token of loue perpetual. 

Whan I am buried in this place present 
Take out mine herte, the very root and al, 
And close it within this boxe of ointment, 

To my deare loue make thereof a present, 
E^neeling downe with words lamentable. 

Do your message, speake feire and tretable. 

Say that to him my selfe I commend 
A thousand times, with herte so free, 

This poore token say tp him 1 send, 

Pleaseth his goodnesse to take it in gree, 

It IS his own of nght, it is his fee 
Which he asked, whan he said long before, 
Giue me thy herte, and I desire no more. 

Adue my Lord, my loue so faire of face, 

Adue my turtle done, so fresh of hew, 

Adue my mirth, adue ail my sc^ace, 

Adue al^ my samour Lord Jesu, 

Adue the geutiUest that ener 1 knew. 

Adue my most excellent paramour, 

Fairer than rose, sweeter than Hlly flour. 

Adue my hope of all pleasure etemall, 

My life, my wealth, and my prosperitie. 

Mine herte of gold, my perle orientall, 

Mine adamant of perfite charitie. 

My cheefe refuge, and my felicitie. 

My comfort, and all my recreatioun. 

Farewell my peix>etuaU saluatioun. 

Farewell mine cmpcrour celestial], 

Most beautifull prince of all mankind, 

Adue my Lord, of herte most hberall. 
Farewell my sweetest, both soule and mind^ 
So louing a spouse shall 1 neuer find, 

Adue my soueraine, and very gentilmad. 
Farewell dere herte, as hertely as I can. 

Thy words eloquent flawing ia sweetnesse, 

« Sbal DO more alas my mind recomfort, 
Wherfore my life must end in bitternesse, 

For in this world shall I neueir resort 
I'o thee, which was mine heauenly disport, 

I see alas it woll none other he, 

Now farewell the ground of all dignltie. 

Adue the fehest that euer was bore, 

Alas 1 may not see'your blessed feoe, • 

Now welaway that 1 shall see no more 
Thy blessed visage, so replete with giao^ 
Wherein is prkil^ my perflite eoUa^ 

Adue mine hertes noot and all for euer, 

Now farewell, 1 must liom thee disceuer 
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My soule for anguish is now full thursty, 

I faint right sore for heauinesse, 

My lord, my spouse, C^^r me dereliquisti ^ 

Sitb I for thee suffer all this distresse. 

What cau^eth thee to soeme thus mercilesse, ‘ 
Sith it thee pleaseth of me to make an end, 

( In Manus tuas ) my spirit I commend. 

FINIS- 


THE PROLOGUE 

TO THE REMEPY OF LOVE. 

Seeinc the manifoMe inconuenience 
Falling by mbrideled iirosperitie. 

Which IS not tempred with mortal prudence, 
Nothing more wealthy than youths freeltie, 
Moued I am, both of right and eqnitie, 

To youths wele somewhat to wnte 
^JVhereby he may himselfe safecondite. 

First I note, as thing most noyous 
Unto youth a greeuous maladie, 

Among us called loue encombrous, 

Uexing yong people straungelie, 

Oft by force causeth. hem to die. 

Age is eke turmented by loue, 

Bineath the girdle, and not'a^ue. 

Wherfore this werk, which is right laborous 
For age me need nat in hond to take, 

To youth me oweth to be obsequious, 

Now I begin thus to Forke for his sake, 

Which may the feruence of loue aslake 
To the louer, as a mitigatiue. 

To him that is none a pre&eruatiue. 

That mighty lord which me gouemeth. 

Youth I meane, measure if I pace 
Id euery matter which him concemeth. 

First, as is behonefnll, I woll aske grace, 

And forthwithall in this same place. 

Ere 1 begin, 1 woll kneel and sa 
These few words, and him of helpe pray. 

Flouring youth, which hast auauntage 
In strength ^hody, in lust and beaute. 

Also a precellhig hast aboue age 
In many a singular commodite, 

Howbeit, one thing he hath beyond tbee. 

To thy most prodte and greatest auaile. 

Which shuld the conduit, I mean sad couusaile. 

And yet good lord, of a presumption, 

I nill depraue thy might and deitie, 

I Iiue but vnder thy protection, 

I am thy subiect, I wegre thy liuerie, 

For thou art ground of my prosperitie, > 

And freshest flourc of all my garland, 

My singular aid, as I well vnderstaud. 

But ^ he that oweth his lord best seruise. 
And entire faith, his honour to support, 

Right so I speake, and m none other wise, 

I knowledge my selfe one of the least sort 
Of thy seruaunts to our elders comfort, 

Draw sad counsaiie to thee if thouidist, 

Thee and thy power, who may than resist’^ 


“ F e on age, vnder words few. 

And his enronious opinion, 

What spekest of him, which saitb most \ntrue. 
All youth to be of ill dispositioun, 

Dampneth vs all without exceptioun, 

And foi a colerable auauntage, 

He saith in him resteth counsaiie sage. 

** Well may sad counsaiie in him rest, 

But yet his deeds ben ferre therefro, 

He may say with our parish pnest, 

‘ Do as 1 say, but not as I do,* 

For [ my selfe know one or two. 

Well striken in age, for neighbourhed 
Woll to their neighbours wiues bed. 

“ He will m presence of the young man 
Her clippe and kisse, ye and doune lay, 

To bleare his eye, thus he saieth than, 

‘ O suffer ye old Morel to play, 

Now haue 1 doen that I can or may,' 

Thus he saieth her husband to queme, 

That he nor no man should not misdeme. 

In word nor deed nedeth him not be coy, 

It IS impossible that he doe amisse, 

If the yoflg man speake, anone he saith, ‘ Boy, 
To rebuke age, beseemeth thee not iwis,* 

Thus his old face aye his warrant is, 

All is in him sleight aod.subtiltee, 

And ferre from reason I tell thee. 

And shortly age is not abone me. 

Age is impotent, and of no resistence. 

Age vnweldie may not fight nor flee, 

What were age, without my defence 

(Sad counsaiie saist thou giuetb him assistance) 

Reason is freshest where that I am. 

Wherefore in thy saying thou ait to blame. 

Sith reason to me is rather accompanied 
Than vnto age, whith is the opinion 
Of euery wise man not to be denied, 

And sith sad counsaiie proceedeth of reason, 

Sad counsaiie in me hath his cheef mansion, 
This is no nay, but what is the end 
Of this thy suasion, what doest entend.'* 

“ Age to compare vnto thine excellence, 

I nill presume him so’ to dignifie, 

Ye be not egall, howbeit experience 
Him auauntageth, for she most certainly, 

Him tcacheth what thing to him is contrary. 
And oft to foresee it, and warely eschew 
Which thou neuer assaidest yet nor knew. 

** Experience maketh a man most certaine 
Of any thing yearthly, and of necessite. 

Sad counsaiie requireth certaintie plainer 
So ferre to moue thus whereto need we 
But to my purpose, as thou commandest me, 
Shortly mine entent is thus, and none other, 
Under thy license to counsaiie my brother." 

** How shuldest thou giue any counsail so yong. 
lacking expenence vnto thine owne speech, 

1 report me, f wote well as for thy tong 
Wil serue thee right wel, but than for to teach, 

1 doubt me Jest that thy*wit woll not reach, 
Youth and expenence thou saist be not conuert, 
flow sbouldest thou than teach well vnexpert/^ 
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** Scripture wituesseth, that God will oft shitte 
Fro the hie witted man, and shew it to the child. 
To him I meane that of his own witte 
Presumeth not, bat is debonaire and mild. 

By counsaile J entend vertue for to bild, 

Wh’ch of mine elders part haue I borowed, 

And part of experience, which I haue sorowed.** 

Wei than, if it be as thou lettestfarc, 

Shew forth thy doctiiue, be not agast, 

I woll thee support, looke thou not spare, 
Maugre age, though be frete or gnast, 

To aske age counsaile herein, were but wast, 
Boldely begin, go forth to the processe, 

Feare not sith thou art of such surenesse.” 

Graunt mercie lord, sith it thee doeth like 
To license me, now I woll dare boldly 
Assail my purpose, with scnptures autentike. 
My werke woll I ground, vnderset, and fortefie, 
Aspire my beginning, O thou wood furie, 

Alecto, with thy susters, and m especiall 
To the mother of ielousie Juno I call ” 

Exmcrr prologus. 


THE REMEDY OF LOYE. 


This book, drawn for the most part out of the Pro- 
verbs of Solomon, is a warning to take heed of 
the deceitful company of women. 


This werke who so shall see or rede. 

Of any incongruitie do me not impeche, 
Ordmately beboueth me first to precede 
In deduction thereof, in manner as the leebe 
His patients siknesse oweth first for to seche. 
The which known, medicin he should applie, 
And shortly as be cau, than shape a remedie. 

Right so by counsaile, willing thee to exhort, 
O y®ng man prosperous^ which doth abound 
In thy fioures of lust belongeth on thee sort, 
Me first to consider what is root and ground 
Of thy m'seheefe, which is plainly found, 
Woman farced -mth fraud and deceit. 

To tby confusion most allectiue bait. 

Fly the miswoman, least she thee deceiue, ' 
Thus saith Salomon, which taught was fully 
The falshed of women in his days to conceiue, 
The lips of a strumpet ben sweeter than bony. 
Her throte he saith soupled with oil of flatery, 
Howbeit, the end and effect of all 
Bitterer is than any wormwood or gall. 

Fly the miswoman, louing thy life, 

Ware the straungers bland eloquence, 
Straunge 1 call her that is not thy wife, 

Of her beauty haue no concupiscence, 

Her countenance preteuding beneuolence, 
Beware her signes, and eye so amiable. 

Hold it for ferme. they ben deceinable. 


Lo an ensample what women be 
In their signes and countenaunce shortly^ 

I well shew thee how louers three 
Loued one woman right entirely, 

Ech of them knew others maladie. 

Wherefore was all their daily labour. 

Who coud approch next in her fauour. 

At sundry seasons, as fortune requireth, 

Senerally they came to see her welfare, 

But ones it happened, loue them so fii eth. 

To see their lady they all would not spare. 

Of others coming none of them were ware, 

Till all they mette, whereas they in place 
Of hir lady saw the desired face. 

To supper set, full smally they eat, 

Full sober and demure in countenaunce, 

For there taried none of hem for any meat. 

But on his lady to giue attendaunce, 

And in secret wise some sigmfiaunce 
Of loiie to bane, which perceiumg she, 

Fetely executed thus her properte. 

In due season, as she alway espied 
Euery thing to execute conuemently, 

Her one louer first friendly she eied. 

The second she offied the cup courtesly, 

The third she gane token secretly, 

Underneath the bord she trade on his, foot, 

I Through his eutrailes tikled the herte root. 

By your leaue, might I here ask a question 
Of you my maisters, that sewe loues trace. 

To you likely belongeth the solution, 
t Which of these three stood now in grace ? 
j Clerely to answere ye would ask long space, 

Tlie matter is doubtfull and opinable. 

To acertaine you I woll my selfe enable. 

Of the foresaid three my selfe was one, 

No man can answere it better than I, 

Herlely of vs beloued vvas there none. 

But Wattes packe we bare all by and by, 

Wliich at last I my selfe gan aspie, 

In time as me thought than I left the daunce, 

0 thoughtfoll herte, great is thy greuaunce. 

Hence fro me hence, that me for to eudite 
Halpe aye here afore, O ye Muses nine. 

Whilom ye were wont to be mine aid and light, 
My penne to direct, my braine to illumine. 

No longer alas may 1 sewe your doctriue, 

The fresh lustie metres, that 1 wont to make 
Haue been here afore, I vtterly forsake. 

Come hither thou Hermes, and ye furies all, 
Which fer ben vnder vs, nigh the nether pole, 
Where Pluto reigneth, O king infemall, 

Send out thine arpies, send Anguish and Bole, 
Misene and Wo, leaue ye me not sole, 

Of right be present must Paiu and eke Turment, 
The pale Beath beseemeth not to be absent. 

To me now I call all this lothsome sort, 

My pains t'encrease, my sorows to augment. 

For worthie 1 am to he bare of all comfort, 

Thus sith I haue consumed and mispent 
Not only my days, but my 5'fold talent. 

That my Lord committed me, I can't recompence 

1 may not too d^ly abie my negligence. 
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By the path of penaunce yet woll I reuert 
To the well of grace, mercy there to fetch, 
Despisest not God the meehe contrite herte 
Of the cock crow, alas that I would not retch, 
And yet it is not late m the second wetch, 

Mercy shall I purchase by incessaunt crying, 

The mercies of our Lord euer shall I sing. 

But well maist thou wail wicked woman, 

That thou shuldest deceiue thus any innocent 
And in recompence of my sinne, so as I can, 

To al men wol I make and leue this monument, 
In shewing part of thy falsbed is mine entent, 

For all were too much, I cannot well I wote. 

The cause sheweth plainly he that thus wrote. 

If all the yearth were parchment scribable, 
Speedie for the hand, and all manner wood 
Were hewed and proportioned to pens able. 

All water inke, m damme or in flood, 

Euery man being a parflt sewbe and good. 

The cursednesse yet and deceit of women 
Coud not be shewed by the meane of pen. 

I flie all odious resemblaunccs. 

The deuils brond call women I might, 

Whereby man is encensed to mischaunces, 

Or a stinking rose that ^ire is jn sight, 

Or deadly empoyson, like that sugar white. 
Which by his sweetnesse causeth man to tast, 
And sodainly sleeth and bnngeth him to his last. 

It is not, my manner to vse such language. 

But this my doctrine, as I may lawfully, 

I woll holly ground with authontie sage, 

Willing both wisedome, and vertue edifie, 

Wine and women into apostasie. 

Cause wisemeu to fall, what is that to say, 

Of wisedome cause them to forget the way. 

Wherefore the wiseman doth thee aduise. 

In whose words can be found no leasing. 

With the straunger to sit in no wise, 

Which is not tby wife, fall not in clipping 
With her, but beware eke of her kisamg, 

Keep with her in wme no altercation. 

Least that thine herte faU by iochnation. 

May a man thmkhst bide and safe lay 
Fire iu his bosoncie, witb(»at empairement, 

And breniuiig of his clothes ? or whider he may 
Walkjs on hote coles, his feet not brent ? 

As who saith nay, and whereby is ment 
This foresaid prouerbe and similitude, 

But that thou ridde thee plainly to denude. 

From the flatt^ers forgetting her gide, 

The gide of her youth, I mean Sbamefastnes, 
Which sbuld cause her maidenhead to abide. 
Her Gods behest eke she full recheles, 

Not retching, commrtteth it to forgetfolnes, 
Neither God ne shame in her bauing place, 
Needs must such a woman lacke grace. 

And all that neigh her in way of siuue 
To tourne, of grace shall lacke the influence, 
The pathes of life no more to come in. 
Wherefore first friend thee with Sapieiipe, 
'Remembnng God, and after with Prudence, 

To thin^ owne weale that they thee keepe, 

JJnto thine hert^ l^ast her wprds creeps 


In his book where X take my most ground. 

And in his prouerbes, sage Salomon 
Telleth a tale, which is plainly found 
In the fifth chapiter, whider in deed don. 

Or meekely feined to our instruction, 

Let clerkes determine, but this am I sure. 

Much like thing 1 baue bad in vre. 

At my window” saith he I looked out. 

Fair yoog people, where I saw many. 

Among hem all, as I looked about, 

To a yong man fortuned I lent mine eye, 
Estraunged from his mind it was likely, 

By the street at a corner nigh his own hous, 

He went about with eye right curious. 

Whan that the day his light gan withdraw, 

And the night approched m the twilight, 

How a woman came and met him I saw, 

Talking with him vnder shade of the night, 

* Now blessed be God’ (quod she) ‘ of his might. 
Which hath fulfilled mine bertes desire, 

Aslaked my paines, which were hote as fire/ ” 

And yet mine autbour, as it is skill, 

To follow, I must tell her arraymeut. 

She was foil nice, soules like to spill, 

As nice in countenaunce yet as in garment, 

For jangling she was of rest impatient. 

Wandring still, in no place she stode, 

But restlesse now, and now out she yode. 

Now m the house, now in the strete, 

Now at a corner she standeth m await, 
Incessauntly busie her pray for to gete. 

To bring to the lure whom she doth lait. 

Now where 1 left, vnto my matter strait 
T woll toume agame, how she him mette, 

Sweetly kissed, and fnendly hem grette. 

With words of curtesie many and diuerse, 

Right as m part I haue before told, 

Now as I can, I purpose to reherse, 

, How she flattering said with visage bold, 

“ I haue Boade vowes aud ofierings manifbld 
For thy sake, O mine berte, Omy lone dere, 

This day I thanke God all performed were. 

“ Therefore I came out, and made thus astart, 
Uery desirous your welfare to see, 

Now J haue seene you, pleased is mine herte. 

In faith shall none haue my loue but ye. 

As true as I am to you, be to me, 

I pray you hertely dere herte come home. 

No man«should be to me so welcome. 

** And in good faith, the sooth for to say, 

Your comtnmg to me ran in my thought, 

Herke in your eare, my bed fresh and gay, 

I haue bebanged with lapettes new bought, 

From Egipt, and from far couutnes brought, 
Steined with many a lustie fresh hue, 

Exceeding gold or jasper m value. 

** My chamber is strowed with mitre and insence. 
With sote sauoring aloes, and with sinamome, 
Breathing an aromatike redolence, 

Surmounting oUban^ in any mans dome, 

Ye shall betweene my breasts rest if ye coirte, 

Let vs haue our desired halsing, 

For we may safe be till in the morning. 
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Mine husband is not at home, he is went 
Forth in his journey, a farre way hence, 

A bagge with money he hath xfith him hent. 

As him thought needfull for his expence, 

Unto my woid giue faith and credence, 

Now is the Moone yong, and of light dull. 

Ere he come home, it woll be at the full.*’ 

Thus craftely hath she him besette 
With her lime roddes, paiiter, and snare, 

The selie soule caught in her nette, 

Of her sugred mouth alas nothing ware, 

Thus IS he left gracelesse and bare 
Of helpe, comfort, and ghostly succour. 

And furthermoie, as saith mine autbonr. 

As a beast led to his death, doth pant, 

This yong man foUoweth her in that stound. 

And as a wanton lambe full ignorant. 

How he IS pulled and drawen to be bound, 

Unto the time he hath his deaths wound, 

And like a bird that hasteth to the gnn. 

Not knowing the perlll of his life theiein. 

** Now gentle sonne,” saith Salomon, “ lake hede 
My words in thy breast keepe and make fast. 

Let her not thy mind in her waies mislede, 

Be not deceiu^, lese not thy tast, 

Many hath she wounded, many doune cast, 
Many strong by her hath lost their breath, 

Her Waies, waies of hell leading to death." 

And in this little narration precedenl^ 

The womans manifold gilt 1 attend, 

The yong man alas bow she hath shent, 

Deceiued her husband, her own next firiend, 
fn these both, her God she doth offend, 

To break her spousail, to her is of no weight 
Furdermore to shew womans craff and sleight ; 

A woman at her dore sate on a stall. 

To see folke passe by streets of the cit^ 

With eye and countenance eke she gan call, 

“ If there be any prety one come nere to me, 
Come hither ye piggesnye, ye little babe,” 

At last she said to a yong man hertelesse. 

Of her deceit vnware and defencelesse: 

“ Mpch sweeter” she saith, " more acceptable 
Is drinke, whan it is stollen pnuely. 

Than whan it is taken in forme auowable ; 

Bread hid and gotten jeoperdously. 

Must needs be sweety and semblably, 

Uenisbn ^tolne is aye the sweeter. 

The fertherthe narrower fet the better.” 

And whom this woman (saith Salomon) festes, 
The yong man woteth^not whom she doth fede, 
Of the dark deepnesse of bell ben her gbests, 
Beware yong man therefore I thee rede,^ 

And how be it cbeefly for thy good spede, 

This werk to compile 1 bane take in charge, 

I must of pity my charity enlarge. 

With the selie man which is thus begiled, 

Her husband f mean, 1 woll wepe* and waile 
His painfull infortune, whereby reuiled 
Causelesse ha is, neuer to couuaile, 

Euery man yong and old woll him assaile 
"W^th words of occasion, with the loth name, 

And alas good soule, he nothing to blame. 


But hhe that coud so ill do and wold. 

Hers be the blame for her demerite, 

And leaue that opprobrous name cokold. 

To a proper to him as in dispite;, 

Ransake yet we would if we might. 

Of this worde the true ortographie. 

The very discent and ethimologie. 

The well and ground of the first innencion> 
To know the ortographie we naust deriue. 
Which is coke and cold, in composicion. 

By reason, as nigh as I can contriue, 

Than how it is written we know beliue. 

But yet lo, by what reason and ground. 

Was it of these two wordes compound. 

As of one cause to giue very judgement, 
Themilogie let vs first behold : 

Eche letter an hole word doth represent, 

As C, put for colde, and O, for old, 

K, is for knaue, thus diuers men hold. 

The first parte of this name we haue found. 
Let vs ethimologise the second. 

As the first finder ment I am sure, 

C, for ealot, for of, we haue O, 

L, for leude, D, for demeanure, 

The craft of the ennentour ye may see 1(>, 
How one name signifieth persones two, 

A colde old knaue, cokold himselfe wenmg, 
And eke a ealot of leude demeaning. 

The second cause of thimposicion. 

Of this foresaid name of jelousie, 

To be jelouse is greatest occasion 
To be cokold, that men can aspie. 

And though the passion be very firie, 

And of continueU feruence aud heete. 

The pacieut aye suffreth cold on his feete. . 

And who that is jeloua; and aye in a drede. 
Is full of melancolie and gallie ire. 

His wiues nose (if she misse trede,) 

He woll cut off, ye and conspire 
His death who that woll her desire : 

Which she perceiuing brasteth his gaU, 

And anone his great woodnesse doth falL 

As soone as she hath knit him that knot, 
Now is be tame that was so ramagious, 
Mekely sitteth he doune and taketh his lot,. 
Layed been now his lookes so fiinous. 

And he but late as a cocke bataylous, 

Hote in his quarell, to auenge him bold, . 
Now is he called both coke and cold* 

This saying, to all curtesie dissonant, 

W’^hich seemeth'that it of malice grewe. 

In this rude treatise I woll not plant. 

As parcell thereof, but ondy to shewe, 

The opinion of the taicatife shrewe. 

Which in ill saying is euer merie. 

No man as I thereof so werie. 

But I as parcell of this my booke, 

Woll graffe in some sad eounsaile whereby. 
The wedded man, if he daigne iooka< 

In It, the better shalhmowe him gie» 

And prouide for his said infortuaie^ 

Which as 1 haue said, with him complaine 
I woll, as partejttcr of great paine. 
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As moit expedient to his weale, 

I would all jelousie were abject^ 

If he be jelous, that he it conceale. 

And in his labour be circumspect. 

To know her wayes if they sceme suspect, 
And not for to breake, for one word broken, 
She woll not roisse but she well be wioken. 

Forbid her not, that thou Boldest baue don. 
For looke what thing she is forbod. 

To that of all thinss she is most prone, 
Namely if it be ill and no good. 

Till it be executed she is nigh wood, 

Soch is a woman, and soch is her feat, 

Her craft by craft, labour to defeat. 

If tbou hereafter, now a single man, 
Shouldest be jelous if thou baddest a wife, 
Wedde not but if tbou can trust woman. 
For els shouldest lede a careful I life. 

That thou most lothest should be full rife, 
Yet I nill gainesay xnatrimonie, 

But MeVms est nuhere qiiam. uri. 

That is to say, better is in wedlocke, 

A wife to take, as the church doth kenne, 
Thau to been vnder the fleshes yoke, 

In fleshly lust alway for to brenne, 

But as I said, for all ^k>us menne, 

So they line chaste^ 1 bold it lasse ill, 

That they wedde not, than them self spill. 

The single man which is yet to wedde, 

And not the wedded man, thus I rede. 

To wame hihi now he is too farre spedde, 

Tt is too late him to forbedde. 

But let him take as for bis owne need, 

Soch counsaule as is him before told. 

These words folowing eke to behold. 

Thy water to keep the wiseman doth teach, 
That thou in no wise let it haue issue. 

At a narow nfte, way it woU seach. 

And semblably the woman vnlroe. 

To giue her free walke in al ^ise eschue, 

If she at large, not at thine hand walke, 

She woll thee shame, thou shalt it not halke. 

Wedded or single, thus sbfth the wiseman. 
Her that both day and idght euermore, 
lithe in thy bo8ome,'wrfe or yet lemman, 
Loue not to hote, least thou repent sore, 
Least she thee bring into some ill lore. 

Thy wife not to lone yet I mil support, 

But that thou dote not, thus I thee exboit. 

Lo if thou loue her, loue eke thine bonestie, 
Be she not idell, for what woll betide, 

If she sit idell, of very neecssitie, 

Her mind woU search ferre and eke wide, 
Namely if she be not acconipanidc, 

How accompanied, not with yong men, 

But with maidens 1 meane or women. 

Maiden seruants be right conuenient, 

In house to heipe to dooe her sertiice. 

In whom slie may vse her commaundement, 
In the season at her owne deuice : 

To teach hem good, yeiie her thine admee. 
To make them htiswiues, tiius businesse 
May yet refraine her from idlenesse. 


But bide not her that thou wolt hatic d<r. 

Of thine entent that might be letting. 

But craficly encourage her thereto 
By other meanes, as by commending, 

And not too moch, but duely raenging 
Boih praise and blame, and in thy reason 
First praise wisely the place and season. 

Of faithfull will, and lierte full tender. 

One thing I call into lemembrance 
Again which, though my wit be slender. 

After my power and suffisaunce, 

I purpose to make a purueyaiince, 

Sith women of nature been vnchaungeable, 
Fieale, not ware, also disceiuable. 

Be it that thy wife be excellently good, 

That none be better of disposicion, 

In processe of time she might turn her mood. 

By bome misse Imers instigacion, , 

Diueis men to thilke occupacion, 

Aplien daily, mmde and eke lierte, 

From hir goodnesse women to peruert. 

If thou aspie any suspect person, 

J>raw to thy wife, beware in all wise 

To him nor her of thy ^nspeccion 

Breake not one woide, though thine herte agrise. 

Kindle no fiie, no smoke woll arise, 

Though he be of a corrupt entent. 

She perauenture is not of assent. 

EXPWCIT. 


THE LETTER OF CUPID, 


This letter was made by Thomas Occleve of the 
office of the privy seale, Cbauceris scholar j and 
was by him termed, A Treatise of the Conversa- 
tion of Men and Women in the little Island of 
Albion ; which got him such hatred among the 
gentlewomen of the court, that be was inforced ta 
recant ju that book of his, called 


Cupzn, vnto whose commaundement, 

The genbll kinrede of goddes on hie. 

And people infenial been obedient, 

And all mortall folke seruen busely. 

Of the goddesse sonne Cythera onely, 

To all tho that to our deite, 

Been subjects, hcrtely greeting send we. 

i In geneial we woll that ye know, 

That ladies of honour and of reueience. 

And other gentilwomen hauen sowe 
Soch seed of complaint in our audience, 

Of men that do hem outrage and offence, 
That it our eares grieueth for to here, 

So pitous is theffect of this matefe, . 

Passing all londes, on the litdl ylc 
That cleped is Albion, they most complainc, 
They say that there is crop and rote of guile, 
So con tho men dissimnle and faine. 

With standing dropes in hir eyen twaine, 
Whan that hertes feeleth no distresse, 

'lb blinden women tfith hit donblenesse. 
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Hir wordes spoken be so sighingly, 

With so pitous chere and countenaunce. 

That euery wight that meaneth trewly, 
Deemeth they in herte haue such grenaunce, 
They say so importable is hir penaunce. 

That but hir lady lust to shew hem giace, 
They right anone must steruen m the place. 

** Ah lady mine,’* they say, “ I yon ensuie. 

As doth me grace, and I shall euer be 
(While that my life may last and endure) 

To yon as humble and low m ech degre. 

As possible is, and keep all things as secre, 
Kight as your selfe list that 1 do, 

And els mine herte mote brast in two.” 

Ful hard it is to know a mans herte, 

For outward may no man the troutb deme. 
Whan word out of mouth may none sterte, 
But it by reson semed euery wight to queme, 
So it IS said of herte as it would seme, 

O faithful woman full of innocence. 

Thou art disceiued by false apparence. 

By processe moueth oft womans pite, 

Wenmg ail thing were as these men se 3 ^. 

They graunt hem grace of hir beoignite. 

For that men should not for hir sake dcy. 

And with good herte sette hem m the wey 
Of bhsfull loue, keepe it if they conne, 

And thus otherwhile women bethe y wonne. 

And whan this man the pan hath by the stele. 
And fully is in his possessioun. 

With that woman keepeth he no more to del^ 
After if he may finde in the toun 
Any woman his bhnd affectioun 
Unto bestow, yuel mote he preue, 

A man for all bis othes is hard to beleeue.. 

And for that every false man bath a make, 

As unto euery wight is light to know^ 

Whan this traitour this woman bath forsake, 
He fast spedeth him unto his felow, 

Til he be there his herte is on a low, 

His false disceit may him not sufidse. 

But of his traison telleth all the wise. 

Is this a faire auaunt, is this honour, 

A man himself accuse thus and diffame, 

Is it good to confesse himself a traitour ? 

And bring a woman to solandrous name, 

And tell how be her body bath do shame ? 

No worship may he thus to him conquer, 

But great disclaunder vnto him and her. 

To her nay, yet was it no reprefe, 

For all for vertue was that she wrought. 

But he that brewed hath all this misch^e. 
That spake so faire, and fasly inward thought, 
His be the sclaunder, as it by reson ought. 
And vnto her thanke perpetuell. 

That in soch a need help can so well. 

Although through mens sleight and subtilty, 

A sely Simple and innocent woman 
Betraied is, no wonder sith the City 
Of Troy, as the stone tell can. 

Betrayed was through the disceit of mao, 

And set 6n fyre, and all downe oucrthrowe. 
And 'finally destrOied as men knows. 


Betray nat men cities great, and kings. 

What wight is it that can shape remedy 
Ayenst these falsely purposed things. 

Who can by crafite soch craftes espy 
But man, whose wit is ever redy taply 
To thing that sowning is to falshede ? 

Women bethe ware of false men I rede. 

And farthermore ha\e these men in vsage. 
That where they nat likely been to speed, 
Soch as they ben, with a double visage, 

They piocuren for to pursewe hir need. 

He prayeth him in hib cause to proceed. 

And largely guerdoneth he his travaile, 

Litel wote women how men hem assaile* 

Another wretch vnto his felow saith, 

“ Thou fishest faire, she that thee hath fired 
Is false mconstaunt, and hath no fa>th. 

She for the rode of folke is so desired, 

And as an horse fro day to day she is hired. 
That whan thou twinnesl fro her company, 
Commeth anothei, and blered is thine eye. 

“ Now pricke on fast, and ride thy journey 
While thou art there, for she behind thy l>ack 
So liberall is, she woll nothing withsey. 

But smattly of another take a smack. 

Thus fare these women all the pack. 

Who so hem trusteth banged mote he bee. 
Ever they desire chaunge and nolveltee.” 

Whereof proceedeth this, but of envy } 

For be himselfe her newmne may. 

He speaketh her reprefe and villany. 

As mans blabbing tenge is wont alway. 

Thus divers men full oft make assfqr 
For to distourbe folke in sondry wise. 

For they may not obtaine hir emprise* 

Many one eke would for no good. 

That hath in love bis time spent and vsed. 
Men wish that his lady bis asking withstood. 
Ere that he were of her plainly refused. 

Or waste and valne all that he had mused, 
Wherefore he can none other remedy. 

But on his lady shapeth him to ly. 

“ Every woman” he saith “ is light to gete. 
Can none say nay, if she be well ysought, 
Who so may leiser have with her to trete. 

Of his purpose shall he fayle nought, 

Bui he on madnesse be so dope brought. 

That he shende all with open bomelyuesse, 
That loven women, they doten as 1 gesse.” 

To slander women thus what may profite. 

To gentillesse namely, that hem arme should 
In defence of women, and hem delite, 

As that the ordre of gentillesse wold, 

If that a man list gentill to be hold, 

He must all eschewe that thereto is contrary, 
A sclaundrous tonge is his gieai adversary. 

A foule vice is, of tonge to be light, 

For who so moch clapeth gabbefti oft, , 

The tonge of man so swift is and so wigbl 
That whan it is reised vp on loft, 

Reason is shewed so slowly and soft 
That it him never ouertake may, 

Loyd so these men been tyusty in assay. 
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Albeit that men find one woman nice, 
Inconstaunt, rechlesse, and variable, 

Deignous, proude, fulfilled of mallice, 

Without faith, or love^ and disceivable, 

Sly, queint, false, in all vntrust coulpable, 
Wicked, feirse, or full of cruelte, 

Yet folovreth it not that soch all women be. 

Whan that high God aungels fourmed bad. 
Among hem all were there none 
That fbunden was malicious and bad ? 

Yet all men wote there were many one 
That for her pride fill fro Hevcn anone, 

Shuld men for thy yeve al angels proud uaoae. 
Nay, he that thee susteineth is to blame 

Of twelve apostles, one a traitour was. 

The remnant yet good were and trew: 

So if it hap men find percaas, 

0 woman false, soch, good is to eschew, 

And deme not that they all therfore be vntrewe; 

1 see well mens owne falsenesse, 

Hem causeth woman to trust the lesse, 

O every man ought have an herte tendre 
Unto a woman, and deeifie her honorable, 
Where his shape be thicke or slendre. 

Or be be good or badde, it is no fable : 

Kvery wight wote, that wit hath resonable, 

That of a woman he diseended is, 

* Than is it shame of her to speake amisse. 

A wicked tree good fruite may none forth bnng, 
For soch the fruite is as is the tree. 

Take heed of whom thou toke thy beginning. 
Let thy mother be mirrour vnto thee. 

Honour her, if thou wolte honoured bee, 

Dispise her than not in no manere, 

Lest that thereby thy wickednesse appere. 

An old proverbe sayd is in English, 

That bird or foule is fiill dishonest, 

What that be he, and hold full churlish. 

That vseth to deh>nle his owne nest : 

Men to say well of women it is the best. 

And naught to dispise hem ne depraae, 

If they woU hir hwour keep or sane. 

The ladies ever complain bem on clerks^ 

That they have made bookes of hir ^fiame. 

In which they dispise women and hir werks. 

And speak of hem great reprofe and shame, 

And causelesse yeve hem a wicked name. 

Thus they dispised be on every side, 
Disclaundred and blowen on frill wide. 

Tho sory bookes maken mencion 
How women betraide in especial 1, 

Adam, David, Sampson, and Salomon, 

And many one mo, who may reberse hem all, 
The treason that they have do and shall, 

The world hir malice may not comprehend. 

As clerfces saine, for it hath none end. 

Omde in his boke called Kemedy 

Of Loue, great reprofe of women writetb, 

iVherem I tiowe he did great foly, 

find euerv wight that m soch case him deliteth, 

fi clerkes custome is whan he enditeth, 

Of women, be it prose, rime, or vers, 

3ay th^ be wicked, all know he the reiters. 


And that boke scholars lerued in hir chiidhede^ 
For they of women beware should in age, 

And to loue hem cuer be in drede, ♦ 

Sith to disceiue is set all hir corage, 

They say of perel men should cast thauanntagc. 
Namely of soch as men haue in liewrapped. 

For many a man by women hath mishapped. 

No charge is what so these cicike-s saine, 

Of all hir writing I doe no cure, 

All hir labour and trauayle is in vame, 

For betweene me and my lady nature, 

Shall not be suffired, while the world may dure 
Thus these clerkes by hir cmell tyranny, 

On selie women kithen hir maistry. 

Whilom for many of hem were in my cheine 
Tied, and now for vnwedly age, 

And vnlust, may n6t to lone atteine, 

And ‘.ainenow that loue is but very dotage, 
Thus for they hemselfe lacken courage, 

They folke excited by hir wicked sawes, 

For to rebell ay east me, and my lawes. 

But mauger hem that blame women most 
Such is the force of mme impiession, 

That sodainly' 1 can fell hir boste, 

And all hir wrong imagination, 

It shall not be in hir election, 

Tlie foulest slutte-in all the tonne to refuse. 

If that me lust, for all that they con muse. 

But her in herte as brenningly desire. 

As though she were a duebesse or a queene. 

So can I folkes bertes set on fire, 

And as me list send hem joy orteene. 

They that to women be whet so kene, 

My sharps persmg strokes how they smite, 

Shul fele and know, how they kerue and bitc.' 

Parde this clerke, this subtill Omde, 

And many another disceiued haue be, 

Of women, as it is know full wide. 

What no men more, and that is great deinty, 

So excellent a clerke as was he, 

And other mo that couden frill well preach, 
Betrapped were, for aught that they cOud teach. 

And trusteth well that it is no mfiruaile, 

For women knowen plainly hir entent. 

They wist how* softly they coud assaile 
Hem, and what falshede they in herte mente, 
And thus they clerkes in hir daunger hente. 
With o vemme another is destroied, 

And thus these clerkes oft were anoiedi 

These ladies, ne these gentiles neuerthele^. 
Where none of tho that wrought m this wise, 
But soch as were vertulesse, 

They quitten thus these old clerkes wise. 

To clerkes lesse ought SofiBse, 

Than to disprane women gene&rally. 

For worship shulJ they none gette thereby. 

If that these men, that loners hem pretend, 

To women weie faithfull, good, and true, . 

And dredde hem to discehie, or to offend, 

Women to loue hem would not eschue, 

But euery day bath man an beite nCwe, 

It on one abide can no ‘while, 

What forse is it web a wight to beguile. 
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Men beare eke women vpon bond. 

That lightly and without any paine. 

They wonen he, they can no wight ^thstond. 
That his disease list to hem complaine. 

They be so freele, they may hem not refraine, 
But who so liketh hem, may lightly bane. 

So be hir hertes easie into graue. 

To maister lohan de Moone, as I suppose 
Than it was a leude occupacioun. 

In making of the Komante of the rose. 

So many a sigh imaginacioun, 

And perilles for to rollen rp and doun. 

The long processe, so many a slight cautell. 

Tor to disceiue a sely damos B. 

Nought can I say, ne my wit comprehend. 

That art, pain, and subtilty should faile. 

Tor to conquere, and sone make an end ; 

Whan men a feble plade shall assaile. 

And sone also to vanquish a battaile. 

Of which no wight may make resistence, 

Ne herte hath none to make any defence. 

Than mote folow of necessitee, 

Sith art asketh so great engine and padne, 

A woman to disceiue what so she bee. 

Of constaunce be they not so barame. 

As that some of these clarkes saine. 

But they be as women ought to bee, 

Sadde, constant, and fulfilled of pitee. 

How frendly was Medea to Tason, 

In conquering of the flece of gold, 

How falsly quit he her true aflection. 

By whom victory he gate as he wold. 

How may this man for shame be so bold 
To falsen her, that iro death and shame. 

Him kept, ahd gate him so great prise and name. 

Of Troy also the trattour Eneas, 

The faithlesse wretch, how he him forswore 
To Dido, that queene of Cartage was. 

That him releued of his smertes sore. 

What gentillesse might she haue do more. 

Than she with herte vnfauned to him kidde. 

And what mischef to her therof after betidde. 

In my legend of natures may men find. 

Who so liketh therein for to rede. 

That othe ne behest may man bind. 

Of reprouahle shame haue they no drede. 

In mannes herte tronth hath no sted^ 

The soile is naught, there may no troutii grow. 
To woman namely it is not vaknow. 

Clerkes saine also there is no malice, 

Unto womans wicked erabbidnesse, 

O woman, how shalt thou tby self cheuice, 

Sith men of thee soch harme witnesses 
Beth ware women of hir fikelnease, 

Kepe thine owne, what men clappe or crake. 

And some of hem shall smart I yi^ertake. 

Malice of women what is it to drede, 

They slea no man, distroy no citees, 

Ne oppresse folke, ne ouerlede. 

Betray empires, realmes, or duchees, 

Ne bireuen men hir lands ne hir mees, 

^poison fblke, ne honses set on fir^ 
false contsacts make for no hire. 

yoL L 


Trust, parfite loue, entire charitee, 

Feruent will, and entalented corage^ 

All thewes good, as sitteth well to bce^ 

Haue women euer of custome and vsage. 

And well they conne mans ire asswage. 

With soft words, discrete and benign^ 

What they be Inward, they shew outward by signe. 

Womans herte vnto no cruelty 
Enclined is, but they be charitable, 

Pitous, deuoute, full of humility, 

Shamefast, debonaire, and amiable, 

Dredefiill, and of wordes measurable, 

What women these haue not parauenture, 

^ Followeth not the way of hir nature. 

; Men saine our first mother nathelesse 
I Made all mankind lese his libertee, 

And naked it of joy doubtlesse, 

• For Goddes heste disobeyed she, 

I Whan she presumed to taste of the tree 
I That God forbad that she eate therof should. 

And ne had the Deuill be, no more she wotd^ 

The enuious swelling, that the fend our foe, 

Had vnto man in herte for his wealth. 

Sent a serpent, and made her fbr to goe 
To diceiue Eue : and thus was mans wealth 
Birafte him by the fende in a stealth. 

The woman not knowing of that disceipt, 

God wote full ferre was it from her ooneeipt 

Wherfore I say, this good woman Eue, 

Our father Adam disceiued nought, 

There may no man fi)r disceipt it pren^ 

Properly, but that she in herte and thohgfit, 

Had it compassed first or she it wrought. 

And for soch was not her impression. 

Men may it caU no disceipt of her, by reason. 

Ne no wight disceiueth, but he purpose 
The fend this disceipt cast^ and no^ng she : 

Than is it wrong to deeme or suppose. 

That of his harme she should the cause be, 

Wyte the fende and his be the maugre. 

And excused haue her innocence, 

Saue onely that she brake obedience. 

And touching this, full fewe men there be« 
Unnethes any dare I safely say. 

Fro day to day, as men may all day se«^ 

But that the heste of God they disobay, 

Haue this in nund sirs 1 you pray. 

If that ye be discrete and reason^le, 

Ve woll her hold tiie more excusable^ 

And where men say, in mao is ^tedfastnesse^ 

And woman is of her courage vnstable ! 

Who may of Adam beare soch a witnesse ? 
Telleth me this, was be not chaungeabk ? 

They both weren in o case semblable, 

Saue willing the fende disceiued £a^ 

And so did she not Adam by your leuct 

Yet was this sinne happy to mankind, . ‘ 

The fende disceiued was for all bis sleigM^ 

For aught he coud him in his slrigliibb sdod 
For his tr^pace, came fro JG^eanent on heig 
God to discharge man of his imgbt; 

Flesh and blood tooke of a vitgiae, 

And sufiGred death, him of |»ne^ 

Nn 
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And God, to whom th^re may nothing hid he, 

If he in women knowen had soch mahce, 

As men recorde of hem in generalte. 

Of our lady of life rqperatrice, 

Nolde haue be boTne, but that she of 
Was voide, and full of vertne woU he wist> 
EIndowed, of her to be borne him list. 

Her heaped vertue bath soch ^ceJlence, 

That all to leane is mans facnlte 
To declare it, and tbereiSire in suapence^ 

Her due praysing put needs must be, 

But thus I say, that she 

Next God,hest,frend is that to man longeth. 

The key of mercy by her girdle hongeth. 

And of mercy hath enery man soch need. 

That resing that, farewell the joy of man, 

And of her power now taheth right good heed 
She mercy may well, and purchase can, 
Displeaseth h^r bononreth that woman, 

And other women all for ber sake, 

And b,ut ye doe, youx sorow shall awake. 

In any books also where can ye 
That of the werkea of de^h er of life 
Of lesu, spelleth oi; maketh any mind, 

That women him fisrsoke, for wo or strife ? 

Where was there any wight so entenhfe 
About him, a« woman? prouednone, 

The apostles him forspken euerichpne. 

Women forsoke him not, for all the fay th 
Of holy church in woman left onely, 

This is no lees, for thus holy writ sayth, 

3Looke and ye shall so finde it hardely : 

And therefore I may well preue thereby, 

That in women reigneth stable constaunce, 

And m men is the channge of variaunce. 

Thou precioue gem of martirs, Margarite, 

That of thy blood dredest none effusion. 

Thou loner true, thou maiden mansuete. 

Thou constant woman in thy passion, 

Ouercame the fendes temptacion. 

And many a wight converted thy doctrine 
Unto the faith .of holy €rod then virgine. 

But vnderstaBdeth this, I OBjsly commend her 
By encheson of her irirginity, [nought 

Trusteth it came never m nyy thought. 

For ever werre I ayeost chastity. 

And ever shall, but lo this mev^ ine> 

Her loiung herte, and constant to her lay. 

Drive out of remembraunce I ne may. 

Now holdeth this jFor ftime, and for no ly. 

That this true and just Gommendjacion 
Of women, tel I for no flattery, 

Ne bicause of pride.or ekqion. 

But onely lo, for this entencion, 

To yeve hem coui5age;<rfperseverawnce 
In vertne, and bir mutunce* 

The more vertne, the ksse is, the pride, 

Uertue so digne is and so.noble » Wnd, 

That vice and he woU not incite 
Heputtetb vices cleane out of bis mind^^ 

He flieth fro hem, he leaveth hem bdoiiid^ 

O woman that of vertne art hestresse, 

Great is thy hooouc and: thy worthin^sel 


Than well I thus conclude and define, 

We you commaund our ministers echone. 

That ready ye he our hestes to encUne, 

That of these false men our rehell fone. 

Ye do punishment and that anone, 

Uoide hem our court, and banish hem for ever. 
So that therein more come they never. 

Fulfilled he it, ceasing all delay, 

Looke there be none excusacion. 

Written m tbe lusty moneth of May, 

In our paleis where many a milHon 
Of lovers true have habitation, 

I Theyere of grace joyfuU and jocond, 

A thousand foure hundred and second, 

' EXPLICIT. 


J BALLADE 

IN COMMEKDATION OF OUR UDV. 

' A THOUSANU stories coud I mo rehearcc 
I Of old poetes, touching this matere 
: How that Cupide the hertes gan so pearce, 

, Of his servauntes setting hem in fere, 

Lo here the fyne of therrour and the fere, 

Lo here of love the guerdon and greuaunce, 
.That ever with wo her seruaunts^do auaunce. 

Wherfore now plidnly I wol my stile dresse 
I Of one to speake, at need that woU not fade, 

' Alas for dole I ne can ne may expresse 
Her passing prise, and that is no mervaile, 

O winde of , grace, now blowe unto my sade, 

0 anriate licour of Cleo for to write, 

, My penne enspire of that I woll endite. 

Alas, vnworthy I am and unable 
To love soch one, all women surmounting, 

But she be benigne to me and merciable, 

I That is of pity the well and eke the spring, 
i Wherefore of her in laude and in praising, 

So as I can, supported by her grace, 

I Bight thus 1 say, kneeling tofore her face. 

I O sterre of sterres with thy streamea clere, 

I Sterre of the sea, to shipmen light and gide, 

O lusty living most pleasaunt to appere, 

, Whose bnght beams the clondes may not hide, 
' O way of life to them that go or ride, 

Hauen after tempest surest vp to riue. 

On me haue nmrey for thy joyes fine. 

1 0 rightful rule, 0 bote of holinesse, 

And lightsome line of pity for to plain, 

Original beginning of grace and all go^nesse, 
And cleanest conduit of vertne most soueraia 
Mother of mercy, our trouble to restrain. 
Chamber and closet clewuest,of chastity. 

And named' herixough of the; deity# 

1 0 closet garden all void of weedas wicki^ 

' Cnstallm welle, of deaeoeme dene eensfened. 
Fructified oline of oUes, faire wad thick# 

And redolent cedie moat dote wsonthy digmsd 
Bemember op sinnes that to ^lee be assigned^ 
Or wicked fendesi hie wrath on hem wrecht^ 
Lanteme of hgbhthouihii^ Ikwa.Iechei, 
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Paradise of pleasaunce, gladsome to al good, 
Benigne braunchelet of tie pine tree, 

Umary enuermailed, refresher of our blood, 
Licour ayen al langour, that pallad may not be, 
Blisful blomy bloseme, biding in bountee. 

Thy mantel of mercy on our misery sprede, 

And er wo awake wrap vs vnder thy wede. 

O rody rosier, flouring without spine, 
fountain all filthlesse, asbyiel currant clere, 
Sorn drop of thy graceful dew to vs propine, 

O light without nebule, shining in thy sphere, 
Medicine to mischeues, purcel without pere, 
Flame doun the doleful light of thine influence, 
Eemembring thy seruants for thy magnificence. 

Of all christen protectrice and tutele, 

Retoume of exiled put m the proscripcion. 

To hem that erren in the pathe of hir sequele. 
To wery forwandred, tent and pauilion, 

To faint and to fresh the pausacion, 

Unto vnresty, both rest and remedy, 
jFruitfiil to all tho that in her affie. 

To hem that reunen thou art itenerary, 

O blisfull brauy to knights of thy warre. 

To wery workmen she is diourne denary, 

Mede vnto mariners that baue sailed farre, 
lAureate croune streming as a starre, 

To hem that put hem in palastre for thy sake. 
Tours of hir conquest, thou white as any lake. 

O mirth of martyrs, sweter than sitole, 

Of confessours also richest donatife, 

Unto virgines eternal Jaunole, 

Afore all women hauing prerogatife. 

Mother and marde, botti widow aiud wife. 

Of all the world is none but thou alone. 

Now sith thou may, be succour to my mone. 

O trustie turtle truefastest of all true, 

O curteyse oolnmbe, replete of all mekenesse, 

O nightingale with thy notes newe, 

O popiniay pured with all clennesse, 

O laueroke of lone, singing with sweetness©, 
Phebus awaiting till on the brest he light. 
Under thy wing at domesday vs dight. 

O ruby rubified in the passion 
Of thy sonne, vs h^ue amoug m mind, 

O stedfast diametre of duracion. 

That few feres any time might thou find. 

For none to his was founden half so kind,. 

O hardy hcrte, O louing creature. 

What was it but loue that made thee so endure. 

Semely saphre, depe loupe and blew ewage. 
Stable as the loupe ewage of pitee. 

This is to say the freshest of visage. 

Thou louest unchaunged hem that semen thee. 
And if offence or varying in hem bee. 

Thou aVt redy vpon hir wo to me, 

And hem receiuest with herte full true. 

O goodly gladded whan that Gabrieli 
With joy the grette, that may not be nombred^ 
Or hsdf the bbsse who coude write or tell. 
Whan the Holy Ghost to thee wsls obombred, 
Wherthtough fcfads were biterly encombtedi 
O wemlesSb nciald embelisbed in hia biith, 

That man 'dhlt thereof hadden miilli. 


Lo here the blosme and the budde of glory. 

Of which the prophet so long spake befome, 

Lo here the fame that was in memory. 

Of Esay, so long as she was home, 

Lo here of David the delicious coriie, 

Lo here the ground of life m to builde, 
Becommmg man our ransome for to yeWe. 

O glorious viole and vite inuiolate, 

0 firy Titan, persing with thy hemes. 

Whose vertuous brightnes was in brest vibrat 
That al the world embelisbed with the learns, 
Conseruatrice of kings, dukes and realms, - 
Of Isaies seede sweet Sunamite, 

Mesnre my mourmng mine own Margarite. 

0 soueraignest sought out of Sion, 

Cockle with gold dewefrom aboiie berained. 
Dew bush vnbrent firelesse fire set ou. 

Flaming with feruence not with heat pained. 
During daisie that no weather stained. 

Fleece vndefouled of gentilest Gedion, 

1 And fructifying fairest the yerd of Aaron. 

The mighty arch, probatife piscine. 

Laughing Aurore, and of peace oliue, 

Columpne and base, vp bearing from abym. 
Why nere I conning here to discriue. 

Chosen of Toseph, whom he took to wiue, 
Unknowing hrni, chiding by miracle. 

And of our manly figure the tabernacle. 

1 haue none English conuenient and digoe. 
Mine hertes heale lady thee with to honour, 
luory cleane, therefore I resigne 

Into thine hand, till thon list soccour. 

To helpe my making both fiorbh and flour, 
Than should I shew in loue how I brend. 

In songs making, thy name to commend. 

For if I coud before thine excellence 
Singen in loue I would what I fele. 

And euer standen lady in thy presence. 

To shew in open hOw I loue you wele. 

And sith although your herte be made of stelq 
To you withouten amy disceueraunce, 

J’ay en vans toUte Thajiance^: 

Where might I loue euer better bes^t, 

Than m this lilly liking to behold 

That lace of loue, the bond so well thou knit. 

That I may see ^ee or mine herte cold. 

And or I passe out of my dades old, 

Tofore singing euermore vtferly. 

Your eyen two Wol slea me sodainty. 

For loue I langour, bliSSed be sbch sicknes, 
Sith it is for yoii my bertiiy suflfeaunce, 

I can not els Say in nay distresse. 

So feire one hath mine herte in gouemanoe^ 
And after that I he^n 6n e^peraunce. 

With feble entuue, though it thine herte pdrce 
Yet for thy sake this letter I do rdbtoe.r 

God wote on musike I can not, but £ gMi 
Alas why so, that I nfigbt say or Sln^ 

So loue 1 you mine own sdui^Smmk&toi^/ 
And euer shall without de^rtifi|^, 

Mirrour of beauty, for you OUt sfa^Td I 
In remembraunce eke cf jfohf eyen ddre. 
Thus fer from you d«f A 
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m THE IMPUTED 

So would God your loue would me sdo, 

Sith for your sake I slug day by day, 

Herte why nilt thou breake atwo, 

Sith with my lady dwell 1 ne may, 

Thus many a roundel! and many a virelay, 
in fresh English, whab 1 me laiser 6 nd, 

I do record, on you to haue mind. 

Now lady mine, sith I you loiie and drede, 

And you vnchaunged euer find in o degree, 
Whose grace ne may fly fro your womanhede, 
Disdainetb i^ot for to remember on me, 

Mine herte hleedeth for I may not you see, 

And sith ye wote my meaning desirous, 

Plores pour moy shl wm plaist amaureus. 

What maruaile is though I in paine be, 

I am departed from you my soueraine, 

Fortune alas, doTii merd la destem^. 

That m no wise I can ne may attaine 
To see the beauty of your eyen twain, 
Wherefore I say, for tristesse doth me grarae, 
Tant me fait mal departtr de na dame. 

Why nere my wissing brought to such esploit, 
That I might say for joy of your presence, 

Or a non cceur ce quo uoulloitt 
Or a non cceuft the highest excellence 
That euer had wight, and sith mine aduertence 
Is in you, reweth on my paines smert, 

I am so sore wounded to the herte. 

To hue well mery two louere were yfere, 

So may I say withouten any blame. 

If any man too wild were, 

I coud him teach for to be tame,. 

Let him go loue, and see where it be game, 

For I am bridled vnto soberaesse, 

For her that is of woman cheef pnucesse, 

But euer whan thought my herte shuld enbrace. 
Than vnto me is best remedy, 

Whan I look on your goodly fresh face, 

So merry a mirrour coud I neuer espy, 

And if I coud, I would it magoifle. 

For neaer uone was so faire ifound, 

To reken hem all, and also Rosamound. 

And finally, with mouth and will preseirt 
Of doable eye without repentaunce, 

Mine herte 1 yeue you lady m this enteqt, 

That ye shall holly therof haue gouemaunce^ 
Taking my leaue with hertes obeysaunce, 

{Solve regina) singing last of all, 

To be our helpe whan we to thee call. 

All onr loue is but idlenesse, 

Saue your loue alone, who might thereto attain^ , 
Who so woU haue a name of gentillesse, 

I counsaile him in loue that he not fame, 

Thou sweet lady, refute in euery pame, 

Whose mercy most to me auaileth, 

To gie by grace, whan that fortune flaileth. 

Nought may be told withouten any fable, 

Youir high renome, your womanly beaute. 

Your gouemaupce to all worship able, 

Putteth euery herte in ease in his degree, 

0 violet, 0 floure desiree, 

^ith I am far you so ameious, 

^tfeignes tnoy de ceeurjoyeus. 


With feruent herte my brest hath brost on fiie, 
U aidant espoer en mon cmr point est mortt 
D'aui>ir Vammr de celle yueje desire, 

I meane you sweet most pleasaunt of port, 

Et je say hen que ce n*est pas non tort. 

That for you sing, so as I may for mone 
For your departing, alone I hue alone. 

Though I might, T would none other chese, 

Itt your seruice I would been founden sadde, 
Theiefore I loue no labour that ye lese, 

Whan in longing forest ye bestadde. 

Look vp you louers, and be right gladde 
Ayenst saint Ualentines day, 

For I haue chese that neuer forsake I may. 

EXPLICIT. 


JOHN GOWER VNTO THE NOBLE KING 
HENRY THE FOURTH 

0 NOBLE worthy king Henry the ferthe, 

In whom the gladde fortune is befall, 

The people to gouem here vpon earthe, 

God hath th/se chosen in comfort of vs 4 II, 

The worship of this land, which was doun fall, 

Now stant vpright through grace of thy goodnesse^ 
Which euery man is holde for to blesse. 

The high God of his justice alone, 

The right which longeth to thy regaly, 

Declared hath to stand in thy persone, 

And more than God may no man justifie, 

Thy title is know vpon thine auncestne, 

The lands fgike hath eke thy right afj^rmed, 

So stant thy feign, of God and man confirmed. 

There is no man may say in otherwise. 

That God himself ne hath the right declared. 
Whereof the land is bound to thy seruice, 

Which for defaut of helpe hath long oared, 

But now there is no mans herte spared, 

To loue and seme, and worch thy pleasaunce, 

And all this is through Gods purueiaunce. 

In all thing which is of God begonne, 

There followeth grace, if it be well gouemcd, 

Thus tellen they which old books conne, 

Wherof my lord I wote well thou art lemed, 

Ask of thy God, so shalt thou not be warned 
I Of no request, which is reasonable, 
i For God vnto the good is fauourable. 
i 

; King Salomon, which had at his asking, 

Of God what thing him was leuest craue, 

He chase wisdome vnto gouerning 
Of Gods folke, the which he would sane, 

And as he cha^, it fill him for to haue, 

For through his wit while that his reign last, 

He gate him peace and rest into his last. 

Bat Alexander, as telleth bis story, 

Unto the God besought in other way. 

Of all the world to win the victory, 

So that vnder bis swerd it might obay. 

In warre he had all that he would pray, 

The mighty God behight him that behest 
The worlfl wanne, and bad it of coBques|w 
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l^ut though it fill at tbilke tune so 
That Alexander his asking hath atcheu^d. 

This sinful worlde was all Painem tho, 

Was none which hath that high God beleued, 

1^0 wonder was though thilk world was greaed, 
Though a tirant his purpose might win. 

All was vengeaunce and infortune of sin. 

But now the fiiith of Christ is come a place 
Among the princes in this yearth here, 

It sitte hem well to do pity and grace, 

But yet it must he tempered in manere, 

Tor they finden cause m the mattere 
Upon the point, what afterward betide. 

The law of right shall not be laid aside. 

So may a king of warre the voyage, 

Ordame and take, as he thereto is hoM, 

To claime and ask his rightful heritage 
In all places where it is withhold, 

But otherwise if God himself wold, 

Atfirme lone and peace between the kings, 

Peace is the best aboue all earthly things. 

Good is to eschew war, and nathelecfe, 

A king may make war vpon his right, 

Bor of battaile the final end is pees. 

Thus stant the law, that a worthy knight 
Upon his trouth may go to the fight. 

But if so were that he might chese, 

Better is the peace; of which may no man lese. . 

To stere peace ought euerich on Hue, 

First for to sette his leige lord in rest, 

And eke these othefr men that they ne stnue,‘ 

For so this land may stand at 
What king that would he the worthiest, 

The more he might our deadly war cease. 

The more he should bis wortbinesse increase. 

Peace is the cbiefe of all the worlds welth. 

And to the Heauen it leadeth eke the way, ' 

Peace is of soule and life the mannes hesdth. 

Of pestilence, and doth the war away, 

My liege lord take heed of that I say. 

If war may be left, take peace on hand, 

Which may not be without Goddes sand. 

With peace staut euery creature in rest. 

Without peace there may no life be glad, 

Aboue all other good peace is the best, 

Peace hath himself whan weire is al bestad. 

The peace is safe, the warre is eurer drady < 

Peace is of all chanty the kay, | 

Which hath the life and soule for to way. 

My hege lord, if that thee list to seech 
The soth ensamples what the war hath wrought 
Thou shaft well here of wise mennes speech, , 

That deadly warre tumeth into nought. 

For if these old books be well ysought. 

There might thou se what thing the war hath dO; 
Both of conquest and conquerour also;. 

For vain honour, or for the worlds good, 

They that whibme the strong wars made, 

Wher be they now, betliink well in thy mood. 

The day is gone the night is derke and fade, 

Hir cyaeky which made hem than glade, 

They sorirowen now, and yet haue naught the more 
The blood is* shad, which w man may restore. 


HENRY THE FOURTH, 

The warre is mother of the wrongs all. 

It slceth the priest in holy church at masse, 
Forlith the maid, and doth her flour to fall. 
The warre maketh the great city lasse. 

And doth the Jaw his rules ouerpasse, 

Ther is nothing wherof mischeef may grow. 
Which is not caused of the warre I trow. 

The war bringeth in pouerty at his heels. 
Whereof the commen people is sore greued, 
The war hath set his cart on thilk wheles. 
Where that fortune may nat be beleued : 

For whan men wene best to haue atcheued. 
Full oft it is all new to begin. 

The warre hath nothing siker, tho he win. 

For thy, my worthy prince in Christs halue, 

As for a part, whose faith thou hast be guide. 
Ley to this old sore a new sa\ie. 

And do the warre away, what so belide. 
Purchase peace and set it by thy side, 

And sufier nat thy people be deaoured, 

So shal thy name euer after stand honoured.' 

If any man be now, or euer was, 

Ayen the peace thy preay counsailonr, 

, Let God be of thy counsaile in this caas. 

And put away the cruel warriour. 

For God which is of man the creatour. 

He would not men slough his creature,* 
Without cause of deadly fbrfaiture. 

Where needeth most, behoueth most to looke/ 
My lord, how so thy wars be without. 

Of time passed, ii^ho that heed tooke, 

I Good were at home to see right well about,* 
For euermore, the worst is for to dout. 

But if thou mightest parfite peace attaine. 
There shcmld be no cause for to plaine. 

About a king good counsaile is to praise, 

Aboue all other things most vailable. 

But yet a king within himself shall peise, 

And seen^ the things that be reasonable. 

And there upon he shall his wits stable, 
Among the men to set peace in euin. 

For loue of him which is the king of Heuin. 

A, well ib him that shed neuer blood. 

But if it v^re m cause of rightwisenesse,- 
For if a king the peril vnderstood, 

What is to slee the people, than I gesse. 

The deadly warres and the heauiuesse, 
Whereof peace distourbed is full oft. 

Should at some time cease and wexe soft. 

O king, fulfilled of grace and knighthode, 
Remember vpon this point for Chnsts sake. 

If peace be prOfored vnto thy mauhode. 

Thine hoiorour saue', let it not be forsake, ' 
Though thou the wars darst well vndertokC/ 
After reason yet temper thy courage. 

For like to peace there ii none anauntage.* 

My worths^ lotd, think well ho^ so befell 
Of tbiUce lore as holy books sahie, 

Christ IS the bead, and we be members al^/ 

As well the subject as the souerargne, 

So sitte it well, that charity be plaine, " 
Which vnto God himself nmst accorfl^,* 

So as the lore of Christs word i^ecopdetbv 
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In the old law or Christ hitnselfe was bove, 
Among tho t^n commaundements 1 rede, 

How that manslaughter should be forbore, 
Such was the will that time of the godhede. 
But afterward whan Christ toke his tnanhede 
Peace was the first thing he let do cry 
Ayenst the worlds rancour and enuy. 

And or Christ went out of this earth here, 

And stighed to heuin, he made his testament, 
Where he bequeath to bis disciples there, 

And yaue bis peace, which is the foundement 

Of charity, without whose assent 

The worlds peace may neuer well be tried, 

Ne lone kept, ne law iustified. 

Tlie lewes with the paiuims hadden werre. 
But they among hemself stode euer m peace, 
Why should than our peace stand put of erre. 
Which Chnst hath chose vnto his own eucrese. 
For Christ is more than was Moyses, 

And Christ hath set the parfite of the law. 

The which should in no wise be withdraw. 

To yeue vs peace, was cause why Christ dide. 
Without peace, may nothing stood auailed. 
But now a man may see on euery side 
How Christs fmth is euery day as^iled. 

With painima destroyed and so batailed, 

That for defaut of helpe and of defence, 
TJnneth hath Chiist his due reuerence. 

The right faith to keepe of holy church, 

The first point is named of knighthode. 

And euery man is hold for to woroh 
Upon the point that stant to bis manhode : 
But now alas, the fame is spred so brode, 

That euery man this thing complameth, 

And yet is there no man that, help ordameth. 

The worlds cause is waited ouer all. 

There be the warres ready to the full. 

But Christs own cause in speciall, 

There ben the swerds and the speares dull. 
And with the sentence of the popes bull, 

As for to done the folke pame ohay, 

The church is toumed all another way. 

It is wonder ahoue any mw wit, 

Without war how Chnsts^thwas won, 

Aud we that be vpon this earth yet, 

Ne keepe it nat as it was first b^on, 

To euery creature vnder the Sonne 
Christ bad hemselfeihat we should preach. 
And to the folke his euangely teach. 

More light it is. to keep than to make, 

Bui that we founden made tofpre hpnd, 

We keepe not, but Ipt it lightly slake. 

The peace of Christ hath sd to broke his bond. 
We rest onr selfe, andsuffren §ueiy lond 
To slee each other, as thing, rndefended^ 

So stant the war* and peace » not aiwended. 

But though the head of holy church ahoue 
Ne do not all fiis hole businesse, 

Among the people to -set peace and Ipue, 
These kings oughten of hir rightwisepesse, 

Hir owne cause among hemsejfe redresse> 

Tho Peters ship as now hath lost his'stei,e} 

It lith in hewn the bai'ge for tf> st«e. 


If holy church after the duty 
Of Christs woid ne be nat all auised 
To make peace, accord, and vnity 
Among the kings that be now deuised. 

Yet natheles the law stant assised 
Of mans wit to be so reasonable, 

Without that to stand himselfe stabler 

Of holy church we hen children all, 

And euery child is hold for to bow 
Unto the mother, how that ever it fall. 

Or els he must reason disallow, 

And for that cause a knight shall fiist aupw 
The right 'of holy church to defend. 

That no man shall the priuiledge offend. 

Thus were it good to set all in euiu 
The worlds pripces aud the prelates both, 

I For lone of hwu wich is the king of Heuio, 
And if men should algate wexen wioth, 

' The sarazlns, which vnto Christ hen loth, 

I Let men be armed ayenst hem to fight, 

So may the knight his deed of armes right. 

Upon iii. points stant Chnsts peace oppressed, 
. First holy church in her selfe deuided, 

I Which ought of reason first to he redressed, 

I But yet so high a cause is not decided, 

I And thus whan humble patience is prided, 

1 The remenaunt which that they should rule, 
No wonder is though it stand out of rule. 

: Of that the head is sicke, the limmes aken, 

- These reigns that to Christs peace helongep, 
For woilds good these deadly wars maken? 

■ Which helpelesse, as in balaunce hongen, 

, The head aboue hem hath nat vnderfongen 
To set peace but euery man sleeth other. 

And in this wise bath charity no brother. 

'The two defauts that bnngen in the third, 

! Of miscreants that seene how we debate, 
'Between the two, they fallen in amid, 

1 Where now all day. they find an, open gajie, 
j Lo thus the deadly warre stant^ algate, ^ 

I But euer 1 liope of kmg Henries grace,. 

1 That he it is which shall the peace embrace. 

' My worthy noble prince and king annoint, 
Whom God hath of l^is grace so preserued. 
Behold and see the world vpon this point, 

: As for thy part, that Chiists peace be serued. 
So shall thy high mede be deserued, 

To him which all shall quite at last. 

For this life here may no while last* 

See Alexander, Hector, and lulius, 

! See Maebabeus, liquid, and losue, 

' See Charlemaine, Godefcay, and Arthus, 

1 Fulfilled of warre and of mortaljitiy# 

Hir fame abitte, bat all is vanity;. 

For death, which hath the warres vnder fopt> 
Hath made an end, of i^hich there is 

So many a man the soth \?ete and 
That peace is good for euery kang 
The fortune of the warre is euer vn^ow. 

But where peace is,,there is the i^a^lies $aue,' 
That now is vp, tD.mprruw is vqder grauia, 
The mighty God hath ,ajt gtace in hapdi. 
Without hita.iBeii!.nift5inofe stend. 
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At the tenneq to win or lese a chase, 

May no hfe wete or th^it the ball be i^nne, 

Al stant in God, what thing men shal purchase, 
The end is in him or that it be begonne, 

Men same the woil whan it is well sponne. 

Doth that the cloth is strong and profitable. 

And els it may neuer be durable. 

The worlds chaunces vpon auenture 
Ben euer set, but thilke chaunce of pees 
Is so behouedly to the creature, 

That IS aboue all other peerlees, 

But it may not beget nathelees 
Among the men to last any while. 

But where the herte is plaine without guile. 

Tlie peace is as it were a sacrament 
Tofore the God, and shall with words plaine. 
Without any doable entendement 
Be treated, for the trouth cannot fame, 

But if the men within himselfe ben vaine, 

The snbstaunce of the peace may not be trew. 

But enery day' it chaangeth vpon new. 

But who that is of charity parfite, 

He voideth all sleights ferre away. 

And set his word vpon the same plite. 

Where that bis herte had found a siker way. 

And thus whan conscience is trewly way, 

And that these ben handled with the wise, 

It shall abide, and stand in all wise. 

The apostle saith, ther may no life be good 
Which is not grounded vpon chanty, 

For charity ne shed netier blood, 

So hath the warre as there no property, 

Bor thilke vertue which is said pity, 

With charity so ferforth is acquainted, 

That m her may no false semolant be painted* 

Cassodore, whose writing is authorised, 

Saith : Where that pity reigneth, is grace, 
Through which that peace hath al his welth assised. 
So that of warre he dredeth no manace, 

Where pity dwelleth in the same place, 

There may no deadly cruelty sojouine, 

Wherof that mercy should his way tourae* 

To see what pity forthwith mercy doth, 

The cronique is at Rome in thilk empire 
Of Constantine, which is a tale sooth. 

Whan him was leuer his owne death d^ire, 

Than do the yong children to martire, 

Of cruelty he left t&e quarele, 

Pity he wrought, and’ pity was his hefe. 

For thilke mans pity which he dede, 

God was pitousi, aiul made Inoh bole at all,, 
Siluester came, and in the same stede 
Yaue him baptisme first in speciall, . 

Which did away the sinne originall,. 

And all his lepre it bath so purified. 

That his pity for euer is magmfied. 

Pity was cause why this etfiperonr 
Was hole in body and in sotde both, 

And Rome also was set hi thilftd bonefur 
Of Christs fhifeh’, so tha,t theylene'br Idth, 

Which h'Siddefi bje with Chrret tofore Wroth, 
Receiued vrere vhto Christs lore, 

Thug haU’pity'bepirttfeeld evtcrittore* 


My worthy liege lord, Henry by name. 

Which England hast to goueme ahd right. 

Men ought well thy pity to proclaime, 

Which openliche in all the worlds sight 
Is shewed with the helpe of God almight, 

To yeve vs peace, which long hath be debated, 
Whereof thy prise shall neuer be abated. 

My lord, in whome hath euer yet be found 
Pity, without spot of violence, 

Eeepe thilke peace alway within bound, 

Which God hath planted in thy conscience. 

So shall the oronique of thy patience 
Among the saints be taken into memory 
To the legend of perdurable glory. 

And to thine earthly prise, so as I can, 

Which euery man is hold to commend, 

I Gowe^ whioh am all thy liege man, 

This letter unto thine excellence I send, 

As I which euer vnto toy Hues end 
Woll pray for the stale of thy persone. 

In worship of thy scepter and thy throne^ 

Not onely to my king, of peace I write. 

But to these other pnnees christen all. 

That eche of hem his owne herte endite. 

And sease the warre or more mischeefe fall. 

Set eke therightfull pope vpon his stall, 

Keepe chanty, and draw pity to hand, 

Maintame law, and so the peace shall stand. 

EvpUcit carmen di pacts commendattonef ad 
laudem et merhoiiaM seremisimi princ^is domini 
regis ffenrid guarti, sttus kuSKiHs (A'ctor Jokanrles 
Gower cotnpoiiiit. * 

Ewctus Christi, pie rex Henrici fuisti 
Qui bene venisti, ento propria regtopetisti 
^Tu mala vicistique botos boirn res^tuisfi 
Et populo tnsti, nova gaudia contribufeti 
FiSt mihi spes lata, qif^ adhoc per te r^vSttf 
Succedent fata, veteri jkbbitate beata 
£st tibi nam grata, gratia sponte data. 

Henrici quarti, primus regni fiiit annus 
Quo imhi defecit visas ad acta mea. 

Omnia tempus habent finem natura ministrat 
Quern virtute sua frangere nemo potest, 

Ultra posse mini qnatovis mihi velle remansit 
AmpHus ut senbam non mihi posse manet, 

Dam potui scrips!, Sed Uanc quia eihfva senecftiiS^ 

* Turbavit setasus soripte refiffMpaU schbiisv ' 
Scribat qui veniet post to& dS^sefefior alter. 
Ammodo uamque mauMS et tbed penba silent, 

, Hoc tamen in fiote vmbcNkn^qisesb meomto>- 
Prospera quod statuat regna ftitura deus. 

' ElfTtiCrr. 

, ; A SAYING OF DAN JOffN 

i Thebe be foure thinges that makefh 
- Honour first puttetH hiih ffrontiltg^' 

1 And alder next, solitary and soole, 

The second is Vnweldy Ctooked 
Women also britTg nf€^ in 
And mighty xrine in lWai^ 
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'STET OF THE SAME. 

There ben four things causing great folsT, 
Honour first, and vnwildy age^ 

Women and wine I dare eke specific. 
Make wise men fallen in dotage. 

Wherfore by counsail of philosophers sage. 
In great honour leame this of me, 

With thine estate have humilite; 


BALADE J)E BON CONS AIL. 

If it befall that God thee list visite 
With any tourment or adversite, 

Thanke firste the Lord, and thy selfe to quite, 
Upon sufiraunce and humilite 
Found thou thy quarell, what euer that it be : 
Make thy defence, and thou shalt haue no losse, 
The remembrance of Christ and of his crosse. 

Expwcrr. 


SCOGAN UNTO THE LORDS AND GEN^ 
TLEMEN OF THE KINGS HOUSE. 


In the written copies the title hereof is thus : Here 
followeth a moral ballad to the prince, the Duke 
of Clarence, the Duke of Bedford, the Duke of 
Gloucester, the kings sons ; by Henry Scogau, 
at a supper among the merchants in the Vintry 
at London, in the house of Lewis John. 


Mr noble sonnes and eke my lords dere, 

I your father called vnworthely, 

S^d TDto you this little treatise here. 

Written with mine owne hand full rudely. 
Although it be that I not reuerently 
Haue written to your estates, I you pray 
Mine vuconning taketh benignely 
For Gods sake, and herken what 1 say. 

1 complain me sore whan I remember me. 

The s^daine age that is vpon me fall, 

But more 1 complain my mispent juuentute 
The which is impossible ayen for to call, 

But certainly the most complaint of all. 

Is to fbinke, that I haue be so nice, 

That I ne would veitnes to me call 
In all my youth, but vices aye cherice. 

Of which I aske mercy of the Lord, 

That ^ Alnughty God in majesty, 

Beseking to make so euen accord 
Betwixt thee and my soule^ that vanity, 
Worldly lust, ne blind prosperity, 

Haue no lordship oner my flesh so frele. 

Thou Lord of rest and parfite vnity, 

Put firo me vice, and kepe my soule hele. K 

And yeue me might while I haue life and space/ 
Me to confirme fiilly to thy pleasaunce, 

Shew to me. the habundaunce of thy grace, 

And in good wetks grant me pergeucraunc^ 


Of all my youth forget the ignoraunoe, 

Yeue me good will to serue thee ay to querae> 
Set all my life after thine ordinaunce. 

And able me to mercy or thou deme. 

My lords dere, why I this complaint write 
To you, whom I loue most entirely. 

Is for to warae you as I can endite. 

That time lost in youth folily, 

Greueth a wight bodily and ghostly, 

I meane him that to lust and vice entend. 
Wherefore lords I pray you specially, 

Your youth in vertue shapeth to dispend. 

Plant the root of youth in such a wise. 

That in vertue your growing be alway, ^ 

Looke alway goodnease be in your exercise, 
That shall you mighty make at each assay. 
The fiend to withstand at each affiiy, 

Passeth wisely this perillous pilgrimage, 

Think on this word, and werke it euery day, 
That shall you yeue a parfite floured age. 

Taketh also hede how that these noble clerfces 
Wnten in hit bookes of great sapience, 

Saying that faith is ded withouteu werkes. 

And nght so is estate with negligence 
Of vertue, and therefore with diligence 
Shapeth of vertue so to plant the root, 

That ye thereof haue full experience 
To worship of your life and scales boot 

Taketh also hede, that lordship ne estate 
Without vertue may not long endure, 

Thinketh eke how vices and vertue at debate 
Haue ben and shall while the world may dure, 
And euer the vicious by auenture 
Is ouerthrow, and thinketh euermore 
That God is Lord of all vertue, and figure 
Of all goodnesse, and therefore follow his lore. 

My maister Chaucer, God his soule sauc. 

That in his language was so curious, 

He said that the fkther which is dead and grtuc 
Biqueth nothing his vertue with bis boas 
Unto his children and therefore labourous 
Ought ye he, beseeking God of grace 
To yeue you might for to be vertuous. 

Through which ye might haue part of his place. 

Here may ye see that vertuous noblesse, 
Commeth not to you by way of auncestry, 

But it commeth by lefull busiuesse 
Of honest life and not by slogardry. 

Wherefore in youth I rede you edifie 
The house of nertue in such a manere, 

That in your age may you keepe and gie 
Fro the tempest of worlds wawes here. 

Thinketh how betwixe vertue and estate 
There is a parfit^ blessed manage, 

Uertue is cause of peace, vice of ddiiate 
In mans soule, the which be full of courage, 
Cherisheth than vertue, vices to outrage^ 

Driueth hem away, let hem haue no wonning 
In your scales, leseth not the heritage 
Which God hath yeue to vertuous liuing. 
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Take heed also how men of poore degree 
Through vertue haue beset m great honour, 

And euer haue Uued in great prosperity 
Through cherishing of vertuous labour, 

Thinketh also how many a gouemour 
Called to estate, hath be set full low 
Through misusing of right and of errour, 

And therefore I cousaile you vertue to know. 

Thus by your ancestors ye may nothing claim, 

As that my maister Chaucer saith expresse, 

But temporal thing, that men may hurt or maime, 
Than is God stocke of vertuous noblesse, 

And sith that he is lord of blessednesse. 

And made us all, and for us all deide, 

Followeth him m vertue with full businesse. 

And of this thing herke how my maister seide. 

The first stocke, fathei of gentilnesse, 

What man that claimeth gentill for to he. 

Must follow his trace, and all his wits dresse, 
Uertue to looke, and vices for to fly, 

For unto vertue longeth dignity, 

And not the reuers safely dare I deme, 

All weave the mitre, corowne, or diademe. 

The first stocke was full of rightwisenesse. 

True of his word, sobre, pitous, and free, 

Cleane of his ghost, and loued businesse 
Ayenst the vice of sloth in honesty, 

And but his heire loue vertue, as did he. 

He is not gentill though he rich seme. 

All weare he mitre, croune, or diademe. 

Uice may be an heire to old richesse, 

But there may no man, all men may see, 

Biqueth bis heire his vertuous noblesse, 

That is appropried vnto no degree. 

But to the first father of majesty. 

That maketh his heires hem that can him queme, 
All weare he mitre, croune, or diademe. 

liO, heare this noble poete of Bnttaine 
How lightly in vertuous sentence 
The losse on youth of vertue can complaine, 
Therefore I pray you with your diligence, 

For your profile and Gods reuerence, 

Tempereth fully vertue in your mind. 

That when ye come to your judges presence, 

Ye be not vertulessc than behind. 

Many lords haue a manner now adayes, 

Though one shew tern a vertuous mattere, 

Hir feruent youth is of so false alayes. 

That of that art they haue no joy to here, 

But as a ship that is without a store, 

Driueth vp and douu without gouemaunce, 
Wening that calme would last yere by yere, 
Right so fare they for very ignoraunce. 

For very shame know they not by reason, 

That after an ebb ther cometh a flood fal rage, 
In the same wise whan youth passeth bis season 
Commeth crooked and unweldy palled age. 

And sone after comen the kalends of dotage, 

And if that hit youth haue no vertue provided, 
All men woll say fie on hir vassalage, 

' Thus hath hir sloth fto worship hem deuided. 


Boeclus the clerk, as men may rede and see, 
Saith in his booke of Consolat&n, 

What man desireth of nine or tree. 

Plenteous fruit in reaping season. 

Must ener eschue to doe oppression 
Unto the root, while it is yong and grene. 

Thus may ye see well by that inclusion. 

That youth vertulesse doeth much tene- 

Now seeth there ayenst how vertuous noblenesse. 
Rooted in youth with good perseneraunce, 
Driueth away all vices and wretchednesse. 

As slogardry, riot, and distaunce, 

Seeth eke bow vertue causeth sufSisaunce, 

Seeth eke how vertue voideth all vice. 

And who so hath veitue, hath all habundaunce 
Of wele, as farre as reason can deuise. 

Take heed of Tullius Hostilius, 

That fro pouert came to high degree 
Through vertue, redeth eke of Julius 
The conquerour, how poore a man was he. 

Yet through his vertue and humility, 

Of many countrey had he in gouemance, 

Thus vertue bnngeth a man to great degree, 
£che wight that lust to do him eutendaunce* 

Rede here ayenst now of Nero vertulees, 

Taketh heed also of proud Balthasare, 

They hated vertue, equity, and pees. 

And looke how Antiochus fill fro his chare, 

That he bis skin and bones all to tare, 

Look what mischance they had for her vices. 
Who so woll not by these signes beware, 

I dare well say infortunate and nice is. 

I can no more'now say, but hereby may ye see. 
How vertue causeth pa^te sikemesse, 

And vices exilen all prosperity. 

The best is ech man to chose as I gesse, 

Doeth as you list, 1 me excuse expresse, 

I would be right sorry if that ye miscbefe, 

God confirme you in vertuous noblesse. 

So that through negligence ye not it l^cw 
explicit. 


Sometime the world so stedfastwas and stable. 
That mans word was an obligatioun. 

And now it is so ftilse and deceivable. 

That word and deed as in conclusioun 
Is nothing like, for tourned is vp so doun 
All the world, through mede and fifcelnesse^ 
That all is lost for lack of stedfastnesse. 

What maketh the world to be so variable 
But lust, that men haue in dissension, 

For among vs a man is hold vnable. 

But if he can by some collusion 
Doe his neighbour wrong and oppression ; 
What causeth this but wilful! wretchedness®, 
That all is lost for lack of stedfastnesse. 

Trouth is put downe, reason is hold frbl^ 
Uertue hath now no domination, 

Pity is exiled, no man is mcrciable. 

Through couetise is blent discretion, 

The world hath made a permutation. 

Fro right to wrong, fro trouih to fikelnesse. 
That is lost for laoke of stedfostnesse. 
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X.ENUOYB. 

Prince desire to be honourable, 

Cherish thy folke, and hate extortion. 

Suffer nothing that may be reprouable 
To thine estate, done in thy region, 

Shew forth the yerd of castigation, 

Drede God, do law, loue trouth and worthinesse, 
And wed thy foJke ayea to stedfastnesse. 

EXPLICIT. 

A BALLADE 

OF THE VILLAGE WITHOUT PAINTING. 

PLAnSTITE TO FORTUNE. 

This wretched worldes transmutation. 

As wele and wo, now poor, and now honour 
Without order or due discretion, 

Gouemed is by Fortunes errour. 

But nathelesse the lacke of her fauour 
Ne may not doe me sing, though that 1 die, 

Day tout parduy mon temps et labour , 

For finally fortune I defie. 

Yet is me left the sight of my reasoun, 

To know friend fro fbe in thy mirrour. 

So much hath yet thy tourmng rp and dgun 
Ytaught me to knowen in an hour. 

But truly no force of thy reddour 
To him that ouer hiniselfe hath maistre, 

My suffisaunce shall be my succour. 

For finally fortune I defie. 

0 Socrates thou stedfast champion, 

She might neuer be thy tnrmentour. 

Thou neoer dredest her oppression, 

Ke in her chere fiMind thou no friuoar. 

Thou knew the deceit of her colour. 

And that her most worship is for to lie, 

1 know her eke a false dissunulour, 

For finally fortune 1 defie. 

THE ANSWBRE OF FORTUNE. 

Ko man is wretohed> hut himseUe it wene, 

Ke that hath in idmselfis sufiBsauoce, 

Why saist thou than I am to thee so kene, 

That hast thy selfe out of my gonernaice ? 

Say thus, graunt mercy of thine habundance 
That thou hast lent or this, thou sbalt not strlue. 
What wost thou yet how I thee woll auance. 

And eke thou hast thy best friend aliue. 

I haue thee taught deuision betweene 
Friend of effect, and friend of countenannce. 

Thee needeth hot the gall of an bine, 

That cureth eyen darke for hir pennaunce 
Now seest thou clere that were in ignoraunce. 

Yet holt thine, anker, and yet thou maist arriue 
There bounty beareth. the key of my substance. 
And eke thou hast thy best fiiend aliue. 

How many haue I refused to sustene, 

Sith I haue thee fostred in thy pleasaunce, 

Wolt thou than make a statute on thy quen^‘ 
That 1 Shalt be aye at thipe ordinaunce. 


Thou bom art in my reigne of variaunce. 

About the whele with other must thou driue. 
My lore is bet, than wicke is thy greuaunce. 
And eke thou hast thy best friend alme. 

THE ANSWERE TO FORTUNE, 

Thy lore I dampne, it is aduersity, 

My friend maist thou not leue blind goddesse^ 
That I thy friends know, I thanke it thee, 

Take hem againe, let hem go lie a pi esse. 

The niggardes in keeping hir richesse, 
Pronostike is, thou wolt hir toure assaile, 
Wicke appetite commeth aye before siclmesse. 
In general this rule may not faile. 

FORTUNE. 

Thou pinchest at my mutability, 

For I thee lent a droppe of my richesse. 

And now me hketh to withdraw me. 

Why should est thou my royalty oppresse. 

The sea may ebbe and flow more and lesse, 

The welken hath might to shine, rsrin, and hail, 
Right so must I kithe my brotilnesse, 

In generall this rule may not fail. 

THE PLAINTIFE. 

Lo, the execution of the majesty, 

That all purueigheth of his rightwisenesse,^ 
That same thing fortune clepen ye. 

Ye blind beasts full of leaudnesse, 

The beauen hath projperty of sikemesse. 

This world hath euer restlesse trauaile, 

The last day is end of mine entresse, 

In generall this rule may not faile. 

THENUOYB OF FORTUNE. 

Princes I pray you of your gentilnesse 
let not ibis man and me thus cry and plain. 
And I shall quite you this busiuesse, 

And if ye hste releue him of his pain, 

Pray ye his best frende of his noblesse, 

That to some better state he may attain. 

LENUOY. 

To broken been the statutes hie in Heauen, 
That create were eternally tendure, 

Sithe that I see the bright goddes seuen, 

.Mowe wepe and waile, and passion endure. 

As may in yearth a mortall creature : 

Alas, fro whens may this thing precede, 

<?f which errour I die almost for drede. 

By word eteme whilom was it shape, 

That fro the fifth cercle in no manere, 

Ne might of teares doune escape, 

But now so weepeth Uenus in her sphere. 

That with her teares she wol drench vs here, 
Alas Scogan this is for thine offence, 

Thou causest this deluge of pestilence. 

Hast thou not said in blaspheme of the goddia, 
Through pride, or through iSiy gret rekelnes. 
Such things as in the law of loueforbode is, 
That for thy lady saw not thy distresse, 
Therforethoa yaue her vp at Mighehnesse? 
Alas Scogan of olde fififce ne yong. 

Was neuer erst' Scogaacr blaoned for his* tong*. 





GOOD COUNSAIX.. 


A BALLAD OE 

Thou drew m scorne Cupide eke to record. 

Of thilke rebell word that thou hast spoken. 

For which he woll d^o longer be thy lord, 

And Scogau, though his bow be not broken. 

He woll not with his arowes be ywroken 
On thee ne me, ne none of our figure, 

We shall of him haue neither hurte ne cure. 

Now certes frend I drede of thine vnhape, 

Lest for thy gilte the wreche of lone procede 
On all hem that been hore and round of shape. 
That be so likely folke to spede. 

Than we shall of our labour haue our mede. 

But well I wot thou wolt answere and say, 

LO'Old Gnsell list to renne and play. 

Nay Scogan say not so, for I me excuse, 

God helpe me so, in no nme douhtles, 

Ne thinke I neuer of sleepe wake my Muse, 
That rusteth m my sheath still in pees, 

While I was yong I put her forth m prees. 

But all shall passe that men prose or rime. 

Take euery man his toume as for his' time. 

Scogan thou knelest at the stremes hedde 
Of grace, of all honour, and of worthmessj, 

In thende of which 1 am dull as dedde, 
Forgotten in solitary wildemesse. 

Yet Scogan thmke on Tullius kindness, 

Mind thy frende there it may fructifie, 

Farewel, and looke thou neuer eft loue defie. 

EXPLICIT. 


Qo forth king, rule thee by sapience. 

Bishop be able to minister doctrine, 

Lorde to true counsaile yeue audience, 
Womanhode to chastity euer encline, 

Knight let thy deedes -v^orship determine. 

Be righteous judge in sluing thy name, 

Rich do almose, Test thou lese bliss with shame. 

People obey your king and the law. 

Age be ruled by good religion. 

True seruaunt be dredful and kepe thee vnder aw. 
And thou poore, fie on presnmpcion, 

Jnobedience to youth is vtter destruction, 
Remembei you how God hath set you lo, 

And doe your part as ye be ordeined to. 


T. OCCLEVE TO HIS EMPTY PURSE: 

To you my purse and. to no^e.other wight 
Complaine T, for ye be my lady dere^ 

I am sorry now that ye be light. 

For certes ye now make me heauy chere. 

Me were as lefe laid, vpou a here, 

For which vnto your mercy thus h orie, 

Be heauy againe or els.ipote,! die. 

Now vouchsafe this day or it be night, 

That I of you the blissful sowne may here. 

Or see your colour like the Sunne bright. 

That of yelowness had neuer peie. 

Ye be my life, ye be my hertes stere, 

Queene of comfort and of good companie, 

Be heauy againe, or els mote 1 die. 


Now purse that art to me my lines ligbtt 
And sauiour, as downe in this world here. 
Out of this towne helpe me by your might, 
Sith that you woll not be my treasure. 

For I am shaue as nere as any firere. 

But I pray vnto your curtesie, 

Be heauy againe, or els mote 1 die. 

EXPLICIT. 


OCCLEVE UNTO THE KlNU, 

O coNauERouR of Brutes Albion, 

Which that by line and free election 
Been very king, this to you I send, 

And ye that may all harmes amend, 

Haue minde vpon my supplicacion. 

EXPLICPr. 


A BALLAD OF GOOD COUNSAIL, 

TRANSLATED OUT OF LATIN VERSLS INTO ENGLISH BY pAl 
JOHN LIDGATE, CLEPED THE MONK OF BURY. 

CoNsroER well every circumstaunce. 

Of what estate ever thou bee, 

Riche, strong, or mighty of puissance,^ 

Prudent or wise, discrete or besi^ 

The dome of fo^es in soch thou may^nQj^ 

What ever thou doest trust well this, 

A wicked tonge woU alway deum 

For in thy porte or m apparaile. 

If thou be cladde and honestly be saine, 

Anone tbe people of malice woB not 
Without aduice or reason fbr to sain. 

That thine array is macte or wrought in vaffl. 
Suffer hem speake, and trust nght wd this, 

A wicked tonge wol alway deme amis. 

Thou will to kings be equipoleut. 

With great lordes eian and peregall,^ 

And if thou be torne, all to rent,^ 

Than woll they say, and jangle over all. 

Thou art a slougarde that never thri're shaU^ 
Suffre hem speke, apd trust right well tjtus^ 

A wicjked tonge woll alway deme amis. 

If it befall that thou take a wife, 

I They woll falsly say la their entent,. 

Thou art likely ever to Mve in 
Uoide of aB rest,, without aledgment, 

Wifes ben maistresi, this is their jud^ent 
Suffren all thpir speoh, and trust this 

A wicked tonga* wioll alway deme amis.. 

If thou be faire and excellent of beaute, 

Yet woll they say that thou art amoarous. 

If thou be foule and vgly on to s^; 

They woll affirme that thou art vicious. 

The people of language is so dispitous, 

Suflte all their spech, and trust right well this, 

A wicked tonge woU alway deme amis. 



556 POEMS IMPUTED TO CHAUCER. 


If so be that of parfitenesse. 

Thou hast vowed to live in chastitee. 

Than woll folke, of thy person expresse, 

Thou art impotent tengendre in thy degree. 

And thus where thou be chaste or dessavy, 

Sufihe hem speake, and trust right well this, 

A wicked tongue well alway deme amis. 

If thou be fatte other corpolent. 

Than wol they sain thou art a great gloton, 

A devourer, or elsTinolent, 

If thou be leane or megre of fashion. 

Call thee a nigard in their opinion, 

Suffre them speake, and trust right wel this, 

A wicked tonge woll away deme amis. 

If thou be rich, some woll yeve thee laude. 

And say it commeth of prudent govemaunce, 

And some wol same it commeth of fraude, 

Other by sleight, or false chevisaunce, 

To sadn the worst, folke have so great pleasaunce. 
What suffre hem say, and trust right wel this, 

A wicked tonge woll alway deme amis. 

If thou be sadde or sobre of countenaunce, 

Men woll sain thou tbinkest some treason, 

And if thon be glad of daliaunce, 

Men woll deme it desolution, 

And call faire speach adulacion, 

Yet let hem speak, and trust right well this, 

A wicked tonge wol alway deme amis. 

Who that is holy by perfection, 

Men of malice woll clip him ypocrite, 

And who is mery of dene entention. 

Men sain in not he doth him dehte, 

Some mourn in blacke, some love in clothes white, 
Suffre men speake, and trust right well this, 

A wicked tonge woll alway deme amis. 

Honest aray men deme it pompe and pride. 

And who goetb poore, men cail him a waster, 

And who goelh still men mark bun on that side. 
Seme that he is a spy or agiler: 

Who wasteth not, men sam he hath treasour. 
Whereof conclude and trust right well this, 

A wicked tonge will alway deme amis. 

Who speketh moch men clepeth him prudent,’ 

Who that debateth, men same that he is hardy. 
And who saith litel with great seutement, 

Some folke yet wol wite him of foly, 

Trouth is put down, and vp goth flattery. 

And who ^at list plainly know the cause of this, 

A wicked tonge woll alway deme amis. 

Por though a man were as pacient. 

As was I^vid throw his huniilite, 

Or with Salomon in wisedome as prudent, 

Or in knighthode egall with Josue, 

Or manly proved, as Judas Machabe, 

Yet for al that, trust right well this, 

A wicked tonge woU alway dejpe amisk 


And though a man had the prowess^ 

Of worthy Hector, Troys champion. 

The love of Troylus, or the kmdnesse, 

Or of Cesar the famous high renoun. 

With all Alexaunders dominacioun. 

Yet for all that trust right well this, 

A wicked tonge woll alway deme amis. 

Or though a man of high or low degree. 

Of Tullius had the sugred eloquence, 

Or of Seneca the moralitee, 

Or of Caton forsiglit and providence, 

The conquest of Charles, Artures magnificence. 
Yet foi all that trust right well this, 

A wicked tonge woll alway deme amis. 

Touching of women, that parfit innocence 
Though that they had, of Hester the noblenesse. 
Or of Gresilde, the humble pacience, 

Or of Judith, the preuid stablenes.se. 

Or Polixeenes virgmall clennesse, 

Yet dare I seine, and trust right wel this, 

Some wicked tong would deme of them amis. 

The wifely trouth of Penelope 
Though they it had in hir possession, 

Helenes beauty, the kindnesse of Medee, 

The loue vnfayned of Martia Cdton, 

Or Alcestes trewe aflfection. 

Yet dare I saine and trust right well this, 

A wicked tonge wol alway deme amis. 

Thau sooth it is that no man may eschew 
The swerd of tonges, but it will kerve and bite. 
Full hard it is a man for to remew, 

Out of their daunger him for to aquite. 

Wo to the tonges that bemselfe d elite, 

To hinder or slaunder, and set then study in this. 
And their pleasauiices to deme alway amis. ‘ 

Most noble princes, cherishers of vertue, 
Remembreth you of high discretion, 

The first veitue most pleasing to Jesu, 

(By the writing and sentence of Caton) 

Is a good tonge in his opinion. 

Chastise the reverse of wisedome do this, 

Uoideth your hearing from al that deme amis.- 

A BALLAD 

IN THE PRAISE AND COMMENDATION OP MASrER GEFFERY 
CHAUCER, FOR HIS GOLDEN ELOClUENCB. 

Maister Geffiray Chaucer, that now lithe in grave. 
The noble rhetoncion, and poet of Great Britame^ 
That worthy was that laurer of poetry to have 
Foe this his labour, and the palme to attain. 

Which first made to distil, and rein, 

The gold dewe dropes, of spech and eloquence. 
Into English tonge, through his excellence. 

XXFtrciT. 



HERE FOLLOWETH CERTAIN 


WORKS OF GEFFREY CHAUCER, 

ANNEXED TO THE IMPRESSIONS PRINTED IN THE YEARS 1561, AND 1602. ALL COJtr 
LECTED AND ADJOYNED TO HIS EORMER WORKS BY JOHN STOWE. 


A BALLAD 

MADE BY CHAUCER, TEACHING WHAT IS GHNTIDNESS, OS 
WHOM IS WORTHY TO BE CAtLED GENTIEt. 

The first stocke father of gentilnes, ' 

What man desireth gentil for to bee, 

Must followe his trace, and all his wittes dreis^ 
Uertue to love, and vices for to flee. 

For vnto veitue longeth dignitee. 

And not the revers falsly dare I denae, 

All weare he miter, crowne or diademe. 

This Rrst stocke was fall of rightwisnes, 

Trew of his worde, sober, pitous and free, 

Clene of his goste and lov^ besmcsse. 

Against the vice of slouth in honeste. 

And but his eyre love vertue as, did he. 

He is not gentill though he rich seme. 

All weare he miter, crowne or diademe* 

Uicesse may well be heir to old richesse, 

Rut there may no man, as men may wel sec, 
JByquethe his eyre his vertues noblenesse. 

That is appropried vnto no degree. 

But to tbe first father in majestee. 

That m^th his eyres them that him queme 
^11 weare he miter, crowne or diademe. 

EXPLICIT. 


A PROVMMB 

AGAINST COVETI8E AND NEGLIGENCE. 

What shall these clothes manifold 
Lo this bote somers day. 

After great heat commeth cold, 

Np man cast his pilch away, 

Of all this world the large cotnpasse 
It will not in mine armes twame. 

Who so mokel woU enbrac^ 
y*itel th^eof he shall distraine. 

EXPLicrr. 


A BALLAD 

WHICH CHAUCER MADE ACAWST WOMEN UNCONSTANT* 

Madame, for your new fangleness. 

Many a servaunt have you put out of your grace, 
I take my leave of your unstedfastness. 

For well I wote, while ye to live haue spac^ 

Ye cannot love full half yere m a place, 

To new things your lust is ever kene. 

In stede of blew, thus may ye wear all grene, 

Right as a mirrour that nothing may enpresse, 

But lightly as it cometh, so mote it passes 
So fares your love, your works bear witnes 
There is no feith may your herte enbrace 
But as a wedercocke, that tumeth his &ce 
With euery wind, ye fere, and that is seene, 

In stede of blew, thus may ye weare all grene. 

Ye might be shrined, for yonr brotbilnes. 

Better than Dalyda, Cresseide, or Candace, 

For ever in changing stondeth your sikemes. 

That catche may no wight, from your herte a race. 
If ye lose one, ye can wel twein parchace 
Al light for bomar, ye wot well what I meene, 

In stede of blew, thus may ye weare all grene. 

explicit. 


HERE FOLLOWETH 

A BALLAD 

WHICH CHAUCER MADE IN THE PRAISE, OR RATHER DXf 
PRAISE, OF WOMEN, FOR THEIR DOUBLBNB8I.’ 

This world is full of variaunce. 

In euery thing who taketh hede 
That faith and trust, q.nd all constancpi 
Exiled been this is no drede. 

And sane onely in womanhede, 

I can see no sekemess. 

But for all that, yet as I rede^, 

Beware alway of doablenesi. 



IMPUTED TO CHAUCER. 


538 POEMS 

Also that freshe somer floures. 

White and rede, blewe and greene, 

Been sodenly, with winter shoures. 

Made feiute and fade, without wene : 

That trust is none as ye may seene, 

In no thing, nor no stedfastness. 

Except in women, thus 1 meene, 

Yet aye beware of doubleness. 

The croked Mone, this is no tale, 

Some while yshene and bright of hewe, 

And after that full derke and pale, 

And euery moneth chaungeth newe, 

That who the veray soth knewe. 

All things is hilt on brotleneas, 

Saue that women aye be trewe. 

Yet aye beware of doubleness. 

The lusty ftreshe sommers day. 

And Phebus with his beames clere, 

Towards night they drawe away 
And none lenger list appere, 

That in this present life now here, 

Nothing abideth in his faireness,^ 

Saue women aye be found intere. 

And deuoide of doubleness. 

The sea eke, with his Stente trawes, 

£ch6 day doweth new ngt&tie, 

And by conconrs of life lawes 
The ebbe floweth in cJertaine : 

After grete drought, there cometh a raine, 
That ferewel here all stabelness. 

Sane that women be hole and plaine. 

Yet aye beware of doubleness. 

Fortunes wbeUe goeth round about, 

A thousand times, day and night, 

Whose cottfse standeth euer in doubti 
For to traosmew, she is so light. 

For whieb aduerteth in your sight, 

The twlnist of worldy fikelness, 

Saue women, which of kindly right, 

Ne hath no teche of doubleness. 

What nian may the ^nd restraine, 

Oj hold a snake by the taife, 

Cr a slipper ele constraine, 

That it wilt voide, without faite, 

Or who can driue so a naile. 

To make sure new fbngfeness, 

Saue women that can gie their saile, 

To row their boote with doubleness. 

At euery hauen they can ariue. 

Where as they wote is good passage. 

Of innocence they Can not stritte, 

With wawes nor no rockes rage. 

So happy is their lod'emanage. 

With needle aed stone thetr eourse to dressy 
That was net so sagc,- 

To find in them no doubleness. 

Therefore who so thdm accuse, 

Of any double ^ntencioz^ 

To speake, rbwne, other to muse. 

To pinch at their condicibn. 

All is but false collusion, 

I dare rightwell the sothe express,. 

They haue no better protection. 

But shrowd them vnder 'doubleness. 


So well fortuned is their chaunce. 

The dice to turne vp so doune. 

With sise and sincke they can attaunce. 
And than by reuolucion. 

They set a fell conclusion, 

Of lombes, as in sootbfastness. 

Though clerkes make mencion, 

Their kmde is fret with doubleness. 

Sampson had experience, 

That women were full trew yfound, 
Whau Dalyda of innocence, 

With sheeres gan his heere to round. 
To speake also of Rosamound, 

And Cleopatris faithfulness, 

The stories plainly will confound. 

Men that apeche their doubleness. 

Single thing ne is not praised. 

Nor of old is of no renoun, 

In balauuce whan they be peised, 

For lacke of waight they be bore doun. 
And for this cause of just reason. 

These women all of rightwiseness, 
i Of choise and free election, 

Moste loue eschaunge and doubleness. 

WBNtfOYE. 

O YE women which been ehclined, 

By influence of your nature. 

To been as pure as gold yfined, 

In your truth for to endure, 

Arme your selfe in strong arrcfure, 
Least men assaile your sikerness. 

Set on your brest your selfe to assur^ 
A mighty shield of doubleness. 

I EXPLICIT. 


THIS WORK FOLLOWING WAS COMPILED BY CHAUCER, AND 
IT IS CALLED 

; THE CRAFT OF LOVERSK 

i Moral is a similitude E?ho Uste thCir balades sewe. 
The craft of loues carious arguments, 

For some been felse and some been founden trewe, 
And some been double of entendements, 

Thus louers with their morall documents, 

And eloquent langage they can examplifie. 

The craft of loue what it doth signifie. 

Who list vnto this balades haue inspection, 

Thinke that loves lordships excellent, 

Is remedy for disease and correction, 

To wofull herte and body impotent. 

Suppose the maker that he be negligent 
In his compilyng hold him excusable, 

Because bis spirites be sory and lamentable. 

Most soveram lady surmounting your nobleiiCr, 

0 intenuate ieilipre aiH dkisie deliciods 

1 My trusl^ mine helth, my cdriliall fohndres-, 

! O medicine sanatife to sores langbrous, 

I O comfortable creature 'of lovers’ amorouH, 

^ Ritson attrihutes this to Lydgate. 



THE CRAFT OF LOVERS. 


0 excellent herber of lovely countenannce. 

Ye regester my love in your remembraunce.’^ 

“ Certes sir yonr painted eloquence, 

So gay, so fresh and eke so talcatife. 

It doth transcend the wit of dame Prudence, 

For to declare your thought or to discnve, 

So glonously glad langage ye contrive, 

Of your conceit, your thought, and your entent, 

1 will beware for drede or I be stent.*’ 

** O rubicunde rose, and white as the lilly, 

O clarified christal of worldly portraiture, 

O courfin figure resplendent with glory, 

0 gem of beaute, o carboncle shining pure. 

Your fairnes excedeth the craft of dame N^ature 
Most womanly behaving your lovely countenaunce. 
Ye regester my love in your remembraunce.” 

** What availetb sir your prockmacion, 

Of curious talking, not touching to sadnes. 

It is but winde, flattering, and adulacion, 
Imesurable thought of worldly wildnes, 

WTiich is cheife cause of ghostly feblenes. 

Your wil, your thought, your double entendement, 

1 wil beware of drede, or I be shent.” 

‘‘ My wit, my thought, and mine invencioU, 

Is for to please you my lady soverain. 

And for your love throw many a region 
I would be exiled, so that ye wold not disdain 
To have pity on me whan I complain. 

In wele and wo to suffre perturbauuce. 

So that ye woll have me in remembraunce.” 

** What is your will plainly ye do expresse. 

That maketh this Cimous supplicacion, 

Say on sir on hertely tendemesse, 

Beth well advised of vaine delectacion. 

At your beginning thinke on the terminacion, 

Pass not your bonndes be not too negligent. 

And ever beware for drede or ye be shent” 

“ Your goodly behaving your beaute and counte- 
•naunce 

Maketh me incline to do you reverence, 

Your lovely loking your glorious governance 
Overcoraeth my spirits my wit and my prudence 
Some drop! of grace, of yoar magnificence. 

Unto your servaunt ye shew attendaunce, 

And regester my tove in your remembraunce.’* 

O comberous thengbl} ol mans fragility, 

O fervent will ef lustes fwrious, 

O cruel coragc causmg' adversity, 

Of womens corrupcion and elte contrarioue, 
Bemember man that cbauftvge is perikms, 

To breke the viKiginity of virgmes mnoceht, 
Wherfcre beware wankind or tbou he shetrt.’’ 

“ My p«h» is prewy, impoanWe to deseroe 
My lamentable thoughts by easring mourmnig, 

O general judge Jesn sittnsg sup erne, 

Graciously convert that hmie of my swete thing, 

O amsebte lady gimciouB audibeiiinge, 

T put me whDiy in your gouesnaunce, 

Exile me not out ^ yomrmnetti>ifim0ei!^ 
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** Me semetb by langage ye be some protestate 
Or else some curious gloser disoeuable, 

What is your name mekely I make r^rate, 

Or of what science or craft commendable, 

1 aura lady excellent, and honorable, 

He must be gay that should be to mine entent 
Wherefore I will be ware or I be shenh’* 

“ Lord God this is a sharpe exammacicn,^ 

Of her that is most in my memory. 

Unto you lady I make certificadon, 

My name is trew loue of carnal desidery. 

Of mans copulacion the very exemplary. 

Which am one of your seruaunts of pleaaaunci 
I must be cheefe called to remembraunce.” 

“ I haue sought true loue of yeres great proce 
Yet found I neuer lone but for a season, 

Some men be diuerse and know no geufilnes. 

And some lacke both wisedome and reason, 

In some men is trust, in some men is treason, 
Wherfore I will conclude my auisement. 

And ever beware for drede that I be shent.” 

'' The rectour Tullius so gay of eloquence, 

, And Ovide that sheweth the craft of loue eiqpre 
With habundaunce of Salomons prudence, 

, And pulcntude of Absalons fairenesse, 

' And I were possessed with Jobs great nchesse 
Manly as Sampson my person to auance. 

Yet shuld I submit me in your remembrance.” 

“ Now sir if that it pleaseth ywiir nobfleoesse 
To give aduertencc to my quesrion, 

WHiat thing is pLeamne of sweetncsce^ 

And is most bkter in final smeeasm ? 

Or what thing gireth man oeeasion 
, In tender age for to he concupisoenfc ? 

Eesolue this question or cbrede sir ye he sheoU’ 

** My soueraigne lady, Guide in his writing 
Saitb that desire of worldly concupiscence 
As for a time is sweete in his worching, 

And in his end he causeth great offence i 
Notwithstanding my lady dame Phidence, 

Green fiowring age, a manly countenannce 
Causeth ladies to haue it in remembraunce.^ 

“ Your goodly answer so notable in substaunci 
Wold cause the herte of womanhede concert 
I Unto' delite of natural pleasaunce; 

I But of one thmg I wofal foihe be eKpert, 

Why saeas langs^ wol procure and leaasiseirt 
The wiB of women aod rifgmes iuoueat f 
Wherefore I am aferd or I be shent.’’ 

. Let neuer tizalone of true loue be losed^ 

} (My souerame lady) in no maner wise, 

In your confidence my wordes I haue closed. 

My amiable loue to you I do promise, 
i So that ye kmt the knot of exercise. 

Both lock and key ye haue ia gouernanC^ 
Emprint my loue in your remembrance.*^ 

** O very trust and f were eertefieii. 

The plain eotentioir of your hertee eordlail, • . 

Me seemeth in bhsse than were I glorified, 

Unto your pleasure I-wonlcHfe^at your cidl. 

But euer 1 feare of chaonces casuall, 

, Of fraude, disceipt, and langage insolent, 
i Than were I sure mudenhed should be sheat.* 
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Ther vas nener tresoar of terrestrial riches^ 
Not precious stones rekened innumerable, 

To be erf eomparison vnto your high goodnes, 
Aboue all creatures to me most amiable, 

Trust not the contrary I was neuer discenable, 
Keep well true lone, forge no dissemblance. 

And graciously take me to your remembrance*” 

Me semeth by feiture of womanly properte. 

Ye shuld be trusty and trewe of promis, 

] dnde in you no false duplicite. 

Wherefore true loue ye haue my herte I wis, 
And euermore shall endure so haue I blis. 

The federasie made with good anisement, 

<70d graunt grace that nether of vs be shent.’’ 

Whan Phebus fresh was in chare splendent. 

In the moneth of May erly in a morning, 

1 hard two loners profer this argument, 

In the yecre of our Lord a M. by rekening, 
CCCKL. and UTIL yeere follomng, 

O potent princesse conserue true loners all. 

And grant them thy region and blisse celesdalL 

EXPLICrr THE CBAPT OF lOUERS. 


A BALLAD. 

Of their nature they greatly them delite^ 

With holy free feined for the nones, 

In saintwaiy their frends to visite, 

More for reliques thdn fbr samets bones. 

Though they be closed vnder precious stones. 

To gete them pardon like their old vsages, 

To iisse no shrines but lusty quike images. 

Whan maidens are wedded and houshold haue take. 
All their humility is exiled away, 

And the cruel hertes beginneth to awake, 

They do all the hesie cure that they can or may, 
To vexe thdr houshold maisters that soth for to say 
'Wherfote ye yong men I rede you for thy. 

Beware alway^ the blmd eats many a fly. 

Of this mater 1 dare make no lenger relacion. 

For in de&ult of slepe my spirits wexeh faint 
In my study 1 haue bad so long an habitacion 
Ihatmy body and my gost are greuously attaint 
And therfbre of ibis proces 1 make no lenger com- 
plaint 

But whether that blind eat flesh or fish 
P pray God keepe the fly, out of my dish. 

Now I make an end, and lay me donn to jeBt, 

For I know by experience verament, 

If maidens and wines knew and w^ 

Who made the matter he should be shent. 
Wherefore I pray God omnipotent, 

Hun saue and keepe both night and day. 

Written in the lus^ season <rf Majr. 

EXPLICIT. 


THE 

i TEN COMMANDMENTS OF LOVE, 

Certes ferre extendeth yet my reason, 

This matter as it should be, to disenue. 

But I trust your grace will m this season, 
CJonsider how with conning that I stnue. 

For m his fauour coud I neuer amue. 
Eloquence this ballad hath in great despite. 
The maker lacketh maner to endite. 

Of Loues commandments x. is the number. 

As afterward shall rudely be rehearsed, 

And louers in no wise depart asunder. 

Where as .they be obserued and redressed, 
Daunger and vnkindnesse been oppressed. 

And that is commaunded this to make. 

Is your owne all other to forsake. 

FAira. 

Faith is the first and principally to tell, 

Ueiy loue requireth soch credence. 

That eche beleue other as true as the gospel. 
Without adulacion or flattering audience, 

In true meaning and trusty confidence. 

Paint not your conning with colour ne fable, 

' For than your loue must needs be vnstable. 

EKTENCtON. 

In the second to treate of entencion. 

Your loner to please do your busie cure. 

For as min au^or Komance maketh mencion. 
Without entent your loue may not endure. 

As women will thereof 1 am right sure, 
Endeuour with herte, will, and thought, 

To please him onely that hir loue hath sought. 

nscRECioir. 

In your dealing euer be discrete. 

Set not your loue there as it shall be losed, 
Aduertise in your mind whether he be mete. 
That vnto him your herte may be disclosed. 
And after as you find him than disposed. 

Point by discretion your hour, time and place, 
Conueniently meting with arms to embrace. 

FACIENCE. 

Of these commandments, the iv. is pacience, 
Tfao by irous corage your louer be meoed, 

With soft wordes and humble obedience. 

His wrath may sone be swaged and releued, 
And thus his loue obteined and acheued. 

Will in you roote with greater diligence. 
Bicause of your meke smd womanly pacience. 

, 8ECRETME8SE. 

Secretly behaue you in your werks. 

In shewing countenance or mening of your iye, 
Though soch bebauor to some folk be derke, 

He that hath loued will it soone aspie, 

Thus your selfe your counsaile may desorie, 
Msdcepriuy to your deling as few as ye may 
For iii, may keep a counsel if twain be away. 

FRDDBKCE., 

Let prudence be gonemor of your bridal reinc. 
Set not your loue in so feruent wise. 

But that in goodly hast ye may lefreiiie. 

If your loner list you to dispiise, 

Komaunce mine auctonr wold you this aduisaj, 
To'slacke your loue, for if ye do not so, 

That wantpn lust will tourae you into yrth 
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PIRSBUCHANCE. 

Stabligh your loue in so stedfast wise, 

If that ye tbinke your Jouer will be trew, 

As entirely as you can deuise, 

ILoue him onely and refuse all new, 

Than shall not your worship change his hew. 
For certes masteres than is he to blame, 

But if that he will quite you with the same. 

TOY. 

Be piteous to him as womanhod lequireth 
That for your loue cndureth paines smart. 
Whom so sore your pleasaunt looke endreth, 
That printed is your beauty in his hart, 

And wounded lieth without knife or dart. 
There let your pity spred without restiamt, 
For lacke of pity, let pot your seruaunt faint. 

MEASURE. 

Take mesure in your talking, be not outrage 
For this rehearseth Romance de la Bose, 

A man endued with plenteous langage, 

Oft time is denied his purpose, 

Take measure in langage, wisdom in grose, 
For mesure as right well proued is by reason 
Things vnseasonable setteth in season- 

MERCY. 

Soch daunger exile him vtterly, 

Ouer all mercy to occupy his place. 

To piteous complaints your eares apply. 

And recdue your seruaunt in grace. 

To him that bound is in loues lace, 

Shew fauour lady and be not merciless, 

Least ye be calW a conoiinon murderess. 

LENUOYE. 

Whan ye vnto this balade bane inspection, 

In my making holdeme excusable. 

It is submitted vnto your correction, 

Consider that my conning is disable. 

To write to you the figure vniable, . 

All deuoide of conning and experience, 

Maner of inditing, reason and eloquence. 

Trust it well the maker your owne, 

You to obey while his life may endure. 

To do you seruice as a man vnknowne. 

No guerdone desiring of yeartlily treasure, 
But if it might accord with your pleasure, 

For true seruice him to auaunce, 

And call him into your remembraunce. 

EXPUCXT THE TEE COMMAUNUEMEETS OF LOVE. 
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QTJCEEI SINOPE. 

PROFUtGENT in preciousncsse, O Sinope queen, 

Of all feminme bearing the scepter and regaly. 
Subduing the largecountry of Armenia as it was sene, 
'Maugre their mights thou brought them to apply. 
Thine honour to encrease, tby power to magnify, 

O renomed Hercules with all thy poinpoua boste, 
This princes tooke tihe prisoner and put to fitgjtt 
thine hoste. 

VOL. L 


tADY IPOLITE. 

Yet Hercules wexed reij for shame, whan I spake 
of Ipolite, 

Chief patrones and captain of the people of Sinope, 
Which with amorous cher and coragious might, 
Smote thee to ground for all tby cruelty, 

Wberfore the dukeship of Biomedes and dignity. 
Unto her great laud and glory perpetuall. 

Attributed is with triumph laureall. 

LADY DEIFILE. 

The noble tnumphe of this lady Deifile, 

In releue and succor of the great duke of Athenes, 
She chastised and brought into perpetual exile. 

The aureat citezeins of mighty Thebes, 

The strong brasen pillers there had no reles. 

But she with her sister Argia them did doun cast. 
And with furious fire that citee brent at last. 

lADY TEDCA. 

Opvlchnor sole in beauty full Incident, 

Ot all femine most formous flour. 

In Italy reigning with great cheualry right feruent, 

I Chastised the Remains ns maistres and conqueror 
I O lady Teuca moch was thy glory and honor. 

Yet moch more was to comend tby benignite 
i In thy parfite lining and virginall chastitie, 

QUEEKE FANTASILE. 

O ye Trogeans for this noble queue Pantasile 
Soiow her mortality with dolorous compassion 
Her loue was to you so pregnant and fertile. 

That against the proud Grekes made defeosioa 
With her victorious hand was al her afiectioki 
To lash the Greks to ground was her herteyoy. 

To reuenge the coward death of Hector of Troy. 

QUBENE TRAMIRIS. 

O thou rigorous queue Thamiris inumcihle, 

Upon the strong and hideous people of citees rssinin^ 
Which by thy power and wits sensible 
Thou tokest in battail Cyras the great king 
Of Perce and Mede, his bead of in blood lying, 

Thou badest him drink that blood had thursted, 

And xxu. M. of his host there were distressed. 

ZADY LAMPEDO. 

The famous trump of gold forged so bright, 

Hath blowen so vp the fame and glory enuiron, 

Of this lady Lampedo with her sister Marthelit 
That al the land of Fepiime, Europe, and Epheson 
Be yelden and applied lowly to her subjection, 

Many an high toure she raised', and built toured , 
long 

Ferpetuelly to last with huge wals strong. 

QUEEKE SEMIRAMTS. 

Lo here Semiramys quene of great Babilon, 

Most generous gem and floure of lonely fauoa. 

Whose excellent power fro Mede who sei^teutrioa 
Florished in her regally as a mighfy coiiquenor 
Subdued al Barbary : and of honor 

She slue in Kthiop, and conqueci 
In which non entued but AkKaoden and ^ a» I 
finde. 

O 0 
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lADY MENALTP, 

Also the lady Menalip thy sister dere, 

“Whose marcial power no man dtiud withstand. 
Through the worlde was not found her pere. 

The famous duke Thesus she had in hand. 

She chastised him and all his land. 

The proude Greekes mightely she did assaile, 
Ouercame and vanquished them in battaile. 

EXPLICir ins BALIADES OF THE HINE WORTHIES OP 
lADlES. 


Alone walking ^ 

In thought plaining > All desolate. 

And sore sighing ) 

Me remembring ^ 

Of my liuing > Both early and late. 

My death wishing ) 

Infortunate 1 

Is so my fate > Out of measure. 

That wote ye what 3 

My life I hate : 1 

Thus desperate > Doe I enduie. 

In such poore estate 3 

Of other cure 1 

Am I not sure, V Is hard certain. 

Thus to endure 3 

Such is my vre 1 

I you ensure, > May haue more pai 

What creature 3 

My truth so plaine 7 

Is take in vaine V In remembraunce. 

And great disdaine 3 

Yet I full faine I 

Would me complaine > From this penance. 

Me to abstaine 3 

But in substaunce 7 

None allegcaunce > Can I not finde. 

Of my greuaunce 3 

Right so my chaunce 7 

With displesaunce V And thus an end. 

Doth me auaunce, S 


Both early and late. 


Out of measure. 


- Doe I enduie. 


} hard certain. 


May haue more pain. 


- In remembraunce. 


Can I not finde. 


►•And thus an end. 


A BALLAD. 

In the season of Feuerere whan it was full cold, 
Frost, and snow, hail, rain, hath dominacion. 

With changeable elements, and winds manifold, 
Which hath ground, fiour, and herb, vnder juris- 
diction. 

For a time to dispose after their correction. 

And yet Aprill with his pleasaunt shouts, 
Dissolueth the snow, and bringeth forth Iiis flours. 

Of whose inuenciem ye loners may be glad. 

For they bring in the kalends of May, 

And ye with countenaunce demure, meke and sad, 
Owe for to worship, the lusty floures alway, 

And in especiall one is called see of the day. 

The ^see, a flonre white and rede, 

And in French called La beh Margarete. 


O commendable floure and most in mind, 

O floure so gracious of excellence, 

0 amiable Margarite exalted of natife kind. 

Unto whom I must resort with all my diligence 
With herte, wil, and thought, with most lowly ober- 

dience 

1 to be your seruant, and ye my regent. 

For life ne death neuer to lepent. 

Of this processe now forth will I proceed. 

Which happeth me with great disdaine. 

As for the time thereof I take lest heed. 

For vnto me was brought the sore pain, 

Therfore my cause was the more to complain. 

Yet vnto me my greuaunce was the lesse. 

That I was so nigh my lady and maistresse. 

There wJiere she was present m this place, 

I hauing in herte great aduersitee, 

Except onely the fortune and good grace 
Of her, whose I am, the which roleeuelh mee. 

And my great dures vnlased hath shee, 

And brought me out of the fearful greuance. 

If it weie her ease, it were to me pleasance. 

As for the wo which I did endure. 

It was to me a very pleasaunt pain, 

Being it was for that faire creature, 

Which is my lady and souerain,* , 

In whose presence to rest I would be fain, 

So that I wist it were her pleasure. 

For she is ftom all distaunce my protectour. 

Though vnto me dredful were the chance, 

No maner of gentilnes oweth me to blame : 

For I had leuer suffer of death the penance, 

Than she shuld for me haue dishonor or shame, 
Or in any wise lose a drop of her good name, 

So wisely God for his endJesse mercy. 

Grant eueiy true loue, to haue joy of his lady. 

EXPLICIT. 


A BALLAD. 

O MERCiFDLL and O merciable. 

King of kinges, and father of pitce. 

Whose might and mercy is incomperable, 

O Prince eteme, O mighty Lord say we. 

To whom meicy is giuea of property. 

On thy serudunt that lieth in prison bound, 
Haue thou mercy or that his herte be wound. 

And that thou wilt graunt to him thy prisoner. 
Free liberty, and lose him out of pain, 

All his desired and all his heauy chere. 

To all gladnesse they were restored again. 

Thy high vengeance, why shold thou not refrain 
And shew mercy, sith he is penitent, 

Now helpe him lord, and let him not be shent 

But sith it is so, there is a trespasse done, 

Unto mercy let yeeld the trespassour, 

It is her office to redresse it sone, 

For trespasse to mercy is a mirrour, 

And like as the swete, hath the price by sour. 

So by trespasse, mercy hath all her might. 
Without treiqpasse, mercy hath lacke of light. 
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A BALLAD 

What shold phisike do but if sikenos were, 

What uedeth salue, but if there were sore, 

What nedeth dnnk, wher thirst hath no power 
What should mercy do, but trespas go afore, 

35ut trespas be, mercy woU be little store, 

Without trespas neuer execucion, 

May mercy haue ne chiefe peifection. 

The cause at this time of my writini?, | 

And touching mercy to whom I make mone, 

Is for feare lest my soueraigne and sweting, 

I meane her that lonelier is none. 

With me is displeased for causes more than one. 
What causes they be that knoweth God and she. 

But so do not I alas it foithinketh me. 

What see she in me, what defaut or offence, 

What haue I do that she on me disdain, 

How might T doe come to her presence. 

To tell my complaint whereof I were fain, 

I drede to looke, to speake, or to complain. 

To her that hath my herte euery deale, 
helpe me God I wold al thing wer weale. 

For m this case came I neuer or now, 

In loues daunce so farre to hold the trace. 

For with mine ease, scape I ne mow 
Out of this daunger except her good grace, 

For though my countenauuce be mery in her face, 
As semeth to her by word or by chere, 

Yet her good grace sitteth mine herte ful nere* 

And if that my soueraine haue any meruaile, 

Why I to her now and afore haue wrote, 

She may well thinke it is no great trauaile 
To him that is m loue biought so hote : 

It is a simple tree that falleth with one stroke, 

That mean I, though that my souerain tofom, 

Me hath denied, yet giace may come to morn. 

But maistres f3r the good will that I haue you ought, 
And euermore shal as long as my life dureth, 

Pity your semant and keep him in your thought 
And giue him som comfort or medicin, and cureth 
His feruent ague, that encreaseth that reuueth, 

So greuous ben his pains and bis sighs soie. 

That without your mercy, his dayes be all forlore. 

Go little bill, go forth and hie thee fast. 

And recommand me, and excuse me as thou can, 
For very feeblenesse thus am 1 at the last. 

My pen is woren, my hew is pale and wan, 

My 'iyen been sonken, disfigured like no man, 

Till death his dart, that caoseth for to smart, 

My crops haue consumed, than ferwel sweet hart. 

0 doughter of Phebus in vertuous apparence. 

My loue elect in my remembrance. 

My careful herte distrained cause of absence, 

Till ye my emprise me release my greuance. 

Upon you is set my life and mine attendance. 
Without recure I wis vntill 
Ye graunt true herte to haue his will. 

T^hus my dere sweting m a traunce I do lie. 

And shal til sum drops of pity fiom you spring, 

1 meane your mercji that Iieth my herte me, 

That me may rejoyce, and cause me for to sing 
These termes of loue, lo I haue won the ring. 

My goodly mastres. Thus of his good grace 
God grant her blis in tjeauen to haue a place. 

* ' EXPLICIT. 


PLEASANT. 

HERE FOLLOWETH HOW MERCURY WITH rflTNO, 
VENDS, AND MINERVA, APPEARED TO PARIS 
OF TROY, HE SLEEPING BY A FOUNTAIN. 

PALLAS LOaUITUE AD PARISUM DE TROlX. 

Sonne of Priamus gentil Paris of Troie, 

Wake of thy sleep, behold vs godds three, 

We haue brought to thee encrease of joye. 

To thy discrecion reporting our beauty, 

Take here this apple, and well deuise thee 
Which of vs IS fanest m thy sight. 

And giue thou it we pray thee gentil knight. 

JUNO LOCIDITUR PRIMO. 

If so be thou give it vnto me Parise, 

This shall I giue vnto thy worthinesse. 

Honour, conquest, nobley, lose and prise, 

Uictory, courage, force, and hardinesse. 

Good auenture, and famous manlinesse. 

For that apple all this giue I to thee. 

Consider tins Parise, and giue it vnto mee. 

VENUS LOQUITUR AD PARISUM. 

Nay giue it me and this shall I you giue. 

Glad aspect with fauour and fahenesse, 

And loue of ladies also while that ye Irue, 

Famous stature, and princely seemelinesse# 
According to your natife gentilnesse. 

Understand this gift well I yon aduise. 

And giue it me hardly Panse. 

MINERVA LOaUrrUR AD PARISUM. 

Ye ye Paris take hede vnto me, 

Thou art a prince home by discent, 

And for to rule thy royall dignity, 

I shall the giue first intendement, 

Discrecion, prudence in right judgement. 

Which m a prince, is thing most Couenablei 
Giue it me I am to haue it able. 

EXPLICIT. 


A BALLAD PLEASANt. 

I HAUE a lady where so she bee, 

That seldome is she soueraine of my thougl: 
On whose beauty whan T behold and see, 
Bemembnng me how well she is wrought, 

I thank foitune that to her grace me broug 
So feire is she but nothing angelike, 

Her beauty is to none other like. 

For hardly and she were made of brasse, 
Face and all, she hath enough fairenesse, 
Her eyen been holow and greene as any gra 
And rauinish yelow is her sounitrcsse, 
Thereto she hath of euery comelinesse 
Such quantity ginen her by nature, 

That with the least she is of her statur 

And as a holt her hrowes been ybent. 

And behll browed she is also ivithall, 

And of her wit as simple and innocent 
As is a child that can no good at all. 

She is not thicke, her stature is but y 
Her fingers been HtHe, and nothing long 
Her skin is smooth as any oxes ton^ 
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Thereto she is so wise in daliannce. 

And beset her words so womanly, 

That her to heare it doth me displeasaunce. 

Tor that she saith, is said so conningly. 

That whan there be no mo than she and I, 

If had leuer she were of talking still, 

Than that she should so goodly speach spill. 

And sloth' none shall ye hane in her entresse, 

So diligent is she and vertulesse, 

And so busie aye all good to vndresse, 

That as a she ape she is harmelesse, 

And as an hamet meke and pitilesse, 

With that she is so wise and circumspect, 

That prudence none her folly can infect. 

Is it not joy that such one of her age, 

Within thp bounds of so great tendernesse. 
Should in her werke be so sadde and sage, 

That of the wedding sawe all the noblesse 
Of queene lane, and was tho as I gesse* 

But of the age of yeeres ten and fine, 

1 trowe there are not many such aliue. 

For as Tesu my sinfoll sonle saue. 

There nis creature in all this world liuing, 

Like vnto her that I would gladly haue, 

So pleaseth mine herte the goodly sweet thing. 
Whose sonle m hast vnto bis blisse bnng, 

That first/ her formed to be a creature, 

For were she well, of me I did no cuie. 

EXPLICIT THE DISCRIUING OF A FAIRE lADY. 


ANOTHER BALLADE. 

0 Mossifi quince hanging by your stalke, 

The whiche no man dare plucke away nor take, 

Of all the folke that passe forth by or walke. 

Your floures fresh be fallen away and shake; 

1 am nght sorry maistresse for your sake, 

Ye seem a thing that all men haue forgotten. 

Ye be so ripe, ye waxe almost rotten. 

Your vgly cheare deinous and froward, 

Your greene cyen frowning, and not glad, 

Your chekes enbolned like a mellow costard, 
Colour of orenge, your brestes satonmad, 

Gilt vpon waxrantise, the colour wil not fade, 
Bawsm buttocked, bellied like a tonn. 

Men cry S. Barbary at the losing of youc goon. 

My lonely leiid maistres take consideration, 

I am. so sorrowful! there as ye be absent, 

The fiour of the barkfat, the foulest of all the 
nation. 

To loue you but a httle is mine entent. 

The swert hath yswent you, the smoke hath you 
sbent, 

I trow ye haue ben laid vpon some kell to dry. 

You do me so much worship there' as je be present^ 
Of all women 1 loue you best a m. thnes fie. 

EXPLICIT. 


A BALLADE, 

WARNING MEN TO BEWARE OF DECEITFUL WOMEN. 

BY LYDGATE. 

Lore well about yee that louers bee, 

Let not your lusts lead you to dotage. 

Be not enamoured on all things that ye see, 
Sampson the fort, and Salomon the sage 
Decerned were for all their great courage. 

Men dome it right that they see with eie. 

Beware therfore, the blmd eateth many a file. 

I meane of women for all their cheres queint. 

Trust them not too much, their truth is but geason. 
The fairest outward well can they paint. 

Their stedfastnesse endureth but a season. 

For they fain frendlines, and worchen treason^ 

And for they are chaungeable naturally. 

Beware theifore, the blind eateth many a flie. 

What wight on liue trusteth on their cheres, 

Shal haue at Iasi his guerdon and his mede, 

For women can shaue neerer than rasors or sheies, 
Al is not gold that sbinetb, men take hede 
Their gall is hid vnder a sugred wede, 

It is full queint their iantasie to aspie, 

Beware therfore, the blind eateth many a file. 

Though all the world doe bis busie cure 
To make women stand in stablenesse, 

It would not be, it is against nature, 

The world is do whan they lack doublenes, 

For they can laugh and loue not, this is expres. 

To trust on them it is but fantasie, 

Beware therfoie, the blind eateth many a file. 

Women of kind hath condicions three, 

The first is, they be full of disceit, 

To spinne also is their properly, 

And women haue a wouderfull conceit, 

For they can weepe oft, and all is a sleit, 

And euer whan they list, the tear is in the ^ie, 
Beware therfore, the blmd eateth many a flie. 

In sooth to say, though all the erth so wanne 
Were parchment smooth, white, and seribabell, 
And the great sea, that called is the ociane. 

Were toumed into ink blacker than sabell, 

Eueiy stick a pen, each man a scriuener abell, 
Not coud they write womans trcchery, 

Beware therfore, the blind eateth many a flie. 
Exi'Licrr. 


THESE VERSES 

NEXT FOLLOWING WERE COMPILED BV GBCTBEY CHAUCER, 
AND IN THE WRITTEN COPIES FOLLOW AT BNJ3 OF 
THE COMPLAINT OF PHY. 

The long nights, whan euery creature 
Should haue their rest in somewhat as by kind. 

Or els ne may their life not long endure : 

It falleth most into my wpfull mind, 

How I so farre haue brought my self behind. 

That safe the doth ther may nothing me lisse^ 

So dispaired I am from all kin blisse. 
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This same thought me lasteth till the morow. 
And from the morow forth till it be cue, 

There needeth me no care for to borrow. 

For both I haue good kiiser and good leue, 

There is no wight that will my wo hireue. 

To weepe ynough, and wailen all my fill : 

The sore spark of my pern now doth me spilU 

Tis lone that hath me set in such a place, 

That my desier will neuer fulfill : 

For neither pity, mercy, neither grace 
Can I not find, yet from my sorrowful hart, 

For to be dede, I can it not arace. 

The more I ioue, the more she doth me smart, 
Thorow which I see without remedy. 

That from the death I may no wise astarh 

Now sothly what she hight I woll leherse, 

Her name is Bounty, set in womanhede, 

Sadnes in youth, and beauty pridelesse, 

And plesaunce, vnder gouemance and drede : 

Her surname is eke faire Kuthelesse, 

The wise eknit vnto good anenture. 

That for I loue her, she sleeth me guiltlesse, 

Her loue I best, and shall while I may dure. 

Bet than my self a hundred thousand dele, 

Than all this worlds riches or creature : 

Now hath not loue me bestowed wele, 

To loue there I neuer shal haue part, 

Alas right thus, is turned me the wheele : 

Thus am I slame with loues furious dart, 

X can but loue her best my swetest fo, 

Xoue hath me taught no more of all his art, 

But serue alway, and stmten for uo ^o. 

In my true carefull herte there is 
So much wo and so little blisse. 

That wo is me that euer I was bore, 

For all that thing which I desire, I misse, 

And all that euer I would not I wisse, 

That find I ready to me euermore : 

And of all this I not to whom me plaine, 

For she that might me out of this bnng, 

Ne recheth nought whether I weep or sing, 

So little ruth hath she vpou my paine. 

Alas, whan sleeping time Is, lo than 1 wake. 
Whan I should daunce, for fere lo that I quake: 
This heauy life X lede lo for your sake, 

Though ye thereof in no wise heed do take. 

Mine hertes lady, and hole my hues qdene, 

For truly durst I say, as that I fele, 

Me seemetb that your sweet herte of stele 
Is whetted now against me to kene. 

My dere herte, and best beloued fo, 

Why liketh you to do me all this wo, 

What haue 1 done, that greuetb you, or said, 
But for I serue and loue you and no mo, 

And whilest I line 1 will euer do so : ^ 

And therefore swete, ne bethc not euill apaid, 
For so good and so faire as ye be. 

It were right great wonder but if ye had 
Of all eeruaunts both of good and bad, 

And best worthy qf adl them 1 am he. 
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But neuerthelesse, my right lady swete. 

Though that I be vnkonning and vnmete 
To seme as I coud best aye your highness. 

Yet IS there none fairer, that would I hete. 

Than I, to do you ease or else bete, 

What so I wist that were to your highness^ 

And had I might as good as I bane will. 

Than should ye fele where it were so or none: 

For iu this world liuing than is there none. 

That fainer would your hertes will fulfill. 

For both I loue and eke drede you so sore. 

And algates mote and haue done you full yore. 
That better loued is none ne neuer shall : 

And yet I would beseech you of no more. 

But leueth well, and be not wroth therefore. 

And let me serue you forth, lo this is all, 

For I am nought so hardy ne so wood. 

For to desire that ye should louen me. 

For well I wote alas that may not be, 

1 am so little worthy and ye so good. 

For ye be one the worthiest on hue, 

And I the most vnlikely for to thriue. 

Yet for all this, weteth ye right well. 

That ye ne should me from your seroice driue. 
That I ne will aye with all my wits fine 
Seme you truly, what wo so that I fele, 

For I am set so hie upon your wheele, 

That though ye neuer will upon me rew, 

I must you loue, and been euer as trew. 

As any man can or may on line. 

But the more that I love you goodly free, 

The lasse find I that ye loue me, 

Alas whan shall 1 that hard wit amend, 

WTiere is now all your womanly pite. 

Your gentlenesse and yoar debonairte^ 

Will ye nothing thereof upon me ^end. 

And so hole sweet as 1 am yours all, 

And so great will as I haue you to serue. 

Now ceites, and ye Jet me thus steme. 

Yet haue ye wonne thereon hut small. 

For at my knoTring I do nought why. 

And thus I will beseech you hertely. 

That euer ye find whiles ye hue 
A truer seruant to you than am I, 

Leueth than, and sleeth me hardely, 

I And I my death to you will all forgiue, 

And if ye find no truer verely, 

Woll ye suffer than that I thus spill, 

And for no manner gilt but my good will, 

As good were than vntrue as true to be» 

EXPHeiT. 


A BALLAD, 

DBCLAKINa THAT WOMEHS CHASTITV DOTH MUCH AACBtli 
ALL TREASURE WORLDLY. 

In womanhede as auctours do all write, 

Most thing commended is their honesty. 

Thing most slaunderous their nobles to atwite 
As whan women of hasty fr^ty,^ 

Exceeden the bonds, of wifely chastity, 

For what auailetb linage or royall blot^, 

'Vihian of thehr liuing the report is not good. 



566 POEMS IMPUTED TO CHAUCEK. 


The holy bed dcfoyled of marriage, 

Tor ones defoiled may not recouered be. 

The vice goeth forth, and the froward language 
By many a i;ealme, and many a great cite, 
Sclaunder bath a custome, and that is great 
True or fals, by a contrarious soune, 

Ones areised it goeth not lightly downe. 

For whan a lechour by force or by maistry. 
Befouled hath of virgmes the cleanesse, 

Widdowes oppressed, and lie in aduoutry, 

Assailed wiues that stood in stablenesse. 

Who may than their slaundrons harme redresse, 
Whan their good name is hurt by such report. 

For fame lost ones, can neuer bane his resort. 

A thefe may lob a man of his richesse. 

And by some meane make restitucion. 

And some man may disherite and oppresse 
A poore man from his possession. 

And after make againe satisfaction, 

But no man may restore in no degree, 

A maid robbed of her virginite. 

A man may also beat a castell doun, 

And built it after more fresh to the sight, 

Esile a man out of bis regioun. 

And him reuoke whether it be wrong or right, 

But no man hath the power ne the might. 

For to restore the palais virgmall 
Of chastity whan brolsen is the wall* 

Men may also putten out of semice, 

And officers remeue out of their place. 

And at a day whan fortune list deuise, 

They may again restored be to grace, 

But there nis time nother set down, ne space, 

Nor neuer in story, neither rad ne saine, 

That maideiihed lost, recouered was againe. 

For which all men should haue a conscience 
To rewen in their herte, and repent sore. 

And have remorse of such a great offence, 

To rauish thing, which they may npt restore : 

For it is said, and hath be said full yore, 

The emeraud greene, of pardte chastite, 

Stole ones away, may not recouered be. 

And bard it is to rauish a treasour, 

Which of nature is not recuparable : 

Lordship may not, of king nor pmperour, 

Beforme a thing which is iiot r^ormable: 

Bust of defame is inseperable, 

And maidenhede once lost of new or yore, 

No man of liue may it again restore. 

The Romanes old thorough their patience 
Suffered tyraunts m their tyiannies 
On their cities to do great violence. 

The people to oppresse, with their robberies : 

But to do punish, they set great espies. 

On false auouterers, as it is well couth, 

Which widowes rauish, and maidens in their youth, 
mticrr. 


JACK UPLAJSB. 


Jn this treatise is set forth the blind ignorance ^nd 
yanafele discoyd of the church-men, hqw n?de 


and unskilful they were in matter and princi- 
ples of our chnstian institution. This is thought 
to be that crede which the Pellican speaketh 
of in the Plowmans Talc, in these words : 

Of freers I haue told before, 

In a making of a crede. 

And yet I could tell worse and more. 

But men would wemen it to rede. 


Jack Upland make my mone to very God and to 
all true in Christ, that antichrist and his disciples 
(by colour of holmes) walking and disoeiuing Christs 
church by many false figures, wherethrough (by 
antichrist and his) many vertuisbeenlransposed to 
vices. 

Butthefelliest folke that euer antichrist found, 
been last brought into the church, and m a wonder 
wise, for they been of diners sects of antichrist, 
sown of diuerse countries and kindredes. And all 
men knowne well, that they be not obedient to 
bishops, ne legemen to kings : neither they tellen, 
ne sowen, weden, ne reapen wood, com, ne grasse, 
neither nothing that man should helpe j but only 
themselues their Hues to sustem. And these men 
han all manner power of God, as they sein, in 
Heauen and in Yearth, to sell Heauen and Hell to 
whom that hem liketh, and these wretches weet 
neuer where to been themselues. 

And therefore (freer) if thine order and rules; 
been grouade4 on Goddi^ law, tell thou me lack 
Upland, that I aske of thee, and if thou be pr 
thmkest to be on Cbnstes side, keepe fby paciensr 

Sawf Paule teacheth, that all our deedes should be 
do in charitie, aud els it is nought worth, but dis- 
pleasing to God and harme to our own souls. And 
for that freers challenge to be greatest clerkes of 
the chuich, and next following Christ m lining ; 
men should for charitie aske them some questions, 
and pray them to ground their answeres in reason 
and holy writ, for els their answer would nought be 
wooitb, be it flourished neuer so fair e, and as me 
tbinke men might skilfully aske thus of a freer. 

1. Freer, how many orders be in earth, and 
which is the perfectest order ^ Of what order art 
thou ? WTio made thine order ? What is thy rule ? 
Is there any perfecter rule than Christ himself 
inade> If Christs rule be most perfect, why rule^t 
thou thee not thereafter ? Without more, whv shall 
a freer be more punished if he breake the rule that 
his patron lu^de, than if he break the bests th^t 
God himself made ? 

2. Approoueth Christ any more religions than 
one, that S. lames speaketh of? If he approuetb 
no more, why hast thou left his rule, and taketh 
another > Why is a freer apostata that leueth his 
order, and taketh another sect, .sith there is but 
one religion of Christ? 

3. Why be ye wedded faster to your habits than 
a man is to his wife ? For a man may leaue his 
wife for a year or two, as many men done ; and if 
you leaue your habit a quarter of a year, ye should 
be holden apostataes. 

4. Maketh your habit you men of religion or no ? 
If it doe, than euer as it weareth, your rel gion 
we^th, and after that your habit is better, youv. 
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ireligion is better, and whan ye haae liggen it be 
side, than lig ye your religion beside yon, and been 
apostataes : why buy ye you so precious clothes, 
sith. no man seeketh such, but for vaine glory, as' 
S. Gregorie sayth. 

"^at betokeneth your great hood, your scap- 
lerie, your knotted girdle, and your wide cope ? 

5. Why use ye all one colour, more than other 
Christian men do ? What betokeneth that ye been 
clothed all in one manner clothing ? 

If ye say it betokeneth loue and charitie, certes 
than ye be oft hypocrites, whan any of you hateth 
another, and in that that ye wol be said holy by 
your clothing. 

Why may not a freer weare clothing of another 
sect of freers, sith holmesse stondeth not in the 
cloths ^ 

6. Why hold ye silence in one house more than 
another, sith men ought oner all to speake the good 
and leaue the euil ? t 

Why eat you flesh in one house more than in 
another, if your rule and your order be perfect, 
and the patron that made it ? 

7 Why get ye your dispensations to haue it 
more easie ? Certes, either it seemeth that ye be 
vnperfect, or he that made it, so hard, that ye i 
may not hold it. And siker, if ye hold not the rule 
of your patrons, ye be not than hir freers, and so 
ye lie vpon your selues. 

8. Why make you as dede men, whan yee be I 

professed, and yet ye be not dede, but morequicke 
beggars than you were before^ and it seemeth euil 
a dede man to go about and beg. ' 

9. Why will ye not suffer your nouiscs hear your 
counccls in your chapter house, ercM:hat they haue 
ben professed, if your councelsbeen true, and after 
Gods law ? 

10. ^ Why make yee you so costly houses to dwell 
in ? sith Christ did not so, and dede men should 
haue but graues, as falleth it to dede men, and yet 
ye haue more courts than many lords of l^gland: 
for ye now wenden through the realme, and ech 
night will lig in your own courts, and so mow but 
right few lords doe. 

11. Why heire you to ferme your limitours, 
giumg therefore each yeare a certain rent, and will 
not suffer one in auotbers limitation, right as yee 
were your selues lords of countries? 

Why be ye not vnder your bishops visitations, 
and leegemen to our king ? 

Why aske ye no letters of bretherheads of other 
mens praiers, as ye desire that other men should 
aske letters of you ? 

If your letters be good, why grant ye them 
not generally to all manner of men for the more 
chantie ? 

1 iMowe ye make any man more perfect brether 
for your prayers, than God bath by our beleeue ? 
by our baptisme and his owne grant ? if ye mow, 
certes than ye be aboue God. 

Why make ye men beleeue that your golden 
trentall sung of you, to take therefore ten shillings, 
or at least flue shillings, woll bring souls out of 
Hell, or out of purgatorie ? if this be sooth, certes 
ye might bring all souls out of paine, and that woll 
ye nought, and than ye be out of charitie. . 

13. Why make ye men beleeue, that he that is 
buried in your habit, shall neuer come in Hell, and 
ye weet not of your selfe whether ye bhall to Hell 
or no ? and if this were sootb, ye should sell your 


high houses to make many habites for to sane many 
i mens soules, 

I 14, Why steal ye mens children for to make 
I hem of your sect, sith that theft is against Gods 
bests, and sith yonr sect is not perfect ? yee- know 
not whether the rule that ye bind him to, be best 
for him or worst 

15. Why vndememe ye not your brethren for 
their trespasse after the law of the gospel, sith 
that vudememing is the best that may be ? but ye 
put them in prison oft, whan they do after Gods 
law, and by S. Augustines mle : If any doe amisse, 
and would not amend him, ye should put him 
from you. 

16. Why coueit ye shrift, and burying of other 
mens panshens, and none other sacrament that 
falleth to christen folke ? 

Why busie ye not to heare to shrift of poor folke, 
as well as of rich lords and ladies, sith they mow 
haue more plenty of shrift fathers than poor folke 
mow? 

Why say ye not the gospel in houses of bedred 
men, as ye do in rich mens, that mow goe to church 
and heare the gospell ? 

Why couet you not to bury poor folk among 
you ? sith that they ben most holy, (as ye saine 
that ye been for your pouerty ?) 

17. Why will ye not be at hir diriges as ye haue 
been at rich mens ? sith God praiseth hem more 
than he doth other men. 

What is thy prayer worth ? sith thou wilt take 
therefore, for all the chapmen yee need to bee most 
wise for dread of simony. 

What cause hast thou, that thou wilt not preach 
the gospel, as God saith that thou shouldst ? sith 
it is the best lore and also our beleeue. 

Why bee ye euill apaid that secular priestes 
should preach the gospel ? sith God bimselfe hath 
hodden hem. 

18. Wliy hate ye the gospell to be preached, 
sith ye be so much hold thereto ? ,for ye win more 
by yeare with in prindpio, than with all the rules 
that eneryourpatroues made, and in this mimstre|s 
been better than ye, for they contrarien not to the 
mirths that they maken, but ye contrarien the 
gospell both in word and deed. 

19. Freer, whan thou receluest a peny for to 
say a masse, whether sellest thou Gods body for 
that peny, or thy prayer, or els thytravell? if 
thou saist thou wolt not trauell for to say the masse, 

I but for the peny, that certes if this be sooth, than 
thou louest too little meed for thy soule *. and if 
thou sellest Gods body, other thy prayer, than it 
is very simony, and art become a chapman worse 
than ludas, that sold it for thirty pence. 

20. Why writest thou hir names in thy tables 

that yeueth thee mony? sith God knoweth all 
thing : for it semeth by thy writing, that God would 
not reward him, but thou writest in thy tables, 
God would els fb^tteiiit. , 

Why bearest thou God in hand and danderest 
him that he begged for his meat ? sith he was Lord 
oner al^ for than had he been vnvdse to haue 
begged, and haue no need thereto. 

TVeer, after what lawe rulest thou thee ? where 
findest thou in Gods lawe that thou shouldest thus 
beg? 

21 . What maner men ncedeth for to.beg ? 

For whom oweth such men to beg ? 

Why beggest thou so for thy brethren ? 
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If thou saist, fort hey haiie need, than thou dost 
it for the more perfection, or els for the least, or 
els for the meane. If it be the most perfection of 
all, than should all thy brethren do so, and than 
DO man needeth to beg but for hitnself, for so should 
no man beg but him needed. And if it be the least 
perfection, why louest thou than other men more 
than thy selfe ? For So thou art not well m charity, 
sith thou shouldest seek the more perfection after 
thy power, lining thy self most after God. And 
thus leaning that imperfection, thon shouldst not 
so beg for them. And if it is a gOod mean thus to 
beg as thou dost, than should no man do so, but 
they been in this good mean, and yet such a mean 
granted to you may neuer be grounded on Gods 
law, for than both lend and leaud that been in 
mean degree of this world, should go about and 
beg as ye do. And if all should do so, certes well 
n«gh all the world should go about and beg as ye 
done, and so should there be ten beggers against 
one yeuer. 

Why procurest thou men to yeue thee their 
almes, aud saist it is so needful, and thou wilt not 
thy selfe win thee that meed? 

22. Why wilt thou not beg for poorbedred men, 
that been poorer than any of yoUr sect, that liggen 
and mow not go about to help himsdfes, sith we 
be all brethren m God, and that bretherhed passeth 
any oftier that ye or any man could make, and 
whfere most need were, there were most perfec- 
tion, either els ye hold them not ywir pure bre- 
thren, but worse, but than ye be vnperfect in your 
begging ? 

^ Why^ make ye so many maisters among you, 
sith it is against the teac^ug of Christ and his 
apostles ? 

23. Whose been all your rich courts that ye ban, 
and all your rich jewels > sith ye seen that ye ban 
nought ue in proper ne in common. If ye satue 
they been the popes, why gather ye than of poore 
men and lords so much out of the kings hand to 
make your pope rich ? And sith ye sain that it is ; 
great perfection to haue naught in proper be in j 
common, why be ye so fast about to make the ! 
pope, that IS your father, rich, and put on him 1 
imperfection r sitheu ye same that your goods been 
all his, and he' should by reason he the most per- 
fect man, it semefti openlich that ye been cursed 
children so to slander your father, and make 
him imperfect. And if ye saine that the goods be 
yours, than do ye ayenst your rule j and if it be 
not ayenst your rule, than might ye haue both 
plough and cart, and labour as other good men 
#done, and not so to beg by losengery, and idle as 
ye done. If ye say that it is more perfection to 
beg, than to trauell or to worch with your hand, 
why preach ye not openly, and teach all men to 
do so ? sith It is the best and most perfect life to 
the help of their souls, as ye make children to beg 
that might haue been rich heirs* 

Why make ye not your feasts to poor men, and 
yeueth hem yefts, a$ ye done to the nch ? sith poor 
men han more need than the rich ? 

What betokeneth that ye goe tweine and tweiUe 
togither ? if ye be out of chaiity, ye accord not in 
fioule. 

Why beg ye aud take salaries therto more than 
other priests ? sith he that most taketh, most 
charge bath. 

24. Why hold ye not S. Francis rule and his 


testament? sith Francis saith, that God Shewed 
him this lining and this mle: and certcs if it were 
Gods will the pope might not fordo it: or els 
Francis was a her, that saied in this wise. And but 
this testament that he made,, accord with Gods 
will, or els erred : he is a lier that were out of 
charitie : and as the law saith, he is accursed that 
letteth the nghtful last wil of a dead man. And 
this testament is the last will of Francis that is a 
dead man, it seemeth therefore that all his freew 
been cursed. 

25. Why will yc not touch no coined money 
with the crosse, ne with the kings head, as yC done 
other jewels both of gold and siluer ? certes if ye 
despise the crosse or the kings head, than ye be 
worthy to be despised of God and the king : and 
sith ye will receiue moiiy in your hertes, and not 
with your hands, and it seemeth that yee hold 
more holinesse in your hands than in your hertes, 
and than be false to Godl 

26. Why haue ye exempt you from our kings 
laws, and visiting of our bishops more than other 
chnsten men that Iiuen in this realm, if ye be not 
guiltie of traitone to our realme, or trespassers to 
your bishops ? But ye will have the kings laws for 
the trespasse doe to you, and ye will haue power 
of other bishops more than other priests, and also 
haue leaue to prison your brethren as loids in your 
courts more than other folks ban that ben the 
kings leegemen. 

27. Why shall some sect of you freers pay echc 
a yere a certame to hir generall proumcial or 
minister,, or els to hlr souereines! but if he steale 
a certame number of children (as some men saine) 
and certes if this ben sooth, than yee be tm- 
streined upon certem pmu to do theft against 
Gods commaundement, Non fw turn facies. 

28. Why be ye so hardie to grant by letters of 
fratemitie to men and women, that they shall haue 
pait and merite of all your good deeds, and ye 
weten neuer whether God be apayed with your 
deeds because of your sin ? Also yee witten neuer 
whether that man or woman be in state to be 
saved or damned, than shall he haue no merit m 
Ifeauen for his owne deeds ne for none other mans. 
And all were it so, that be shold haue part of yout 
good deeds : yet should he haue no more than God 
would glue him after that be were worthie, and so 
much shall each man haue of Gods yeft without 
your limitation. But if ye will say that ye been 
Gods fellowes, and that he may not doe without 
your assent, than be ye blasphemers to God. 

29. What betokeneth that yee haue ordeined, 
that whan such one as ye haue made your brother 
or sister, and hath a letter of your seale, that 
letter mougbt bee brought in your holy chapter, 
and there be rad, or els yee will not pray for him. 
And but ye willen pray especially fbrall other that 
were not msule your brethen or sistren, than were 
ye not in right charitie, for that ought to be corn- 
men, and namely in ghostly things. 

SO. Freer, what chanty is this, to ouerchargo 
the people by mightie begging, vnder colour of 
preaching or praying, or masses singing ? Sith 
holy write biddeth not thus, but cuen the con- 
trary: for.all such ghostly deeds should be done 
freely, as God yeueth them freely ? 

31. Freer, what charitie is this, to beguile 
children or they commen to discretion, and bind 
hem to your orders, that ben not ground^ in Gods 
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law, against hir friends will ? Sithen by this folhe 
been many apostataes, both in will and deed, and 
many beene apostataes in hir will during all hir 
life, that would gladly be discharged, if they wist 
how, and so many ben apostataes, that shoulden in 
other states haue been true men. 

33. Freer, whatcharitie is this, to make so many 
freers in euery country to the charge of the peo- 
ple? sith parsons and vicars alone, ye secular 
priests alone, ye monkes and cannons alone, with 
bishops aboue them, were ynough to the church 
to doe the priests office. And to adde more than 
ynough, is a foule errour, and gieat charge to the 
people, and this openly against Gods will, that or- 
dained all thyngs to be done in weight, number, 
and measnre And Christ himselfe was apaied 
with twelve ai>ostles and a few disciples, to preach 
and doe pnests office to all the whole world, than 
was it better doe than is now at this time by a 
thousand dele. And right so as foure fingers with 
a thomhe in a mans hand, helpeth a man to worch, 
and double number of fingers in one hand should 
let him more, and so the more number that there 
were passing the measure of Gods ordinaunce, the 
more were a man letted to worch : nght so (as it 
seemeth) it is of these new orders that ben added 
to tbe chnrcb, without ground of holy write and 
Gods ordinance. 

33. Freer, what charity is this, to the people to 
lie, and say that ye follow Christ in pouertie more 
than other men done? and yet in curious and 
costly housing, and fine and precious clothing, and 
delicious and liking feeding, and in treasure and 
jewels, and rich ornaments, freers passen lords and 
other nch worldly men, and soonest they should 
bring her cause about (be it neuer so costly) though 
Gods lawe be put aback. 

34f. Freer, what chantie is this, to gather vp the 
books of holy write, and put hem in tresorie, and 
so emprison them from secular priests and curats, 
and by this cautel let hem to preach the gospel 
freely to the people without ‘worldly meed, and 
also to defame good priests of beresie, and lien on 
hem openly for to let hem to shew Gods law by 
the holy gospel to the chnstian people ? 

35. Freer, what charity is this, to fame so much 
holmes in your bodily clothing (that ye clepe your 
habit) that many blind fools desiren to die therein 
more than in another ^ and also that a freer that 
leueth his habit late founden of men, may not he 
assoiled till he take againe, hut is apostata as ye 
saine, and cursed of God and man both ? The freer 
beleeueth truth, and patience, chastity, meeknesse 
and sobriety, yet for the more part of his life he 
may soon be assoiled of his prior, and if he bring 
home to his house much good by the yeare (bee it 
neuer so falsely begged and pill^of tho pOore and 
needy people m countries about) he shall behold a 
noble freer, O Lord whether this be chanty ? 

36. Freer, what charity is this, to prease vpon a 
rich man, and to intice him to bee buried among 
you from his parish church, and to such rich men 
giue letters of fraternity confirmed by your gene- 
rall seale, and therby to bear him in hand that he 
shal hauc part of all your masses, mettens, preach- 
ings, fastings, wakings, and all other good deeds 
done by your brethren of your order (both whilest 
he Uuetb, and after that he is dead) and yet he 
Witten neuer whether your deeds be acceptable to 
God, ne whether that man that hath that fetter be 
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able by good lining to receiue any part of your 
deeds, and yet a poore man (that ye wite well or 
supposen in certen to haue no good of) ye ne giucn 
to such letters, though he be a better man to God 
than such a rich man ; neuerthelesse, this poore 
man doth not retch tberof. For as men supposen, 
such letters and many other that freers behoten to 
men, be full false deceits of freers, out of all rea- 
son, and Gods law and Christian mens faith. 

3'7. Freer, what chanty is this, to be confessors 
of lords and ladies, and to other mighty men, and 
not amend hem in hir living ? but rather as it 
seemeth, to be the boldei to pill hir poore tenants 
and to hue in lechery, and tWe to dwell in yony 
office of confessor for winning of worldly goods, 
and to be hold great by colour of such ghostly 
offices ? this seemeth raffier pride of freeres, than 
charity of God, 

38. Freer, what charity is this, to sain that who 
so liueth after your order, liueth most perfectly, 
and next followeth the state of apostles in pouerty 
and penance, and yet the wisest and greatest 
clerks of you wend or send, or procure to the court 
of Rome to be made cardinals or bishops of the 
popes chaplens, and to be assoiled of the vow of 
pouerty and obedience to your ministers, in the 
which (as ye sam) standetb most perfection and 
merit of your orders, and thus ye faren as Pharisees 
that sain one and do an other to the contrary. 

I Why name ye more the patron of your order in 
your Confteor when ye begin masse, than other 
saints, apostles, or martyrs, that holy church hold 
more glorious than hem, and clepe hem your pa^ 
trons and your auownes ? 

Freer, whether was St Francis in making of his 
rule that he set thine order in, a foole and a liar, 
or else wise and true ? If ye sain that he was not 
a ffiole, but wise : ne a liar, but true : why shew 
you contrary by your doing, whan by your sugges- 
tion to the pope ye said, that your rule that 
Francis made was so hard, that ye mow not hue to 
bold it without declaration and dispensation of the 
pope, and so by your deed ? Ne let your patron a 
foole that made a rule so hard that no mah may 
well keepe, and eke your deed prooueth him a liar, 
where he saith in hxs rule, that he tooke and 
learned it of the Holy Ghost. For how might ye 
for shame pray the pope vndo that the Holy Ghost 
bit, as whan ye prayed him to dispense with the 
hardnesse of your order ? 

Freer, which of the foure orders of friers is best 
to a man that knowetb not which is the best, but 
would faine enter into tbe best, and none other ? 
If thou saiest that thine is the best, than saiest 
thou that none of the other is as good as thine, add 
in this ech freer in the three other orders wool! say 
that thou liest, for in the self-same maner ech 
other freer wooll say that his order is best. And 
thus to ech of the foure orders bin the other three 
contrary in this point: in the which if any say 
sooth, that is one alone, for there may but one be 
the best of four®. So followeth it, that if ech of 
these orders answered to this qnesrion as thou 
doest, three were false, and hut one true, and yet 
DO man should wite who that trere* And thus it 
seemeth, that the most part of freers bin or should 
be liars in this point, and they should answere 
thereto. If you say that another order of the 
freers is better than thine, or as good j why tooke 
ye not rather thereto as to tbe betteti whan thou 
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migbtst hatic cliose at the beginning? And eke 
why shoiildst thou be an apostata to leaue thine 
order and take thee to that is better, and so why 
goest thou not from thine order into that ? 

Freer, is there any perfecter rule of religion 
than Chnst Godds sonne gaue in his gospel to his 
brethren? Or than that religion that St James in 
his epistle maketh mention of? ^f you say yes, 
than puttest thou on Chnst (that is the wisedome 
of God the father) vnkunning, vnpower, or euill 
will : for than he could not make his rule so good 
as an other did his. And so he had be vnkunning, 
that he might not so make his rule so good as an 
other man might, and so were he vnmighty, and 
not God, as he would not make his rule so perfect 
as an other did his, and so he had bin euill willed, 
namely to himselfe. 

For if he might and could, and would hane 
made a rule perfect without default, and did not, 
he was not Gods sonne almighty. For if any other 
rate perfecter, than Cbnstes, than must Christes 
rule lacke of that perfection by as mnch as the 
other weren more perfecter, and so were default, 
and Christ had failed in making of bis rule : but 
to imt any default or failing in God, is blaspheme. 
If thou say that Chiistes rule, and that religion 
which St James maketh mention of, is perfectest; 
why boldest thou not thilke rule without more ^ 
And Thy olepest thou the rathei- of St Francis or 
St Donuniks rule or religion or order, than of 
Chnstes rule or Christes order ^ 

Freer, const thou any default or assigne in 
Chnstes rule of the gospell (with the which he 


taught all men sikerly to be saued) if they kept it' 
to hir ending ^ If thou say it was too hard, than 
saiest thou Christ lied ; for he said of his rule : 
My yoke is soft, and my burden light. If thou 
say Christes rule was too light, that may be as- 
signed for no default, for the better it may be kept. 
If thou saist that there is no default m Chnstes 
rule of the gospell, sith Christ himself saith it is 
light and easie : what need was it to patrons of 
freers to adde more thereto ? and so to make an 
harder religion to saue freers, than was the religion 
of Christes apostles and his disciples helden and 
were saued by. But if they woulden that hir 
freers saten ahoue the apostles in Heauen for the 
harder religion that they keepen here, so would 
theysitteu in heauen aboue Christ himselfe, for 
their more and strict obseniations, than so should 
they be better than Christ himself with mischance. 

Go now foorth and fraine your clerks, and 
ground ye you m Gods law, and gif Jacke an* 
answer, and whan ye ban assoiled me that I baue 
said sadly in truth, I shall soile thee of thme 
orders, and saue thee to Heauen. 

If freers kun not or mow not excuse hem of these 
questions asked of hem, it seemeth that they he' 
homble gilty against God, and hir euen Christian ; 
for which gilts and defeiilts it were worthy that 
the order that they call their order were fi^done. 
And it IS woonder that men susteine hem or suffer 
hir hue in such maner. For holy wnte biddeth 
that thou do well to the meeke, and giue not to 
the wicked, but forbed to gme hem bread, least 
they be made thereby mightier through you. 


THE 

STORY OF THEBES, 

COMPILED BY JOHN LIDGATE, MONK OF BURY, 


THE PROLOGUE. 

Whan bright Phehus passed was the Bam 
Midde of Aprill, and into the Bull came. 
And Saturnc old, with his frosty face, 

In Uirgine taken had his place, 
Melancolike, and slough of motion. 

And was also in the opposition 
Of Luciiia the Moone, moist and pale. 

That many shoure fro Heauen made auaile. 
Whan Aurora was m the moirow redde. 
And lupiter in the Crabs hedde, 

Hath take his paleis and his mansion. 

The lusty time, and* joly fresh season, 


Whan that Flora the noble mighty queene 
The soile hath clad in new tender greene. 

With her floures craftely meint, 

Brauneb ^d bough with red and white depeint* 
Fleeting the baume on hils and on vales. 

The time in sooth, whan Canterbury talcs, 
^mplet and told at many a sundry stage 
Of estates in the pilgrimage, 

Eueriche man like to bis degree, 

Some of disport, some of moralitie, 

^me of knighthood, lone, and gentiUesse, 

And some also of pardte holmesse, 

And some also in sooth of rihaudry. 

To make laughter in the company, 
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Ech admitted for none would other greue. 

Like as the Cooke, the Miller, and the Eeue, 

Aquite hemselfe, shortly to conclude 
Boistously in hit tearmes rude, 

Whan they hadden well dronken of the boll, 

And eke also with his pilled noil, 

The Pardoner beardlesse all his chin, 

Glasie eyes, and face of cherubin. 

Telling a talle to anger with the Frere, 

As openly the story can you lere 
Word by word, with euery circumstance, 

Echone ywrit, and put in lemembrance, 

By him that was, if I shall not faine, 

Floure of poetes, throughout all Bretaine, 

Which soothly had most of excellence 
In rhetorike, and in eloquence, 

Rede bis making, who list the trouth dnd. 

Which neuer shall appallen in my mind. 

But alway fresh been an mine memory, 

To whom be youe prise, honour, and glory 
Of well seeing, first in our language, 

Cheef registrer in this pilgrimage. 

All that was told, foryeting nought at all, 

Feined tales, nor thing historiall. 

With many prouerbes diuers and vneouth. 

By rehearsaile of his sugred mouth, 

Of ech thing keeping in substaunce 
The sentence hole, without variaunce, 

Uoiding the chaffe, soothly for to same, 

Enlumining the true piked greine, 

By crafty writing of his sawes swete. 

Fro the time that they did mete. 

First the pilgrimes soothly euerychone, 

At Tabarde assembled one by one, 

And fro Southwerke, soothly for to sey, 

To Canterbury riding on hir wey. 

Telling a tale, as I rehearse can, 

Liche as the host assigned euery man, 

Kone so hardy, bis bidding disobey, 

And thus while that the pUgrimes ley, 

At Canterbury, well lodged one and all, 

1 not m sooth what I may it call, 

BEap or fortune, in conclusioun. 

That me befell, to enter into the toun. 

The holy saint plamcly to visite. 

After my sickenesse vowes to acquite, 

In a cope of blacke, and not of grene. 

On a palfaiy, slender, long, and lene, I 

With rusty bridle, made not for the sale, 

My man toforne, with a void male, 

That of fortune tooke mine inne anone. 

Where the pilgrims were lodged euerychone, 

The same time hir gouemonr the host, 

Stonding in hall, full of wind and host, 

Liche to a man wonder stenie and fers, 

Which spake to me, and said anon dan Pens, 

Dan Dominike, dan Godftay, or Clement, 

Ye be welcome newly into Kent, 

Thogh your bridle haue nother boos ne boll, 
Beseeching you, that ye will tell 
First of your name, and what conntre, 

Without more, shortly that ye he. 

That looke so pale, all deuoid of blood. 

Upon your head a wonder thredbare hood. 

Well arrayed for to ride late ?” 

1 answered, my name was Lidgate, 

Monke of Bury, nie fifty ycare of age, 

Come to this toune to doe my pilgrimage. 

As I haue hight, I haue thereof no shame. 

V Dan lohu*' ** brouke ye your name, 


s>n 

Thogh ye be sole, beeth right glad and light, 
Praying you to soupe with vs this night. 

And ye shall haue made at your deuis 
A groat pudding or a round hagis, 

A franche moile, a tanse, or a froise. 

To ben a monke, slender is your coise. 

Ye haue been sicke, I dare mine head assure. 

Or let feed in a faint pasture. 

Lift vp your bead, be glad, take no sorrow. 

And ye should home ride with vs to morrow, 

I say whan ye rested haue your fill. 

After supper sleepe will done none ill, 

Wrap well your head clothes round about. 

Strong nottie ale will make you to rout. 

Take a pillow, that ye lie not low, 

If need be, spare not to blow. 

To hold wind, by mine opinion, 

Will engender Colies passion, 

And make men to greuen on hir rops, 

Whan they haue filled hir maws and hir crops, 

But toward night eat some fennell rede, 

Annis, commin, or coriander sede, 

And like as I power haue and might, 

I charge you rise not at midnight, 

Though it so be the Moone shine clere, 

I will my selfe be your orlogere, 

To morrow earely whan I see my time. 

For we will forth parcell afore prime, 

Accompany parde shall doe you good, 

What looke vp monke, for by cockes blood 
Thou shalt be merry, who so that say nay. 

For to monow anone as it is day, 

And that it ginne in the east to daw. 

Thou shalt be bound to a new law, 

At going out of Canterbury toun, 

And lien aside thy professioun. 

Thou shalt not chese, nor thy selfe withdraw, 

If any mirth be found in thy maw, 

Like the custome of this company, 

For none so proud, that dare me deny, 

Knight nor knaue, chanon, priest, ne nonne 
To tell a tale plainely as they conne. 

Whan I assigne, and see time oportune. 

And for that we our purpose woll contune, 

We will homeward the same custome vse. 

And thou shalt not plainely thee excuse: • 

Be now well ware, study well to night. 

But for all this, be of herte light, 

Thy wit shall be the sharper and the bet.*^ 

And we anon were to supper set, 

And serned well vnto our pleasance, 

And sooiie after by good gouernanco, 

Unto bed goeth euery manner wight. 

And towdrd morrow, as soon as it was light, 

Euery pilgrime, both bet and wors. 

As bad our host, topke anone his hors, 

Whan the Suune rose in the east full clere. 

Fully m purpose to come to dinere 
Unto Ospring, and breake there our fast. 

And wlian we weme fro Canterbury past, 

Nought the space of a bowe draught, 

Our host in hast hath my bridle raught. 

And to me saied, as it were in game, 

“ Come forth dan lohn, by your christen name, 
And let vs make some manner mirth or play, 
Shete your ports a twenty deuill way^ 

Is no disport so to patere and say, 

It woll make your lips wonder dray. 

Tell some tale, and make tber^f a jape, 

For by my rounpie thpft shalt it pot escape. 
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But preach not of none holinesse, 

Ginne some tale of math or of gladnesse, 

And nodde not with thine heauy becke, 

TeU vs some thing that draweth to effect, 

Onely of joy make no lenger let,” 

And whan I saw it would be no bet, 

I obeyed vnto his bidding, 

So as the law me bound in all thing, 

And as I coud, with a pale cheare, 

My tale 1 gan anone, as ye shall heare. 

Fxnitur ptobgus de Thebe. Et seguitur guogue pm s 
prima libri. 


HERE BEGIHHETH THE HISTORV OF THE 

DESTRUCTION OF THE CITY OF THEBES. 

Sirs (quod 1) sith of your courtesie 
I entred am into your companie, 

And admitted a tale for to tell, 

By him that hath power to compell, 

1 meane our host, gouemour and guide 
Of you echone riding here beside s 
Though that my wit barrain be and dull, 

I will rehearse a story wonderfnll. 

Touching the siege and destruction 
Of worthy Thebes, the mighty royall toun. 

Built and begonne of old antiquitic. 

Upon the time of worthy losue, 

By diligence of king Ampbion, 

Cheefe cause first of hw foundation, 

Bor which his fame, which neuer shall away, 

In honour floureth yet vnto this day, 

And in story remembred is and preised, 

But how the wals were on height reised, 

It is wonder and merueile fbr to here, 

But if you list, I shall you platly lere 
The manner hole, platly in sentence, 

Undet support of your patience, 

As write mine author, and Bochas both two, 

Bede hir bookes, and ye shall find it so. 

How this king, this prudent Amphion, 

With his sweetnesse and melodious soun, 

The city built, that wbylome was so strong, 

By armonie of his sweet song, 

And vertue ondy of the werbles sharpe 
That he made in Mercurips harpe. 

Of which the strengs were not touched soft. 
Whereby the wals reised were aloft. 

Without craft of any mans hand. 

Pull yore ago, midde of Greekes land, 

Which is a thing of poets told, 

Keuer yseine nother of yong nor old, 

But as Bocchas list to specific, 

Cleare expouning this darke poesie, 

Sith Mercury, g^ of eloquence, 

Yafe by the might of heauenly influence, 

Unto this king, at his nativite, 

Through glad aspects, that he should be 
Host excellent, by craft of rhetorike, 

Tha.t in this world was none to him like, 

Which signifietb, to hem that ben prudent, 

The musical, the lusty instrument, 

I mean the harpe most melodious, 

Yove to this king by Mercurlous, 

And his song, this author can you teach, 

Was nothing but the crafty speech 
Of this king, ycalled Amphion, 

Whereby he made the countries environ 


To have such lust in his words sweet, 

That were so pleasant, favourable, aud meet 
In liir eares, that shortly titere was none, 
Disobeisaunt with the king to gone, 
Wheresoeuer that him list to assipe : 

His chere, liis port was eft so benigne. 

That through his storing aud exhortatioun 
With him they went first to build this toun, 
And forsooke ech man his country. 

By one assent to make this city 
Koyall and nch, that Hche was none, 

And thus the wals, made of lime and stone. 
Were reised first by singing of this king, 

Liche as poetes feine in hir writing, 

Passing rich, and royall of entaile. 

Here may ye see how much may availe 
The goodlihede, and the lowlinesse of a khig, 
And specially in cheare and in speaking 
To his lieges, and to bearen him faire 
In his apport, and shew him debonaire, 

And not to been to strange ne solein. 

In conntenaunce outward, ne disdein, 

Which causeth oft, who that can advert, 
Great hatred in the peoples herte. 

And therevpOD prively woll rowne. 

Whan a prince doth vpon hem frowne. 

Shortly deme for all his excellence, 

Emong hemselfe out of his presence, 

Evenche conclude liche his fantasie, 

And thus full oft gendred is enuy 
In folkes hertes, of soleinte and pride. 

For such as list not ones to looke aside, 

To leward hem whan they low loute, 

Aud againe kind it is out of doute, 

That any head, by record of the wise, 

Should the foot of disdaine despise. 

Which beareth him vp, who so can take heed, 
And susteineth in his most need, 

As his piller, and his supportaile: 

For finely, ne were the pooraile 
Hir bearer vp, and supportation, 

Farewell lordship and domination, 

Throughout the land, of every high estate : 
Wherefore me seemeth, more is fortunate 
Of Mercury, the soote sugred Harpe, 

Than Mars swerd whetted kene and sharpe, 
More accepted, with aspects good, 

Than is this God, with his lookes wood ; 


What the goodlthead qf a prince availelh, to win 
he7tesqf kis people. 

For humble speech, with glad countenance 
May a prince soothly aduance, 

Emong his people hertes for to win 
Of inward love, which will not twin, 

Than gold, richesse, pride, or tyranny, 

I Other disdaine, daunger, or surquedy, 

I For of lords, clerkes can report, 

^ But that lone hir crowne doe support, 

The fine is not, in conclusion, 

I take record of king Amphion, 

Example good qf king AtnpUtnu 

That built Thebes, by his eloquence. 

More than of pride, or of violence, 

Noble and rich, that like was no where none, 
And thus the wals made of lime and stone. 
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Were reised first by singing of this king, 

Like as poets femen in hir writing. 

How, after the mmon of some authours, hing Cadmus 
built first the city of Thebes. 

But soothly yet, some expositours 
Grounding hem upon old authours, 

Saine that Cadmus, the famous old man, 

Full long afore the city first began. 

And the ground of building sette, 

And the bounds by compasse out mette, 

With thongs out kerue of a buls side, 

Which enuiron, stretch might wide, 

To get in land a full large space, 

Whereupon to build a dwelling place 

How the country of Boece took first its name of a hulk 
skin, and after called Thebes. And how king 
Ca^us was exiled cut qf Thebes, by prowess qf 
king Amphwn, 

And called was the soile thus getten in, 

Whylome Boece, of the buls skin, 

The name after into Thebes toumed : 

But Cadmus hath not there long sojourned, 

Like in story as it is compiled. 

For shortly, he fro thence was exiled, 

Never after for to dwell m the toun, ! 

By the knighthood of this Amphiouu, ! 

"V^ich yp perfourmeth, rich for the nones, 

Tlie city Thebes, of mighty square stones. 

As I you told a lite heretofome, 

And Cadmus thus his kingdnme hath lome. 

Scepter and crowne, and his power roiall, 

Now have I told vnto you ground of all. 

That ye well know by information 
Clerely the pith and the exposition 
Of this matter, as clerkes can you tell. 

It were but vain lenger ibr to dwell. 

To tarry you on this rnattere, 

Sith my tale, which that ye shall here 
Upon our way, will last a long while; 

The space in sooth as I suppose of vh. mile : 

And now ye know first how Amphion 
Built and began this city and this toun. 

Reigning there long after, as I rede. 

Of hinoi no more, for I will procede 
To m’y purpose, that T first began, 

Not telling here how the line ran 

How the line of Amphion by descent was conveyed to 
king Lai us. 

Fro king to king by succession, 

Conveying downe by the stock of Amphion 
Seriously by line all the discent: 

But leaue all this, plainly of intent 
To tell forth, in bookes as I i«de, 

How Laius by processe gan succedn 

Here heginneth the story of king Lotus, and locosta 
his 

To beare the crowne in this mighty land. 

Holding the scepter of Thebes in his hand, 

Manly and wise during all his life, 

And locasta called was his wife; 

Full womanly the story saith certaine 
For a time, though she were barraine, 


Till Lams in full humble wise, 

To have a child did sacrifice 
First to Apollo in his chaire so bright. 

And lupitei, that bath so great a might, 

Beseeching hem with devout reuerence. 

To graunt only through hir influence, 

That his request executed may be. 

And specially to goddesses three, 

He besought Pallas, and luuo. 

And Diane, for to help also, 

That he be not defrauded of his boon ; 

And his prayer accepted was full soone, 

That finally through his rites old, 

Even like as his herte would. 

The queen locasta hath anoue conceived, 

Which whan the king fully hath perceived. 

He made in haste, him list not to abide. 

Through his kingdome messengers ride 
■ Fro coast to coast, the story can deuise. 

For divinours and philosopheis wise. 

For such as were famous phisiciens, 

And well expert astronomiens. 

To come in bast vnto his presence, 

To find out shortly in sentence 
By craft onely of calculation, 

The childs fate and disposition, 

How the astronomiens and philosophets of Thebes 
calcled out the fate of Edippus, 

And thereupon to yeue a iudgement, 

The root I take, at the ascendent 
Truly sought out by minute and degr^ 

The selfe houre of his natiuite 
Not foryet, the heaueuly mansions, 

Olearely searched by smale fractions, 

First by seconds, teroes, and eke quartes. 

On augrime stones, and on white cartes 
Ipriued out by diligent labour. 

In tables correct, deuoid of all errour, 
lustly sought, and fimnd out of both two> 

The yeares collect, suid expanse also, 

Considred eke by good inspection, 

Euery home, and constellation, 

And each aspect and looke eke diners, 

Which were good, and which also peruers, 

Where they were toward, or at debate, 

Happy, wilfuU, or mfortunate : 

The cursed constellation and disposition qf the Heaven 
at the nativity qf Bdippns, 

And finally, in condusion 

They found Saturne in the Scorpion, 

Heauie chered melaocollke and loth. 

And wood Mars furious andi wroth, 

Holding bis sceptre in the Capricome, 

The same houre whan this child was home, 

Uenus direct, and contrarious, 

And depressed in Harcuuous hous, 

That the dome aud judgement finall 
Of these clerkes to speake in speoiall 
By fetall sort, that may not be withdraw 
' That with his swerd his father shall be slaw, 

How the foie qf JE£ppus dimoteif that he should slea 
kts otmfethharw 

There may no man b^pe it excuse, 

On which thing the king gan sore muse. 
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And cast he would on that other side 
Againe hir dome for himselfe prouide 
Shape away, and remedy tofome, 

Biding the queue, whan the child wer borne, 
Without mercy or moderly pite 
That he be dead it may none other be. 

And in all hast, like as he hath sent, 

She obeied his commaundement 
With wofull herte, and pitous looke. 

And face pale, her yong sonne shq tooke, 

Tender and grene both of flesh and bones. 

To certaine men ordained for the nones, 

Fro point to point in all manner thing, 

To execute the bidding of the king. 

They durst not delay it, nor abide, 

Bui to a forrest that stood there beside, 

They tooken hir way, and fast gan hem speedy 
The kings will to performe indeed, 

Hauing thereof passing heauinesse ? 

But whan that they beheld the fairenesse 
Of the child, and excellent beautie. 

In hir herte they had great pitie. 

And plainly cast, emong hem was no strife, 

That the child should haue his 
And anone high upon a tree^ 

In place that no man might'it see, 

They heng him vp, the liory. can rebeice, 

^ut first bis feet^ey gan through perce, 

And on bowes tender, tough, and smale, 

They knitte him vp shortly this is no tale. 

Him to preserue mam beasts wild and rage, 

And after that they tookeh hir voyage 
Toward Thebes, in all the hast they may : 

But of fortune, thilke same day 
With hir hounds searching vp and doun. 

The hunts went of king Polibon 
Through the forrest, gan for to find 
Some afome, and some come behind. 

And gan search and seake wonder sore 
Emong the hills, and the holts here. 

And as they lengen the trenches by and by, 

They heard a noise, and a pitous cry 

ffow the hmis t{f king Polibon found the child xn the 
forreiii and pi esented hm unto the king. 

Of this child honging on a tree: 

And all at ones drough hem for to see. 

And left not, till they haue him found, 

And tooke him doune, and his feet vnbouud. 

And bare him home vnto Polibon, 

King of Archadie the famous region : 

And whan that he the child first can see. 

Of his wounds he had great pitee 
To behold his tender feet so blede, 

And called him Edippus, as 1 rede, 

Which is tosaine platly, this is no fage, 

Bored the feet, as m that language. 

And first the king in his royal 1 ball 
Made bis men a norice for to call. 

This young child to foster and to keepe 
With her milke, that he mought ne weepe, 

And his leeches he chaiged eke also, 

Till he were whole, hir deuoir for to do. 

Fully in purpose, for this child was feme, 

After his day to maken him his heire. 

For cause onely, who so taketh heed, 

Sonne had he none, by line to succe^, 

And that he had a wife or none, 

I find it not, and therefore 1 let it gone, 


But by processe of dales and of yercs, 

This Edippus, emong his playing fearesi. 

Was in port passing full of pride. 

That none with him might in peace abide. 

In herte he was so inly surquidous, 

Melancolike and contrarious, 

Full of despite, and of high disdaine. 

That no wight durst shortly him wiliisaine, 

Till ou a day, he gan with one debate, 

To whom he ^ad specially great hate, 

Which of rancour, and of hasty tene. 

As he that might his pride not sustenc, 

Gan vpon him cruelly to braid, 

And vnto him felly thus be said : 

** Whereto” (quod he) “ art thou so proud of port. 
Contrarie also euer m any disport, 

Froward and fell, lasting euer in one, 

As thou were loid of vs euenchone. 

And presumest fully in werking, 

Like as thou were sonne vnto the king, 

And discended of his royal 1 blood ? 

But whether so thou be wroth or wood. 

Thou art nothing, if thee list take hede, 
Appertaining vnto his kinrede. 

But in a forrest fbundeu and vnknow 
Whan thou wer yong, therfoie bear thee Iot«, 

And vtterly remember thee if thee list. 

Thy birth and blood are both two vntwist,” 

This is the fine shortly of my tale, 

Wherewith Edippus gan to wexe pale, 

And chaunge also cheare and countenauuce, 

And gan apeint in his reraembraunce 
Word by word, and forgat right nought. 

And felly mused on this, and aboue thought, 

And cast he would, without more tarrying, 

The trouth enquire of Polibon the king : 

And whan he saw oportune space. 

And the king in a secret place, 

He him besought lowly on his knee, 

To bis request benignely to see. 

The request qf Edippus unto the king Polibon, 

And that he would plainly, and not spare. 

Of Ins birth the true ground declare, ■ 

And make him sure of this thing anonc^ 

If he were his very sonne or none ? 

And Polibon onely of gentillesse, 

Whan he beheld the gieat heiiinesse 
Of Edippus, and the wofuU paine, 

He gau dissimule, and in a manner fame, 

Liche as he had ben verely his heiic : 

But more and more he falieth in dispeiie, 

And downe ayen on knees gan fall. 

Him conjuring by the gods all, 

To tell trouth and nothing to hide, 

Affirming eke, he will not abide 
Lenger with him, but ridcn and enquere, 

Till time he may the very sooth lere 
In any part of hap or of fortune, 

And for that he was so importune 
In bis desire, the king without abode 
Cunously told him how it stode, 

The anstoer of the king unto Edippus* 

In a forrest first bow he was found 
Upon a tree by the feet ybound. 

And how be cast in conclusion 
To make him king of tbftt region 
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Aftet his day, shortly for to tell. 

But Edippus would no lenger dwell, 

But tooke leaue, and iu hast gan nde 
To a temple fast there beside 
Of Apollo, in story as is told, 

Whose statue stood in a chaire of gold 
On wheeles foure, burned bright and shenc. 

And within a spirit full vncleane 
By fraud onely, and fals illusion, 

Answere yafe to euery question, 

Biinging the people in full great errour. 

Such as to him did false honour. 

By rites vsed in the old dawes, 

After the custome of paganims lawes, 

And Edippus with full humble chiere 
To Apollo made his priere, 

Beseeching him on his knees low 
By some signe, that he might know 
Thiough euidence, shortly comprehended 
Of what kinred that he was discended? 

And whan Edippus by great deuotion 
Finished had fully his orison. 

The fiend anon, within inuisible, 

With a voice dredefull and horrible. 

Bad him in hast take his voyage 
Toward Thebes, where of his linage 
He hearen shall, and be certified : 

And on his way anone he hath him hied 
By hasty journey, so is his horse constrained 
Day by day, till he hath attained 
Unto a castle, pilotes ycalled, 

Eich and strong, and wele aboue y walled, 

Adjacent by site of the country 
And apertineut to Thebes the city, 

King Laius being there present. 

For to hold a manner of turnement, 

With his knights yong and couragious, 

And other folke, that were desirous 
To preue hemselfe, shortly for to tell, 

Who that by force other might excell, 

Or get a name, through his prowesse, 

Euerich of hem did his businesse 
On horsebacke, and eke oix foot^ 

All be that some found it full vusoot. 

Rather a play of warre than of peace : 

Where Edippus put himselfe in preace. 

As he that was aie ready to debate. 

Enforcing him to enter in at gate, 

Maugre all tho that him would let, 

And in the ’preace, of auenture, he met 

iToto Edippus shug,h kis father iy igruirance, at the 
castle of Pilotes* 

King Laius, and cfuelly him slough. 

Though the story telleth not hou^, 

Ne no wight can of all the company, 

By no signe, it verily aspy 
By whose bond the king was slaw, 

For Edippus gan him in hast withdraw. 

And kept him coy of entencioun, 

Great was the noise and pitous soun 
In the castell, for slaughter of the king, 

Dole and complaint, sorrow, and weeping. 

But for they saw that heauines and thought, 
Ayenst death auaileth lite or nought. 

They ordaine with rites full loyall. 

For the feast called funerall. 

And eke the custome of the days old, 

The corps they brent into ashes cold, 


And in a vessell round made as a half, 

They closed him in gold and metall. 

And after that did hir busie cure, 

In Thebes to make a sepulture, 

And nchly, hem list no lenger let. 

The ashes they did enclose and shet. 

Of this matter there is no more to sayen. 

Bat to Edippus I will reiourne ayen. 

Which him enhasteth aie from day to day, 
j Toward Thebes, in all that euer he may, 
j Brenning in herte as whote as any fire, 

The fine to know of his fatall desire. 

But for that he failed of a guide, 

Out of his way went fer aside, 

Through a wild and a wast countree. 

By a mountaine that stood vpon the see. 

How Edippus passed hy ihehdl where the monster I 
that was called Sphinx, 

Where that monsters, of tiiany diuers kind 
i Were conuersant, in story as I find. 

Among which soothly there was one. 

So inly cruell that no man durst gone. 

For dread of death forth by that passage^ 

This monster was so mortall in his rage, 

Which had also by discnpcion, 

Body and foot of a fierce lion. 

And like a maid, in soth, was head and face, 

The destiuciion of the foul monster. 

Fell of his looke and cruell to manace. 

And odious of countenaimce and sigh^ 

And as 1 lede Sphinx that monster higbt. 
Worse than tigre, dragon, or serpent, 

And I suppose by enchauatement, 

He was ordained on the hill tabide. 

To slea all tho that passeden beside, 

And specially, all that did fade 
To expoune his misty deuinaile 
His probleme eke, in words plaine and bare. 
Without auise fully to declare : 

Or with the life he might not escape. 

This IS very sooth plainly and no jape : 
xVnd if that he by declaration, 

Yaue therevpon cleare exposicion, 

He should m haste there was none other mone 
Slaen this monster for all his cruell tene, 

There may of mercy be none other graunt 
But of all this Edippus ignoraunt. 

This dreadful hill, btonding on a rocK 
Or he was ware, ful nigh gan approch. 

More perillous platly than he wend ; 

And sodainly the monster gan descend, 

To stoppen his way and letten his passage, 
Thus abrediug with a fell courage 

The wofrds of the foul monster. 

Said, ** I faaue in herte inly great disport, 
That fortune hath brought thee to my fort. 

To make a preefe if thou may endure 
The fatall end of this auenture, 

Set at a fine, soothly, by days old;*' 

And by and by all the case him told, 

Charging him ** to be well ware and wise. 

Get the pal me and beare away tfiie prise, 
Touching this thing set atweene vs tweine. 

Of life or death, which we shall dreine,*' 
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Aad this mooKter, with a dispitous cheare. 

His probleme gaa thus as ye shull heare. 

Tkepwhleme iJiat SphtTtx put to Edippus„ 

There is a beast memeilous to see, 

The which in sooth at his natiuitee 
Is of his might so tender and so grene. 

That he may himselfe not sustene 
Upon his feet, though he had it swome, 

But if that he be of his moder home, 

And afterward by processe of age. 

On foure feet he maketh his passage. 

And than vpon three if I shall not faine, 

And alderlast he goeth vpnght on twaine, 

Diners of port and wonderfull of cheares, 

Till by length of many sondry yeares, 

Naturally he goeth aynen on three, 

And sithen on foure, it may none other bee, 

And finally this is the tronth plein. 

He recouereth kindly ayein. 

To the matter which that he came fro, 

Lo here my probleme is all ido. 

Muse hereupon without warre or strife, 

It to declare, or els lese thy life.’^ 

And whan Bdippus can this thing aduert, 

Well assured in his manly herte, 

Gan in his herte, serch vp and doun, 

And of prudence cast in his reasoun 
By great anise, what thing this may bee, 

Seing also, that he may not flee, 

And how there was counsaile non ne rede. 

To tell tronth or els to be dede. 

And by full good detiberacion, 

Thus he answered, in conclusion ; 

** Thou Sphinx” (quod he) false and fVaudoIcnt, 
Thou foule monstre, thou dragon, thou seipent, 
That on this bill like as I conceme, 

JLiest in waite folkes to deceiue. 

But trust well for all thy sleghty witt, 

Thy false fraud shall anone be quitt. 

Me liste not to whispre neither roune. 

But thy probleme I shall anon expoune, 

So openly, thou shalt not go therefro, 

Xo'this it is take good heed thereto; 

JETow Edippus eapaunded itie probleme that Sphinx pui 
tohm* 

Thllke beast thou spake of here tofqme, 

Is euery man in this world ibome. 

Which may not go bis limmes be so soft. 

But as his moder beareth him aloft 
In her armes, whan he doeth crie, or wcepe; 

And after that he ginneth for to creeps 
On fower feet, in his tender youth. 

By experience as it ofte couth, 

Afome irekened his bands both two: 

And by processe thou maiest consider also. 

With his tivo feete for all thy fell tene. 

He hath a stafie himselfo to susteine. 

And than he goeth shortly vpon three. 

And alderlast, as it must ue^ bee, 

Uoidyng his stafie he walketh vpon tweine. 

Till It so be through age he attaine 
That luste of youth wasted be and spent, 

Than in his hand he taketh a potent, 

And on three feete thus he goeth ayen, 

I dare afiirme thou maiest it not withseiOf 
And sone after through his vnweld}': might. 

By influence of natures light. 


And by experience as euery man may know. 
Like a child on fower he crepeth low. 

And for he may here no while sojoume. 

To yearth ayen he must in hast retourne. 
Which he came fro, he may it not remew, 

For in this world no man may eschew, 

This very soth shortly and no doubt. 

Whan the wheele of kind cometh about, 

And naturally hath bis cours itonne, 

By circuits as doeth the shere Sonne, 

That man, and child, of high and low estate. 

It gaineth not to make more debate, 

His time isette that he must fine, 

Whan Atropos, of malice doeth vntwine 
His hues thred, by Cloto first compounded. 

Lo here thy probleme is expouned, 

Af euery metyng as I toke on honde. 

To the law that thou must needs stonde. 

And m all haste of mine hoods deic. 

For of reason thou canst it not witbseio,’* 

And this Sphinx awaped and am ate. 

Stood all dismayed and disconsolate, 

With chere doun cast hcaiiy as any ledde. 

And Edippus anone smote of the hedde 
Of this fende stinking and vnswete, 

And the countree set holly in quiete. 

Whereby he hath soch a price wonne, 

That his feme in euery coast is ronne, 

Through al the fond that this monster was slaw 
And line right to Thebes be gan draw. 

Well receiued for his worthmesse, 

For his manhood and his prowesse, 

And for they seigh he was a seemely knight. 
Well feuoured in euery mans sight, 

And saw also Thebes, the mighty toun. 

Not onely they but a)l the regioun 
Were destitute of a gouemonr, 

Ayen hir foon hauing no succour. 

Hem to defend, hut the queene alone, 

Emong hemselfe making full great mone. 

For there was none as bookes specifie, 

The sceptre and croune to occupie, 

For which the lords aU l^y one assent. 

Within the toune set a pariement. 

Shortly concluding if it might been. 

Prudently to treate with the queen. 

Namely they that held hem selfo most sage. 

To condescend by way of mariage. 

She to be joyned to this manly knight, 

Passing prudent and femoos eke of zaight, 

Most holle man, as they can disceme. 

The worthy citee to keepe and goueme : 

And through counsail of the loros all, 

To their desire plainly she is fell. 

And accorded without more tarymg, 

That of Thebes, Edippus shall he king, 

By full assent was none that sayed nay. 

And time set, ayein a certain day, 

Emong hem selfe, and finally deuised. 

The wedding was in Thebes solempnized. 

Full nally, that needs must vuthnue, 

Onely for he, his moder tooke to wmo. 

Unwist of both he was of her blood. 

And ignoraunt shortly how it stood. 

That he tofome bad his father slaw, 

For which this wedding was against the law, 

And tofore God is neither feire ne good, 

Nor acceptable blood to toaoh blood. 

Which cause hath be of great confusion 
In many a lend, and many a region, 
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Ground and root of vnhap and mischaunce, 
The fine concluding alway with vengeaunce, 
iVs men haue sem by clere experience, 

And holy writ recordeth in sentence, 

How Herode falsly in his Iite, 

By violence tooke his brothers wife, 

For she was fayre, and pleasaunt to his sight, 
And kept her still by force through his might. 
Although to her title had he non, 

And for her sake the holy man samct lohn 
For his tiouth in prison lost his hedde, 
Wherefoie I rede euery man take bede. 
Whether so he be lord, prince, or king, 

That he bewaie to eschue soch wedding, 

.Ere that the swerde of vengeance him manace, 
Lest he lese hap, fortune, and grace. 

Taking ensample m all maner thing, 

Of Edippus, m Thebes crouned king. 

All be that he wi ought of ignoraunce, 

Full derke and blind of his wofulLchaunce, 

And if vnwist, that he of innocence, 

As ye haue herde fell m soch offence. 

For which he was punished and brought low, 
Wliat are they worthy that hir errour know, 
And froqi the knot list not to absteine, 

Of such spous^ile to God and ipan vnclene, 

I can not sem ne more thereof deuise, 

Deincth your self that prudent been, and wise, 
And eke Edippus, haueth emong in mind, 

Of whom the wedding like as ye may find, 
IJnhappy was and passing odious, 

Iiifort unate, and eke vngracious, 

I am werie more thereof to write, 

The batcfoll processe also to endit^, 

I passe ouer fully of entent, 

For Imeneus was not there present, 

Nor Lucina list not there to shine, 

Ne there was none of the muses nine, 

But one accord to roaken melody, 

For there song not by^heauenly armony, 
Neyther Clio, nor Caliope, 

None of the sustren in nomber thrise three, 

As they did whan Philolaie, 

Ascended vp high aboue the ski^, 

To be wedded, this lady vertuous, 

Unto her lord the god Mercurioug, 

And as Matn,cian, inamed de Copclie, 

In his booke of wedding can you tell. 

There concluding in his marriage, 

The poete, that whilom was so sage, 

'fhat this lady called Sapience, 

Iwedded was vnto Eloquence, 

As it sat well by heauenly purueiaunce, 

Hem to be joyned by knot of alliauuce, 

But both two soothly of entent, 

At wedding in Thebes were absent, 

That caused after great aduersity, 

For finatl end of that solempnity, 

Was sorrow and wo, pd destruction, 

Utter mine of this roiall toun, 

There m^y no man helpe it ne succour, 

For a time in joy though they floiire. 

Th names qf tke people, being at the toeddsng of 
king Mdippus, and of Jomta the gueen. 

But at his wedding plainly ibrto tell, 

^'“as Cerberus, chief potter of Hell, 

And Herebus, fiader to Hatred, 

Was there piigsent with his holle kinred, 
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His wife also with her browes blacke. 

And her cloiighters sorow for to make, 
Hidously chered and vgly for to see, 

Megera, and Thesiphonee, 

Alecto eke, with Labour and Eouie, 

Urede, Fraude, and false Tretchene, 

Treason, Pouert, Indigence and Nede, 

And cruell Death in his rent wede, 
Wretchednesse, Compieint, and eke Rage, 
FearfulU Pale, Dionkenesse, croked Age, 
Cruell Mars, and many atigie wood, 
Bienning Le, and vnkind blood, 

Fraternall hate deepe set ui the roote, 

Saufe onely Death, that there nas no boote, 
Assuied othes at fine untrew, 

AH these folke were at weddyng new. 

To make the toune desolat and bare, 

As the story after shall declare : 

But aie in Thebes, with his walles strong, 
Edippus reigneth many a day and long, 

And as mine aucthot write in words plain, 

By locasta he had sonnes twain, 

Ethiocles, and also Polimite, 

And in bookes as sondry clerfces write, 
Doughters two, full goodly on to sec, 

Of which that one hight Antigonee, 

And that other called was linein, 

Of her beauty, inly soueiem, 

Edippus aie deuoid of warre and strife, 

With locasta ledde a merry hie, 

Till Foitnne of her iniquity 
Had enuy of his prosperity, 

For whan fie shone most rich in his renoun. 
From her whcle sheqplunged him adoun, 

Oat of bW joy into si^eia wo, 

As she is wont frowardJy to do, * 

And namely hem that setten her affiaunce 
Of hertely trust m her variaunce : 

For whan the king pass.ng of great might, 

Sat with the queue vpon a certain night, 
Casuelly, whan bis foikes echone, 

Out of chamber sodenily were gone, 

Ere he was ware locasta gan behold 
The carectes of his wounds old, 

Upon his feet, eraprented wonder depc, 
Toomyng her face brest out for to wepe, 

So secrely, he might it not espie, 

And she anon fell into a fantasle, 

Aie on this thing musing more and more, 

And in her bedde gan to sighen sore, 

And whan the king conceiaeth her distresse, 
He gan enquire of her beauinesse. 

Fully the cause and tboccasion, 

For be will wite m conclusiqq 
What her eileth, and why she faretli so. 

** My lord” (quod she) without woides mo, 
Percell cause of this sodein rage, 

Is for that I in my tender age, 

Had a lord iuamed Laius, 

King of this toune, a man right vertuous, 

By whom I had a sonne right wonder feire, 
Likely to been his successour and heire. 

But hicaube his diuinours told 
At his birth sotbly that he should. 

If he had life, by fatall destinee, 

Slaen his fader it might none other be i 
For which the king his fate to oschue. 

Bad men in hast as him thought due. 

To slea the child, and haue thereof no iothi 
And 1 anon bad without sloth, 

PP 
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To cettain men vp pein of judgement. 

To execute the commaundement 
Of the king as I yaue hem m charge, 

And forth they gone to a forest laige. 

Adjacent vnto this countiee, 

Pei-sing his feet, and heng him on a tree, 

Not performyng thexecution, 

On him they had.such compassion, 

Left him there, and resorted home ayen, 

Beyng m doubt and vncertein, 

At their lepeire as they tolden all. 

Of this child what afterward is befall, 

Saufe they said huntes bad him found, 

Which ladden him forth and his feet vnbound, 
But to what coast they coud not declare : 
Which percel is of mine euil fare. 

Ground ind cause of mine heauy cherc, 
C’onsidered ei» the wounds that appere 
Upon your feet, and wot not what they mene ; 
And o thing aie is at mme herte greene, 

My lord alas but of new date, 

King Laius slame was but late. 

At a casteil nigh this countree. 

Upon your commmg into this citee, 

All this yweied and rckened into one, 

Maketh mine herte as heaule ^ a stone, 

So that I can coousell none ne red,^* 

And with that word the kmg lift vp his hed, 
And abreid with Sharpe sigh^ smert. 

And all this thing by order aduert. 
Curiously by gcx^ auisement, 

And by signes clere and euident, 

Conceiueih well and sore gan repent, 

It was himself that locasta went : 

And whan the kiug sigh in manors pleine, 

By her goddes she gan him constreine 
To shew out the cause of his affray 
And it expoune and make no delay, 

Croppe and route shortly why that he 
Entred fii st into that countre. 

From whens he came, and from what region, 
But he her put in delusion, 

As he had doen it for the nones, 

Till at last he brast out at ones. 

Unto the queene, and gan a processe make, 
First how he was in the forest take, 

Wounded the feet, and so forth euery thing, 
Of his cherishing wkh Polibon the king, 

And holle the cause why he him forsooke. 

And m what wise he the way tooke 
Toward Thebes as Apollo bad, 

And of fortune how that he was lad 
Where that Sphinx kept the mounteme, 

And how that he also slowe in certeine 
King Laius at castelJ gate. 

Toward night whan it was full late, 

And how to Thebes that he gan him spede. 

To find out the stocke of his kmrede, 

Which vnto him gan wexe couth. 

For by processe of his greeno youth, 

He found out wele by refcenmg of his life. 

That she was both his moder, and his wife : 

So that all night and suyng on the morrow, 
Betweene hem tiyo began a new sonow, 

Which vnto me were pitous for to tell, 

For thereupon yif I should dwell, 

A long space it would yon occupy, 

But ye may read in a tragedy 


T7agedi<e Seneca de Egypto Reg* Thebasc^ 

Of morall Senek fully his ending, 

His dooll, his mischief, and his compleimng. 

How with sorrow, and vnweldie age, 

This Edippus fell in dotage, 

Lost his Witte and his worldly delite, 

And how his sonnes had him in despite, 

And of disdaine tooke of him no keepe, 

And eke bookes same, his lyen out he wepe. 

And as mine aucthour liketh to deuise. 

As his sonnes rebuke him and despise, 

Upon a day in a certpiine place, 

Out of his beddjB, his iyen he gan race, 

And cast at hem, he can no other bootp. 

And of malice they trade him vnder foote, 

Fully deuQid both of lone and dread, 

And whan Edippus for mischief was thus de4 
Within a pitt made in the earth low. 

Of cruelty his sonnes gan him throw. 

Worse than serpent, or any tigre wood, 

But of cursed stock commeth vnkind blood, 

As in storie ye may rede herctofome, 

Although the rose grow out of the thome. 

Thus of Edippus whan he was blind and old, 

The wretched end I haue you plainly told. 

For which shortly to man and child I rede, 

To be wele ware and take hede, 

Of kindly right and of conscience, 

To doe honour and due reuerence 

ITow evet y man pvght qf duty^ to do reverence to 
father and motheTi Or else there will fall vengeance* 

To father and moder of what estate they bee, 

Or certaine els they shull neuer thee: 

For who that is not to hem debonaire, 

In speach, in porte, fpr to treat hem faire, 

Hem to obey, in honesty and drpdc, 

And hem to cherish of what they have nede, 

I dare affirm e excepting none estate. 

That he shall first be infortunate. 

In all his werkc both on sea and lond, 

And of what thing that he take in bond. 

For the time froward to him and contrarie, 

Wast of his goods plainly and appaire, 

Fiode plenty of conteke, warre, and strife, 
Unhappy end and shortnesse of life, 

And gracelesse of what hath to do, 

Hatred of God, and man also i 
I'herefore no man be thereof rechcles, 

But make your mirrour of Etlnocles, 

And his brother called PoHmite, 

Which in soch things greatly were to wite. 

As he shall here of hem how it fill, 

And whan we been descended doun this bill. 

As I passed here the lowe vaile, 

1 shall begin the reihnaunt of my tale* 

EXPLICIT PRIMA PARS ISTIUS CODULLX* 


IMMEDIATE SEQUITUR SECUNDA PARS EJUSDSM* 

Passed the Thrope of Broughton on the blec, 

By my kalender I gan anon to see, 

Through the Sunne, that full clere gan shine, 

Of the clocke that it drew to nine. 

And sawe also as siluei* dropes shene, 

Of the dewe like petles on the grene, 

Uapoured vp into thd aire aloft. 

Whan Zephems with his blowing soft, 
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Tiic weder made I«istie^ smooth, and faire. 

And right attempre was the holsome aire: 

The same houre aH the bolle route 
Of the pilgrimes riding round aboute, 

In my tale whan I gan precede, 

Rehearsing forth as it was in dede, 

Whan £dippus buried was and graue, 

Row his sonnes the kingdome for to haue, 

How the sons of Edippus, debated for the crown. 

ISmong hemselfe by full mortalhhate. 

For the croiine, gonne for to debate, 

Which of hern justly shall succede, 

And the scepter of the toune possede, 

Auertmg nought, neither to right ne wrong. 

But eche of hem to make his partie strong. 

And his querele proudly to susteine. 

From whose hertes was deuoided dene. 

Of brotherhood the faithfull alliaunce, 

False couetise so made hem at distawnce, 

Fully werching into destruction, 

And mine of this noble toun, 

€o hote brent of hatred and enuy, 

Of both two through pompous suiquedy. 

That neither would pleinly in a poinct. 

Other forheare, they stode in soch disjomet. 

Like as they had of birth been foreins : 

Till of the toune the noble citezeins, 

JCnights, barons, with many a worthy lord, 

Shope a way to make hem of accord, 

And to set hem m quiete and in pees : 

But for his part this Ethiodes, 

Alledge gan, that he was first borne, 

For which he ought of reason go tofome 
In the dtee, to be erouned king, 

Sith by law there was no lettmg, 

For vnto him longeth the heritage 
By discent, and by title of age. 

The covLtroversie of the txoo brethren^ 

But Folimite of full high disdaine, 

All openly gan reply againe. 

And for his part said iu especiall, 

Reason was none that he should haue all, 

Both regaly and dominatioun. 

And the lordship wholly of the toun, 

And he right nought out of the city. 

But liue in site aiSd in pouerfy. 

Concluding without fere or drede, 

Rather than it suffer^ be would be dede. 

And thus alaSf through bir enpious strife 
At ende euerich lost his life, 

At great mischief as yC shall after here. 

But thilke time the lords all in f^re. 

Full bcsily'*c1id hir diligence. 

By great auise, and full high prudence, 

To set hem in quiet and in rest, 
jCounsailyng hem plainly for the best, 

To leue hir strife, of wisedome and of reason, 

And condescend to some conclusion, 

Which to both might most anaile* 

And finally through hir gouernaile 

The common ttmon hetween these two brethren. 

The lordes all, tho being present, 

Raue hem brought to of one assent. 


THEBES. PART II. 

Of one herte, as brother vnto brother, 

Eiiench of hem to reigne after other, 

Yeere by yeere, as it commeth about, 

So that the toun shall absent him out, 

Fully that yeere and himself gie, 

By his manhood and his chiualrie, 

Ifeunt himself, in deeds marciall, 

While his brother in his see nail, 

Holdeth his sceptre the citee to gouerae : 

And whan the yeere his cours hath run yeme, 
And is -come out, he shall haue repeire, 

To reigne in Thebes like as lord and heire, 
There to receiue fully his dignitee. 

While that other voideth the citee, 

Paciently taking his auenture, 

Till he ayen las honour may recure. 

Thus enterchange, euery yeere they shall. 
That one ascendeth that other bath a fall, 
They must obey of herte and take it well, 
Like as that one resortetb of the wele. 

For this was holle the composicion, 

Betwene the brethren, and conuencion 
Fully knit vp by great auisement, 

Tofore the goddes by othe of sacrament, 
Neuer after to grutche ne to varie, 

But accomplish shortly, and not taric 
Like as tbaccord, enrolled in the toun. 

From pomet to poinct, made mencioun. 

But alderfirst by reason of his age, 
Kthiocles had the auantage, 

To reigne afome, and weare the croune, 
Polimite him hasting out of toune, 

During that yere it may none other be, 
Whiles his brother satte in his rialte, 

Full richely vpou Fortunes whelc. 

And rode him forth armed bright in stele. 
This Folimite sotbly as I rede, 

Himselfe alone on a nail stede, 

Without guide all the long duy» 

Being aferde to keepe the high way. 

In bis herte hauing suspecion, 

To his brother, of malice and treason, 

‘ Lest he pursue through fals and vnkind bloody 
To haue him dedde for couetise of good, 

That he alone might bane possessioun. 

During his life fully of the toune: 

For which in bast, bauing no felaw, 

, Polimite aside gan him withdraw, 

By a forest joyning to the see. 

Knowing right naught the site of the coiintre^ 
' Full of hilles and of high mounteines, 

Craggic roebes, and but few pleiiies, 

Wonder dreadfull and lothsome of passage,' 
And therewithal! full of beasts rage, 

Holding his way of herte nothing light, 

Mate and wery, till it draweth to night, 

And all the day. beholding enulron, 

He neither saw casteb toure, no toun. 

The which thing greueth him fill sore, 

And sodenly the see began to rore, 

Winde and teUqpest bidiously tarisa. 

The raine doun bete in full grisly wise, 

That many a beast thereof was adrad,^ 

And nigh for fere gan to wexe madd. 

As it sempte by the wofull sownes 
Of tigres, beres, bores, and liones, 

Which for refute, hem selfbfsrm saue, 

' Euerich in hast, draweth vnto bis caOe^ 

But Polymite, in this tempest huge, 

Alas the while^ ^udeth no refuge, 
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Ne him to sljrowde saw nowh<‘re no succour. 

Till it was passed almost midnight hour 
A large space that the sterres ciere, 

The cloudes voided, in Heauen did appere, 

So that this knight out of the forest large, 

Gan approch, into the londe of Arge. 

How Pohmite jirst came into the lond of Arge. 

Seing a palaice mighty of building, 

Of which Adrastus, called was the king, 

A lusty man, rich, and wondre sage, 

And yronne was sotndel into age. 

Borne of the isle that called is Chifon, 

And somtime sonne of the king Cholon, 

And for his witte in story as is couth, 

He chosen was in his tendre youth, 

Of Arge to be crouned king, 

Chefe of all Greece, be record of writing, 

Not by descente nor succession, 

And but alonely of free election. 

He held of Arge, the sceptre in his hand, 

As most worthy of all Greekes land, 

Loued and drade, for wisdome and iustice : 

And as the story plainly can deuise, 

This worthy king had doughters two, 

Passing faire, and right good also, 

It were to lopg, hit beaute to descnue. 

Argiue and l^eiphile, the dovghfleis tweme of hng 
Adras^s, 

And the eldest called was Argiue, 

Deiphile ynamed the second ; 

And Adrastus, like as it is found, 

This worthy king had sonne none, 

To snccede aftei he be gone, 

For which he was during all his life 
Tiiste in herte and passingly pensifc, 

But holy his trust and his hope stood, 

By alliaunce of some worthy blood, 

Brought in by mene of his doughters twein. 

That he shal be relessed of his peine, 

Through rccomfort of some high mariage, 

And sothly yet full oft in his courage, 

He troubled was by occasion 
Of a sweuene and of a vision. 

The dream of hng Adrastus of a xcild hoar and afers 
hon, 

Shewed to hirp vpon a certein night, 

For as him thought, his inward sight. 

While he slept, by ciere inspection, 

A wild boore and a fers lion, 

Possede shul, these bestes in fair rage. 

His doughters two by bond of mariage, 

In short time within a certein day • 

Which brought his herte in full great affray. 

But thing in soth that destine hath shape, ’ 

Here in this world fuJ hard it is tescape, 

And marueilous a man to eschue his fate. 

And Polimite of whom I spake late, 

With the tempest bete, and all berined, 

By grace onely the citie hath atterned, 

Where Adrastus full stately of degree, 

Thilkc time held his roiall see, 

The troubled night, merke and obscure, 

Hath brought this knight only by auentiire 
Through the cipe enclosed with a wall, 

Unto the palaice chiefe and prmcipall, 


Where as the king in his chambre aloft, 

Lay in his bed and slept wonder soft, 

Ekeal his folke had'hir chambres teke. 

Like as fortune parauenture bad shape. 

The selfe time because it was so late. 

And casiiely the porter at the gate, 

As it had by right for the nones, 

And iu a porch built of square stones. 

Full mightely enarclied enunoim, 

Where the domes and pies of the toun 
Were executed, and lawes of the king, 

And there this knight without more tarying, 

Wery and mate, ‘from his stede alight,^ 

Hanging the reine in all the hast he might. 

Upon his arme, sure him for to keepe, 

And leid him doun and gan anon to slepe, 

As him semed that time for the best: 

And while that he lay thus for to rest. 

Of auenture there came a knight riding. 

One of the worthiest of the world Iiuing, 

Cuiteis, lowly, and right vertuous, 

As saith mine auctour, called Tideus, 

Uirous in armes and manly in werking, 

Of his birth sonne vnto the king 
Of Callidoiue, a lond of great renoun. 

As be alas, out of that regioun 
Exiled was, for he his brother slow, 

As the slage of Thebes writ thp maijere how, 

Al be that he to him no malice meat ; 

For on q day as they on hunting went. 

In a forest for harte and for hmd. 

So as he stood pnder a gieat lind,^ 

And casuely lete his arow slippe, 

He slough his brother called Menelippe, 

Thiough moUall sort his hand was begiled, 

Foi which he was banished and exiled, 

As the law narow sette his charge : 

As for this caas he came first to Arge, 

Into the porch where Pol unite did slepe. 

Of auenture eie he toke any kepe, 

The same night hidously besein, 

With the tempest of tbondre and of rein, 

And felt aho anoy and great damage, 

Through the forest holding bus jiassage, 

As Polimite had do tolbme, 

In perrell oft likely to be lome. 

With bestes rage set on euery side, 

Till of grace without any guide, 

He rode through Arge the great mighty toun, 
Streght vnto the palaice, and to the chief dongeon, 
Like as I told, wheie Polimite lay, 

And at his comming made a great affray, 

For he was blind through derkencs of the night, 
And him to giue he nefond no light, 

Whan he came in, of priket ne of torche, 

Till he vnwarcly entred in to the porche, 

And would haue take there his herbergage: 

But Polimite sterte vp in a rage, 

Sodcnly awaked as I rede, 

With the nying of his proud stede, 

And first of all whap that be beheld, 

A knight armed, and on his brest a sheld, 

And gan the manerc of this ray adoerte, 

Of veray ire vpon bis horse he sterte, 

And cruelly gan Tideus enquere, 

Whans he come, and what be did there, 

And bad in hast his answere to deuise. 

And Tideus in full bumble wise, 

Answered ayen of verray gentillesse. 

And said, in sooth of high distresse ' 
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t)f the tempest and the derke night, 

He dr/uen wasj like an errant knight, 

Of need onely and great necessity, 

And him constrained of great aduersity. 

To take lodging whereso that he might, 

And in that court therfore he alight. 

Without more thinking none outrage, 

Ne to no wight meaning no damage. 

Than Polim'te of malice, and of pride, 

Told him shortly he should not abide, 

Ne lodge there, though he had itsworne, 

“ For P* (quod he) “ toke it vp beforne. 

And will it keepe dunng al thi-s night, 

I sey thee platly maugre all thy mightP^ 

(Quod Tideus) “ Than it is no curtesie, 

Me to deuoid but rather vrllenie, 

Yfe ye take hede that seeme a gentill knight, 

And as I suppose ye haue no title of right. 

To this lodging by way of heritage, 

More than haue I, for all your fell rage. 

And parde yet it shal be no disease. 

Till to morrow though ye do me ease, 

Of genti Hesse onely with your leue. 

To suffre me it shall but htel greue,” 

But aye the more Tideus spake faire, 

Tolimite was froward and contrane, 

And shortly saith, it geineth not to striue, 

That of force he shall deuoid bliue. 

Or vtterly atweue hem both two, 

This thing to try he must haue do. 

And Tideus semg no better mene, 

Ful like a knight in stele armed clenc. 

Without abode fast gan him spede, 

Wonder liuely for to stride his stede, 

And thus these knights pompous and elate^ 

For litel cause fellen at debate. 

How Tideus and Polmite striuenfor hir lodging- 

And as they ronne togider on horsebackc, 

Either on other 6rst his spere brake. 

And after that full surquedous of pride, 

With sharpe swerdes they togider ride. 

Full irously these mighty champions, 

In hir fury, like tygres or lions, 

As they liurtcl, that al the palaicc shooke, 

And king Adrastus out of bis sleepe wooke, 

And made in hast his chambreleins call. 

And through the court his worthy knights al, 
Commaundiiig hem to discend and see, 

And report what it might bee, 

This wonderful noice in his court by night, 

And whan he seigh two strang knights fight, 

In plates thioke, and bright mailc, 

Without iudgo, they had great meruailc. 

And were dismaied of this vncouth thing, 

And as they found told to the king, 

And Adrastus for darknesse of the night. 

From his chambre with many torches light, 

Into the court is discended dowike, 

All his naeine stonding ^nuiron. 

Of these knights hauing great wondre, 

And of manhode he put hem first asondre, 

Hem commanding like a gentill king, 

To leuen hir strife and cessen of fighting. 

And entred in with a knightly looke, 

And first from hem hir swerdes both he tooke, 
Afifirming eke as to his fantasie. 

It was a rage and a great folie, 

So wilfully bir Hues jeopart, 

Withouten iudge htr quarel to depart, 
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! And specially in the derke night. 

Whan neither might of other haue sight. 
Charging hem vp peine of hir life. 

To disscnere and stinten of hir strife. 

And tho Tideus in all the hast he might. 

Full humbly fiom his stede alight, 

And right mekely with chere and countenance. 
Put him holly in the gouemance 
Of Adiastus, in all inanere thing. 

And Polimite eke made no taryiug, 

7'o high him also, and would not witfasey 
The kings bidding, lowly to obey, 

So as him ought with . due reuerence : 

And as they stood both in his presence, 

He gan enquere first of hir estate, 

The cause also why they were at debate. 

Of hii oountrees sothly, and hir age. 

And asked hem eke touching hir linage, 

By descent of what stocke they were bom? 
And Tideus, his answere yaue beforn, 

Told plainly and made no lesing. 

How he was sonne vnto the king. 

Of Calcidoine, and rightfull heire thereto. 

And of hiS esole the cause he told also, 

As ye heue herd in the story rad. 

And Polimite with chere and face sad, 

Unto the king touching his countree, 

Said he was borne m Thebes the citee, 

And locaste the great famous queene, 

His model was without any wene, 

But of Ins father whilom king and lord, 

For veray shame he spake nener a woid, 
Onely, for yif I shall not feine, 

His fader was, and brother, both tweine, 

The which in soth he was full loth to tell, 

And eke the king would him not compell^ 

Of gentillessc, Iwt bad without hlame, 

Of his birth for ttx ha:ue no sharme, 

For holly the caas he knew euery dele, 
Touching his kin he knew the ground ful wele, 
Like as it was by full cleere report : 

Enforcing him for to do comfoit, 

With all his might, and all besie peine. 

This manly king to these knights tweinc, 

And to hem said, before him as they stood, 

He wist well that of full worthy blood 
They were descended, touching hir kinred, 

And made in hast his officers lede, 

The straunge knights being at debate. 

Through hi*» palaice, to chamber of estate, 

Ech by himself for to take his ease, 

And euery thing in soth that might hem pleasi 
Was offred hem like bir estates, 

And whan they wem disarmed of hir plates, 
Cusbeus, greues, and hir sabatons, 

Hir hameis voided, and bir habergeons, 

Two mantels vnto hem were brought, 

Frette with perle, and rich stones wrought. 

Of cloth of gold and violet crim'sin, 

Full nchely furred with ermin, 

To lap hem in ayens the cold morrow, 

After the rage of hir nights sorrow, 

To take hir rest till the Sonne arise, 

And whan the king in full prudent wise, 

First of al he was not rekeles. 

The knights hertes for to sette Jp pees, 

That euor after I dare affirme it wele, 

Ech was to other trew as any stele, 

Baring hir life both in word aad dede, 

Undre a knotte bound of brotherhede. 
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And Adrastus the worthy iing famous, 

A feast made rich and plenteous, 

To these knights, himselfetherekt present. 
And after mete full g<^ly he hath sent, 

This noble king, for his doughteri dere. 

Of gentilless^ for to make chere, 

To the knights come fro so ferre: 

And like in soth as Lucifer the sterre, 

Oladeth the morrow at his vprismg. 

So the ladies at hirin comming. 

With the stremes of hir eyen clere, 

Goodly apport and womanly manere. 
Countenances, and excellent fairenesse, 

To all the court bronghten in gladnesse, 

For the freshnesse of hir heauenly cheres. 

So agreable was vnto the straungeres, 

At hir entree, that in especial, 

Hem thought it like a thing celestial, 
Enhasting hem in full kmghtly wise, 

Ayenst hem goodly to arise. 

And as they met with humble countenaunce, 
Ful conningly did hir obseniaunce, 

Hem conueying in to hir sitting place. 

But sothely I haue leiser none ne space. 

To reherse and put in reihembraunce, 

Holly the manere of bar daliaunce, 

It were to long for you to abid^ 

But well I wot that the god Cuinde, 

By influence of his mighty ho^. 

And the feruence of his flry brond, 

Hir meeUng first fortuned hath so welc. 
That his arowes of gold, and not of stele, 
Yperced han the knights hertes tweine. 
Through the brest with such a lusty peine. 
That ^er abode sharpe, as spere, or launce, 
Hepe yficched the point of remembraunce. 
Which may not lightly rased be away, 

And thus in joy they driue forth the day, 

Tn pley and reuel for the knights sake, 

And toward night they hir cbambre take, 

At due time as hir fader .bad, 

Ahd on hir weie the knights hem lad, 
Reuerently rp by many a staire. 

Taking leuh gan anon repaire, 

To hir lodging in ful stately a toure, 
Assigned to hem by the herbeiour. 

And after spices plenty, and the wine 
In cuppes great, wrought of gold full fine, 
Without ta^ng, to bedde stnught they gon, 
Touching hir rest wheder they sleepe or nonv 
JDemeth ye louers, that in such maner thing. 
By experience haue fully knhwledging. 

For it is not declared in my booke, 

But as I find, the king all night wooke, 
Thoughtfull in herte the story specifies. 
Musing sore and full of fantasies. 

First ^uerting the great worthinesse 
Of these kpights and the semelinesse, 

Hir lusty youth, hir force, and hir manhode, 
And how they were come of roial blode, 

And this he gan to reuolue about, 

And in his herte hauing a maner of doubt, 
Atwene two hanging m a balance, 

Wheder be should make an adianee 
Atween his doughters and the knights tweine, 
For one thing ay his herte gan constreiue. 
The rem,embraunce of his auison. 

Of which afoine made is amencion, 

Touching the lion and the wild bore. 

It nedeth not to reherse it no more, 


Casting alway in his fantasie^ 

What it might clerely signifie, 

This daike dreame, that was hid and close. 

But on the morow Adrastus vp arose, 

And to the temple the right way he tooke, 

And gan pray deuoutly on his booke. 

To the goddes of his dreme fo spccifie, 

And they him bede homward for to hie, 

And to behold in the knights sheeldes. 

The fell beasts painted in the fields. 

Which shall to him be cleere inspectSon,. 

Full plainly making declaracion 

Of his dreme which he had op the night: 

And Adrastus enhasted him fodl right, 

In hir sheelds wisely to behold. 

Where that he saiw m the goddes told. 

In the sheelds hanging vpon hookcs, 

The beasts rage with hir mortail crooked 
And to pui-pos like as write* Bochas, 

Polimite ful streite enbnrced was, 

In the hide of a fierce lioun, 

And Tideus aboue his habergcoun, 

A gipoun had, hidous sharpe and hoor. 

Wrought of the bristels of a wild boorc, 

The which beasts as the story Icres, 

Were wrought and bete vpon hir baueres, 

Displmde brode whan they should fight. 

Wherefore the king whan be had a sight, 

At his repayte in herte was foil glad, 

And with a face foil demure and sad, 

With his lords that he about him had. 

To the temple he the knights lad, 

And whan they had with all circumstannces. 

Of rites old done hir obseruaunces, 

Home to the court they retoume ayein, 

And in hall, rich, and well besein, 

This worthy king of herte liberall, 

Made a feast, solempne and riall, 

Which in deintees surely did excel]. 

But it were vein euery cours to tell, 

Hir straunge sewes and other soteltees, 

Ne how they sat like hir degrees. 

For lacke of time I let ouerslide, 

And after meate, Adrastus took aside 
The knights two, and like a prudent man, 

In secree wise thus his tale be gan. 

ffottt Adrasiits spake to the Jentghts in secret touching 
the mariiage of his daughters* 

“ Sirs’* (quod he) “ I ne doubt it nought, 

That it IS fresh and grene ay m your thought, 

How that first by goddes ordioaunce, 

And after next through fates purueiance, 

And by werking of fortunes hood. 

How ye were brought in to this loud. 

Both tweine, but now this last mght, 

Of whos comming 1 am full glad and light, 

First m my selfe shortly to expresse, 

Wban I consider and see the fikelinesse 
Of your persones with the circumstaimces. 

And holle the maner of your gouemavnees. 

Being full well whereto ^ould I fingne, 

Yee been likely hereafter to atteigne 
To great estate and habundanee of good. 

Through your birth and yonr rial blood. 

Ye may not faile but ye l^oe wrong, 

For ye are both manly and right strong : 

And for to set your hertes more at rest. 

My iiuTpose is 1 hope for the best. 
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So that in you be no variance, 

To make a knot as be alliance, 

Atwene you and my donghters two, 

Vf your hertes accord wele thereto. 

And for I am fully in despeire. 

To succede for to haue an heire, 

Therefore ye shall haue possession, 

During my life of halfe my region, 

Forth with in bond, and all after my day, 
There is no man that thereto shal say nay, 
And sothly after whan that I am graue, 

Ech of you shall his part haue 
Of this kingdome as I haue pronided. 

This is to say, it shall be diuided 
At^k&ae you two euench to be crouned. 
Your pr^erties be equite compouned. 

So egaly, in eMery mans sight. 

That ech of you enjoy shall his right. 

And in your witte ye shall the lond amend. 
And of manhood knightly it defend, 

Ayens our enemies and our mortall foon. 
And for the dayes passed been and goon. 

Of my desires and my lusty youth, 

I am full set for to make it couth, 

That ye shall haue like mine opiqioun, 

The gouemaunce of all this regioun. 

** To this entent me seemeth for the best, 
Ve to gouerne and I to hue in rest. 

Fully to follow the lust of my desires, 
Hunte, and haukc, in woods and riuers. 
Whan so euer £ haue thereto pleasance. 
And for to haue none other attendance 
Unto nothing but to mine ease. 

For which shortly yif it agree and please. 
That I haue said to you that ben so wise. 
And be according vnto your anise, 
Delayeth,not but in word'es plein, 

That you seemeth yeue anawere ayeo.” 

And whan Adrastus had his tale fined, 
Tideus with bed fulMow enclmed. 

As he that was a veray gentill knight, 

With his power and his full might. 

Full humbly thanked the king, 

Touching his profre and so high a thing, 
And for his party said he would assent, 
Fully of herte neuer to repent. 

To all that euer the king bath said: 

And Polimite was also appaid. 

In the story as it is ooroprehended, 

On Guery part hilly is boUe descended. 

The kings will <10 fulfill in dede, 

From point to point and there vpon precede. 
Whether so that eper they winne or lese^ 
And Tideus mad his brother chese. 

Of gentilnesse and bf ourtesie, 

Which that was most to his fantasie, 

Of the sisters for to bane to 'wiue, ' 

And he m soth chosen bath Argiue,. 

Which eldest was full womanly to se^ 

And Tideus tooke Deiphile^ 

Of her beauty most souereigne excellent. 
Adrastus throughout hrs lond hath sent, 

For his lords, and his baronage. 

To be present at the mariage 
Of the knights, and, maike no letting, 

And they ech one come at his bidding. 

In goodly wise, meke and full benigne, 
Ayein the day that be did assigne, 

And thidre come fall many a lusty knight, 
Full wele besein, and many adady bright, 


Ftom euery coste and many a fresh squier, 
Th? story seith and many a communer, 

To behold the great nalte. 

And the manere of this solempnite, 

But to tell all the circumstaunces, 

Of just, reuel, and the diners daunceS, 

The feasts riche, and the yeftes great. 

The peiufull sighes and the feruent heat 
Of loues folke, brennmg as the glede, 

And deuise of many a solein wede, 

The touches stole, and the amorous lokes. 
By sotell craft leide out lines and hokes, 
The ielous folke to traien and begile. 

In their awaites with many a sondiy wile, 
All this in soth desenuen I ne can, 

But wele I, the new fame ranne 

This meane while with some swift passage. 

Unto the Thebes, of this marriage, 

And be report trew and not feined, 

Tho whan thereof the eares hath attained. 
Mine auctour writ of Ethiocles, 

Touching the honour and the great encres, 
Of Polimite highly magnified, 

And that he newly was allied 
With Adrastus in the lond of Aige, 

.The which thing he greatly gan to chaige. 
Dreading mly, that this marriage 
Shall after tfflie tuine to his dammage, 

Sore musing, and casting vjj and douu 
The great power add the high renoun 
Of Adrastus, the which of Greeks lond* 

Had all the power soget to his bond. 

Least that he for Pohmites sdkb. 

Would vpon him a new warre make. 

But if that he like tke conuentioun, 

At time set deliuer vp the tonn 
To his brother, by bond of oth swome. 

And by couenannt assured here tofome. 

If ye remember, late as 1 you told, 

Which he was ip purpose for to hold. 

But for his best, cast him ibt to vary, 

And thereupon list no longer tary, 

Liche his desires to shape remedies, 

And first he sent for his next alUes, 

In whom be had his most afiSannee, 

For his lords that had gouemaunce 
Of bis kingdome, to come to him anon, 

And whan they weren present euenchon, 
He said plainly w'ening for the best, 

That bis hejte shall neu6r be in rest. 

But in sorrow and in amaner of dread. 

Till his bi other vtterly be dead, 

That he in Thebes in his iniall sete 
'Might alone reigne in quieie. 

He meant himselfe, shortly and none other, 
Unpertourbed of Polimite his brother, 

And at his counseil diuersc of entent, 

I find written thre folkes were present,. 
Some in soth that faithfull were and trew, 
And some also that can change of new, 

And other eke that betweno tweme, 
Couertly could undre colour feine. 

Commendation of frQitfh* 

The first scid, aboue all tbibg, 

Tronth should long vnto a king, 

Of his worde not be variable,’ 

But plrin and bool, as a cpntre stable. 
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How trouih is preferred in the hooh of Esdre afoine 
hngSf women, and wine. 

For Irouth first without any wene, 

Is chief piller that may a king susteine 
la joy and honour for to lede his life. 

For trouth sometime had a perogatife’, 

As of Esdre, the hooke can specifie, 

Record I take of ptudent N^emie, 

'i’hat worthy kings for all hir great pride, 

Wine, and women, been eke set aside. 

With all power and dominacion, 

Hauing reward in comparison 

To trouths might, and troaths worthinesse. 

For as Esdre pleinly doth expresse, 

Who so taketh hede in the same place, 

The influence sothly and the grace. 

Of trouth alone this old Neemie, 

Gat him licence to reedifie 
The walles new of Hierusalem, 

"V^hich is treasure chief of euety realme, 
For^Salomon write, how that things tweme, 

Trouth and mercy, linked in a cheine 

Trouth and mercy preieiven a king from all adversity, 

Treserue a king, like to hjs decree, ’ 

From al mischiefe and all a'duersitee: 

Alas therefore that any douhleness^ 

Uariaunce, or elles vnsikernesse, 

Chaunge nor doubleness should nol hem a Lng, 

Change of word or mutabilite, 

Fraud or disceite, or instabilite, 

Should m a king haue dominatiou. 

To causen after hiS destruction. 

Of kings redeth the story doun by rowe. 

And seeth how many bane been ouertrowe 
Through hrr falshod, from Fortunes whele, 

For TQto God it pleaseth neuer adele 
A king to be double of entent, 

Fhr It may happe that the world is went. 

Fill oft sith, by sleight of hir werking. 

But thus the tiuth God seeth in euery thing, 

Bight as it is, for there may be no cloude, 

Tofome his sight, trouth for to shroude, 

It may be clipsed and derked by deceipt, 

By false engine figging in aweite, , 

As a serpent for to vndermine. 

But at last it will cleerly shine. 

Who that saitb nay, and shew his bright beames. 
For it in soth of kingdomes and of realmes, 

Is bearer vp and conservatrice, 

Fiom al mischief and sothfast mediatrice, 

To God aboue who so list to se. 

To keepe a king in prosperitie. 

On euery side as I afiferme dar. 

For which ye kin^s and lords beeth wele war. 

Your behests justly tor t6 hold^ 

And thinketh how Thebes, with his wallas old^ 
Destroied was platly this is no les, 

For the doublenesse of Ethiocles, 

That with his people sore after bought, 

Onely for that he nat by conseil wrought, 

Of hem that were both trew and wise, ' 

Him list not werke by hir auise, 

But left trouth, and set his fantasie 
To be gouerned by false flatterie, 


The counsell of false flail^i cts* 

That bad him thinke how he was a knight^ 

And to hold of force more than of right. 

During his life the lordship of the toub, 

Aud not to lese his possession. 

For no bonde nor hestes made tofoin. 

But let his brother blowe in an home 
Where that bun list, or pipe in a rede 
This was the counseil platly and the red«“ 

Of soch as list not to say the soth, 

But falsly flatie, with hir words smoth. - 
And whan they hadde holle hir tale fined, 

Ethiocles fully is enclined, 

Whosoeuer therat laugh or wecpe, 

Like bir counseil, possession to keepe, 

Who that saith nay, or gmtcheth there ayein 
Him to contrarie, hitn thought was but vein. 

How the year was come out that Ethioeles reigned in 
Thebes, 

But in this while that the shecne Sonne, 

I’he xii. signes round about had ronne, 

Sith Ethiocles by just rekening, 

In Thebes was crouned lord and king, 

Holding the sceptre and the diademe. 

That by reason as it would seeme, 

The time was full complete and the space 
Of couenant he should void his place, 

And Polimite eke his journey make 
Toward Thebes possession to take, 

Of due title but he had wrong, 

Which thought lu soth, the yere was wondre long . 

Of his exile or that it come about 

And for he had in herte a mauer of doubt. 

Least in his brother were falsehed found, 

To acquite himselfe like as be was bound. 

To Adrastus he gan declare his herte, 

Beseching him this matter to aduert. 

And there vpon to yene counseil sone. 

Touching his right what was best to done, 

Whether it were best to go or to abide, 

Or like a knight, manly to ride 
Himself alone ahd make no message, 

For to chalenge his rightfull heritage, 

Within Thebes either by pees or strife, 

Aud thereupon to jeoperd his life, 

Thus was he set, for all his fers brother; 

But Adrastus sothly thought anotlier 
Bet was to send, than himself to gone. 

Lest he were trapped among his mortal fotiey 
Hauing bis brot^r suspect in this caas. 

That by fraudb or by some fallas. 

He would werke his destructioun, 

If he were hardy to entre into the toun, 

For which he b»d him prudently take heed,* 

Fully concluding liow it were more speed 
Tliat some other be to Thebes sent, 

To perceiue fully thentent 
Of Etbiocleh inward by some signe, 

And if that he bis crowne will resigne, 

For thilke yeere like as he made his oth, 

And whan he knew now his purpose gotby 
Thereupon to werken and precede, 

And thus Adrastus wisely gan him rede* 

How Tideus took upon him to do the message 
Eolimite his brother. 

And while they treat Tpou this mattere, 

Tideus with a manly chere, 
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Said vlterly for his brothers sake, 

I’his message he would vndertake, 

With whole themprise of thanbassiate, 

Weie it welefull or infortunate, 

He will not, spare whatsoeuer betide. 

But Adrastus, on that other side, 

And Polimite in conclusion, 

Were contraire to that opinion, 

And said soothly as hem thought right, 

Sith that he was so well a proued knight, 

And discended of so worthy blood. 

That they nold for none yearthly good, 

For all Thebes with the regally, 

Put his body in such jeopardy: 

Put all this thing auaileth him right nought. 

For he wil forth, how deare that it be bought. 
Taking leaue first of all the estates. 

And armed him m maile, and sure plates, 

And shope him forth vpon his joumie, 

Wlio made than sorrow, but Deiphile. 

Tfte sorrow of Deiphile^ when Ttdeus went toward 
Thebes the ctVy. 

With bitter teares dewed all her face. 

Full oft sithes, swouning in the place, 

Trist and mourning in her blacke wede : 

And whan she saw that he tooke his stede. 

So inwardly encreased gan her mone. 

Seeing her lord so riding forth alone 
Upon his way, this worthy Tideus .* 

And in all hast, the story telleth vs, 

He speedeth hnn so, making no delaies. 

That in the space of few dales 
The high toures of Thebes he gan see, 

And entred is into that citee, 

Wisely enquiring where the pallaice stode. 

And like a knight tbider straight he rode, 

Marked full well in many a mans sight, 

Like Mars himselfe, in stele armed bright. 

Till be attained bath the cheefe dongeon, 

Where as the king held his mansion, 

And throgh the palaice with a knightly looke 
Into the hall the right way he tooke. 

From his stede, whan he alight adoun, 

Not aferde but hardy as lioun, 

Where as the king with lords a great rout. 

In the ball sitting round about, 

He entred in, most manful! of courage, 

To execute the fine of his message, 

And as him thought, conuenient and due. 

Full cunningly he gan the king salue, 

Kequiring him of kingly excellence, 

In goodly wise to yeue him audience, 

And not disdaine, neither, in port ne chere, 

Sith he was come as a messangere 
From Polimite his owne brother dere. 

Ginning his tale thus as ye shkll here. 

How wisely and how Inightty Tideus did his mssoge 

Quod he, ** Vnto your worthinesse 
My purpose is breefly to expresse 
The efibct holly, as in sentement. 

Of the message, why that I am sent, 

It were long proc^sse to make, 

But of my matteie the vefy ground to takey 
In eschuing of prolixity, 

And void away all supi^ulty, 

Sith your selfe best ought to vnderstond 
The cause fully, that wa haue on bond, 
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At\d eke conceiue the entent of my meaning, 

Of rightwisenesse longing to a king: 

First considered, if that 3'e take hede, 

Whan Edippus the old king was dede, 

How that your selfe, and your brother bijue. 

For the crowne contagiously gan striue, 

As mortall foen, by full great hatred©. 

Which of you two should first succede. 

Till that ye were by meanes reconciled. 

Ye to reigne, and he lo been exiled 
Out of this toune for a yeares space. 

And than ayeine resort into his place. 

To reigne as king, and ye to voiden out. 

So as your tourn by piocesse cometh about, 
Euenche of you patiently tendure 
Thentrechaungmg of his auenture, 

Who were put out, or stood in his estate, 
Thereupon to make no debate, 

Ltche the couenaunt and conuentioun, 

Enrolled vp by lords of the toun, 

Which of reason may not be denied, 

Sithen ye haue a yeare occupied ; 

The request that Tideus made in the name of Polmi 

under the title of conventim* 

Polimite requireth you of right, 

To acquite you as a true knight, 

In eschuing of mortall warre and strife, 

Sith ye had a prerogatife, 

As eldest brother, for to reigne afome. 

And thinketh how that ye arne swome 
Your oth to keepe, aud make no tarrying^ 

Holly aduert, Uche a prudent king, 

That troutb is more in comparison, 

Than all the treasour of your region, 

More acceptable vnto God and man, 

Than all the richesse that ye reken can, 
Wherefore in hast, and let there he no slouth, 

, Quiteth your selfe justely m your trouth 
Unto your brother, auoiding this citee, 

And let him reign in his royall see, 

; The crowne of Thebes a yeare to occupie, 

Than will all Greece praise and magaifie 
I Your high renoun, and may say none other, 

But ye acquite you justly to j^our brother : 

This whole thefiect of all that 1 will sain, 

Answer expectant what ye will send ayain,** 
Whan Tideus had told his tale, 

Ethiocles triste and wonder pale, 

His conceit first m maner bath refreined, 
Dissimulmg vnder colour feined, 

Shewing a chere in maner debonaire, 

To his intent wonderly contraire, 

Inward in herte wood and furious, 

Touming his face towards Tideus, 

He gan abreid and at last out spake, 

, And euen thus vnto him he spake. 

The answer ofhng Ethiocles* 

** I haue great marueile’’ (quod he) “ in my thougl 
Of the message which that thou hast brought. 
That my brother, as thou hast expotmed, 

Desireth so in Thebes to be crowned, 

Hauing regard to the abundaunce, 

The great plenty, and the sqifisafunoe, 

That he hath now with the king of Arge, 

That me seemeth be should little* charge 
To haue lordship or domiqioun 
In the bounds of this little toun^ 
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Sitb he reigneth so freshly m his flouiis, 
SurooionTiting all his predecessours. 

By new eucrease, through fortunes might : 
Wherfore in herte I am right glad and light, 
Bully trusting, if I had nedc. 

To bis beipe, that, without drede, 

Like a brother, that I should him find 
To me ward faithfull, true, and kind. 
Supposing plainely euermoie^ 

Of this reigne be‘set but little store, 

Nor casteth him not for so short a while. 

As for a yeare his brother to exile, 

To line m pouerty, and in great distresse. 

He will not suffer it of his high noblesse, 

It were no token of no brotherhede, 

But a signe rather, of hatrede. 

To interrupt my possession 
Of this litde poore region**’ 

All that he spake, who so coud aduert, 

Of very scome rooted in his herte. 

As hem seempt, the story can you teach, 

By the surplus soothly of his speach, 

He might no lenger him restreine. 

But plainely said*, As betwene vs tweine, 

I meane thujs, Bolimite and me, 

There is no bond nor surete, 

Ne futh ymade, that may him anaile. 

As he claimeth, to yeue the gonemalle 
Of this city, neithw yeare ne dajjr, 

Bor I shall let him, soothly if I may. 

That he shall not by title of his bond, 

Enjoy in Thebes halfc a foot of loud. 

Let him keepe that he hath wonne, 

For I puipose, as I haue begonne, 

To reigne m Thebes henceforth all my liue, 
Kaugre all hem that thereayen striue. 

And in despite of his friends all, 

Or the counsaile that him list to call, 

Let him besure* and know this right wele. 
His maoacing I drede neuer a dele. 

And sikerly, as to my deulse. 

It sheweth well that thou art not wise. 

But suppressed with a manere of rage, 

To take on thee this surquedbus message, 
And presnmest to doe so high offence. 

So boldely to speake in my presence. 

But all in fere,,auailb shall right nbught. 

For the-titbings t^at tbon b$ist brought 
Shall vnto him be disencreace, 

He better were to bane been in peace. 

Than of folly and presumption, 

Ayenst me tb seech occasion. 

For I liue, and thereto hei'e mine bond. 

As I said erst, he winneth here no loud, 
While the wall of this toun may stond, 

For plainely I doe thee to vnderstond, 

That they shuU first be beat down full low, 
And all the tonres to the earth ythrow, 

Ere he in Thebes haue any thing ado, 

Lo here is all, retoume and say him so.” 

Whan Tideus saw the feruent ire 
Of the king with anger set on, fire. 

Full of despite, and of melanoolie. 

Concerning eke the great fellonie 
Id his apport, like as he were wood, 

This worthy knight a little while stood 
Sad and demure, ere he would ought seme, 
But at last thus he said ayeine. 


The knightly ammr that Tideus yaui ayevie to the! 
king. 

" Certes” (quod he) “ I couceiue of new. 

About thee thy counsaile is vntrew, 

I dare it saine, and vow it at best, 

Ne thou art not faithfull of thy behest, 

Stable of thy word that thou hast said tofome. 

But deceinable, and falsely eke forsworne, 

And eke peij urate of thiue assured oth : 

But whether so be that thou be lefe or wrotb> 

I say thee shortly, hold it for no fage, ' 

All this shall toume vnto thy damage, 

Trist it well, and in fiiU ctniell wise ^ 

All Greekes lond shall vpon thee arise. 

To be auenged, and manly to redresse 
The great vntrouth and the high falsenesse 
Which that thou hast ayen thy brother wrought, 

Tt shall full dere after this be bought. 

And verily indeed, as thou shalt lere, 

Ejng Adrastus will meddle in this matere, 

And all the lords about him enuiron. 

That bounden be to his subjection. 

Princes, dukes, and many a noble knight# 

In susteining of thy brothers right, 

Shall on a day with spere and wi^h shield 
Ayenst thee be gadred in a field. 

Knightly to preue all by one assent, 

That thou art fals, and double of entent, 

Of thy promise atteint, and eke outrayed, 

And leue me well, it shall not be delayed, 

But in all hast execute in deede : 

Like thy desert, thou shalt haue thy meede, 

For God aboue and his rightwisenesse, 

Such open wrong shall in hast redresse. 

And of his might all such collusion 
Reforme ayeine, and all extortion, 

For this the fine, falshood shall not vailc, 

Ayenst trouth in field to holden battaile. 

Wrong IS crooked, both halt and lame, 

And here anone in my brothers name^ 

As I that am bis next allie. 

At his querele, shortly hdefie. 

Fully auised, with all mine hole entent. 

And ye lords, that been here present, 

I you require of your worthinesse, 

To say trouth and beare witnesse 
Whan time commeth, justly to record, 

How your king falsely gan discord 
From bis best of false vanaunce. 

And thinke on, how ye of faith and ligeaunce 
Are bound echoue, ye may not go therefro, 

For to obey and serue both two 
This next yeare, now anone following, 

As to your lord, and to your true king, 

Polimite, thongh he be now absent, 

By just accord made in Parliament, 

At your deuise, which sitten here a row, 

Engrossed was vp, as it is well know, 

And enrolled onely for witnesse 
In your registers to void all falsenesse, 

That none of you vary may of new 
From that I say, but if be be vntrew, 

For which I rede your selfe to aoquitc, 

Let no time lenger lie in respite. 

But at ones without more tarrying, 

Of manly force fet home your king, 

Haugre your fone, like as ye are bound, 
lod let in you no slouth be found 
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To put him justly in possession. 

This is my counsaile in conclusion.*^ 

How manly Ttdeus departed from the king^ 

Whan Tide us had his message saied, 

Like to the charge that was on him laied. 

As he that list no longer there sojoume, 

Fro the king he gan his face toume, 

Not astonied, nor m his herte aferde, 

But full pioudely layed bond on his swerde, 

And m dispite, who was lefe or loth, 

A Sterne pace through the hall he goth 
Through the court, and manly toke his stede, 

And out of Thebes fast gan him spede, 

Enhasting him, till he was at large. 

And sped him forth toward the lond of Arge. 

Thus leaue I him riding forth a while, 

Whiles that I retoume ayeine my stile 
Unto the king, which in the hall stood 
Emong his lords, furious and wood, 

And his herte wroth, and euill apaied 
Of the words that Tideus had saied. 

Specially baumg remembrance 
On the proud dispitous defiance, 

Whiles that he sat in his royall see, 

Upon which he would auenged bee 
Full cruelly, what that euer befall, 

And in his ire he gan to him call 
Cheefe constable of his chiualrie, 

Charging him fast for to hie, 

With all the worthy choise of his houshold, 

Such as he knew most manfull and hold, 

In all hast Tideus for to sue, 

Tofore or he out of his lond remne, 

Up peine of life, and lesing of hir head, 

Without mercy anone that he he dead. 

How falsely Ethiocles laid an ambushmerU in ike way 
to have slain Tideus in his repair, • 

And of knights fifty were in number. 

Mine author saith, vnwarely him to comber. 

Armed echone in maile and thicke stele. 

And therewithal! yhorsed wonder wele, 

At o posterne forth they gonne to ride, 

By a gein path, that lay out aside. 

Secretly, that no man hem aspy, 

Onely of treason, and of fellony, ' 

They hast hem ^tb all the long day 
Of cruell maJUce, for to stop Ins way. 

Through a forrest, all of one assent^ 

Full couertly for to lay a bushiaent 
Under an bill at a Strait passage, 

To feillen on him at more auanW^ 

The same way that Tideus gan draw^ 

At thilke mount where the Sphinx was slaw, , 

He nothing ware in his opinion, 

Of the compassed conspiraidon. 

But innocent, like a gentle knight^ 

Rode aye forth, till it drew tonight^ , 

Sole by himself without companie, 

Haning no man him to wise or gie. 

But at last, lifting vp his hede, 

Toward eiie he gan to take hede, 

Mid of his way, right as any line, 

Thought he saw ayenst the Mooue shine 
Shields fresh, and plates burned bright, 

The which enuiron, oast a great jigb^ 

Imagining in bis fantasie, 

There was treason or copsplraoje 


dS7 

Wrought by the king, his journey for to lette. 

And of all that he nothing sette, 

Bat well assured in his manly herte, 

List not ones aside to diuert, 

But kept his way, his shield vpon his brest, 

And cast his spere manly in the rest: 

How worthy Tideus out) ayed fifty kmghts^ lyi'ng in 
awdlfor to slaen him. 

And the first platly that he mette. 

Through the body proudly he him smette, 

That he fell dead, cheefe maister of hem all> 

And than at ones they vpon him ftill. 

On euery paas, by compasse enuiron. 

But Tideus through his high renoun. 

His bloody swerde let about him glide, 

He sleeth and killeth vpon euery side. 

In his ire and his mortall tene, 

That meruell it was how he might so sustene, 
Ayenst hem all on euery halfe beset. 

But his swerde was so sharpe whet, 

That his fomen found it full vnsoot. 

But he alas was made light on foo^ 

By force grounded in full great distresses 
But of knighthood and of high prowesse 
Up he rose, maugre all his fone, 

And as they came, he slough hem one by one. 

Like a lion rampant in his rage;, 

And on this hiU he foond a narrow passage, 

I Which that he tooke, of full high prudence, 

And liche a bore stonding at his defence. 

As bis fomen proudely him assaile, 

Upon the plein hir blood he made to rail^' 

All enuiron, that the soile waxe redde, 

Now here, now there, as they fellen dedde, 

That here lay one, and there lay two or three, 

So mercilesse in his crueltee 
I Thilke day he was vpon hem found, 

And at ones his enemy did confound, 

Wheie as he stood, this mighty champion. 

Beside he saw with water tonrued doun, . 

An huge stone, large, round and square, 

And sodainly ere that they were ware, 

I As it had lien there for the nones, 

Upon his foen he rolled it at ones. 

That ten of hem wenten unto wracke, 

I And the remenauiit amased, drew abacke, 

For one by one they went to mischance; 

Tims finally he brought to outrance 
Hem euerychone, Tideus as bliue, 

That none but one left of bem aliue, 

Himselfe yburt and ywounded kene. 

Through his bameis bleeding on the grene, 

The Iheban knights in compos round about. 

In the valley slaine all the whole i rout. 

Which pitous)y againe the Mooue gape, 

For none of hem shortly might escape, 

But dead echone, as* they haue deseru^, 

Saue one except,- the which was reserued 
By Tideus, of this ententioa 
To the king to make relation, 

How his knights hauc on hir jonroey sped, 

Euench of hem his life left for a 

And at meting how they haue hem borne. 

To tellen all, he assureil was and swome, 

, To Tideus, fully lowly on h4$ knee. 

By which ensantn^Je Openly yomay see, 
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How truth with little multitude hath euer in thejine^ 
victoi ij of faUJiood, ‘ 

Ayens trouth falshood hath no might, 

Figh on querels, not grounded vpon right, 

Without which may be no victory, 

For euery man haue this m memory, 

‘That great power shortly to cbnclude, 

Plenty of good, or great multitude. 

Sleight or engine, force or fellony, 

Ame too feeble to hold a champarty 
Ayenst trouth, who that list take heed 
For at end falshood may not speed 
Tendure long, ye shall find it thus, 

Record I take of worthy Tideus, 

That arted his bond thiogh troths excellence, ' 

Fifty knights slough in his defence^ 

But one except as I late told, 

Swome and assured, with his band vphold. 

The king tenforme how they were atieint : 

And Tideus of bleeding was wonder feint. 

Mate and weary, and in great distresse, 

And ouerlayd of verv feeblenesse, 

But as he might tho himselfe sustene. 

He tooke his horse stonding on the grene. 

Worthed vp, and forth he gan to ride 
An es^ie paas, with his wounds wide, 

' And feoothly yet, in his opinion, 

He was alway afei;de of treason. 

But anguishous, and full of busie peine. 

He rode hi A forth, till he did atteine 
Into the bounds of ligurgus lond, 

A worthy king, and manly of his bond, 

How Tideus all to wounded, came into Ligurguslond, 

And be full pale onely for lacke of blood, 

Tideus saw where a castle stood, 

Strong and mighty, built vpon a rocke, 

Toward which fast he gan approche, 

Conueighed thider by clerenesse of the stone, | 
That by night ayens the Moone shone, ! 

On high toures, with crestes marciall, i 

And joyning almost to the wall, I 

Was a gardein, little out beside, j 

Into which Tideus gan to nde ' 

Of aduenture, by a gate small. 

And there he found, for to reken all, 

A lusty erber, vnto his deuise, ' 

Sweet and fresh, like >a paradise, 

Uery heaiienly of inspectioun. 

And fiist of all he alight adoun, 

The goodly place whan that he beheld. 

And from his necke he voided hath his sheld, 

Drew the bridle firom his horse hede, 

Let him go, and tooke no manner hede. 

Through the garden that enclosed was, 

Him to pastnre on the soot gras, 

And Tideus more heauy than is ledde, 

Upon the hearbes greene, white, and redde. 

As him thought that time for the best, 

He layd him downe for to take his rest. 

Of wearmesse, desirous to sleepe, 

And none await his body for to keepe, 

And with dreames gnidged euer emong, 

There he lay till the larke song 
With notes new, high vp m the aire, 

The glad morrow rody and right fwre, 

Phebus also casting vp his beames. 

The high hils gilt with his streames. 


The sillier dew vpon the hearbes round, 

There Tideus lay vpon the cold ground, 

At vprist of the shene Sunne, 

And stoundmeale his greene wounds runne 
Round about, that the soile depeint 
Was of the greene with the red meint. 

How Vgurgus daughter found Tideus sleeping m the 
hei her, allfoi wounded. 

And euery morrow, for holesomnes of aire, 
Ligurgus doughter did make her repairef 
Of custome aye emong the floures new 
In the garden, of many a diuers hew, 

Such joy had she for to take hede, 

On her stalkes for so seene hem sprei^e, 

Tn the alures walking to and fro : 

And whan she had a little while go, 

Her selfe alone casting vp her sight. 

She beheld where an aimed knight 
Lay to rest him on the hearbes cold. 

And him beside she gan eke behold 
His mighty stede walking here and there, 

And she anon fell in a manner fere. 

Specially whan she saw the blood 
Spiad on the greene, about there she stood. 

But at last she caught hardinesse, 

And womanly gan her for to dresse 
Toward the knight, hauing a manner drede, 

And great doubt least that he were dede : 

And of her will soothly this was chiefe, 

That she thought for to make a priefe. 

How that it stood of this man full oft, 

And forth she goeth, and toucheth him soft, 

Where as he lay, with her bonds smale: 

And with a face deadly bleike and pafo, 

Liche as a man adawed in a swough,- 
He vp stert, and his swerde drough, 

Not fully out, but put it vp ayeine,' 

Anone as he hath the lady sein^. 

Beseeching her onely 6f her gracey 
To haue pity on his trespace, 

And rew on him of her womanhede. 

For of a fray he was fall in drede, 

Least he had been assayled of new 
Of the Thebanes, preued full vntrue, 

For drede of which he was so rechlees, 

Full humbly him yeelding to the pees, 

Tnst in himselfe, that he passed had his bounds.' 
And whan that she saw his mortall wounds, 

She had routh, of very gentillesse. 

Of his disease and his disttesse. 

And bad be should be nothing dismaied, 

Nor m herte sornfull nor affraied, 

Discomfort him in no manner thing, 

“ For r* (quod she) am doughter to the king* 
Called Ligurge, which greatly me delite 
Euery moirow this garden to visite, 

It IS to me so passingly dispoft. 

Wherefore*^ (quod she) ** beth of good <lomforl : 

‘ How womanly the lady acquit her to Tideus in his' 
disease. 

For no wight here touching your voyagf‘, 

Shall hinder you, ne doe you no damage* 

And if ye list of all your auenturc 
The plaine trouth vnto me discure, 

I will in sooth doe my businesse, 

To reforme your grfeeuous heauinesse, 
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With all my might, and whole my diligence, 

That I hope of your great offence. 

Ye shall haue helpe m your aduersite, 

And as ferreforth as it lieth in me, 

Tiusteth right well, ye shall no faut find ; 

And whan he saw that she was so kind, 

So womanly, so goodly and benigne, 

In all her port by many a diners signe, 

He vnto her by order will not spare, 

His auentures fully to declare 
In Thebes first touching his message. 

And at hill of the woody rage. 

Of his wounds and of hi*^ hurts sore. 

It were but vaine to rehearse it more, 

By and by he told it euerydele, 

The which in sooth she liked neuer adele. 

But had routh and compassion 

Of his mischeefe, wrought by false treason, 

Riding m hast, that he should her sue, 

And womanly, as her thought due. 

To a chamber she led him vp aloft. 

Full well beseine, there in a bed right soft, 

Richly abouten apparrailed, 

With cloth of gold all the floure irailed 
Of the same, both in length and brede, 

And first this lady, of her womanhede. 

Her women did bid, as goodly as they can, 

To be attendant vnto this wounded man, 

And whan he was vnarmed to his shcrt. 

She made first wash his wounds smert, 

ffota Tideus xsm ref) eshed m the castle of the lady. 

And serch hem well w^th diners instruments, 

And made fette sundry ointments, 

And leeches eke, the best she coud find, 

Full craftely to staunch him and to bind : 

And euery thing that may done him ease. 

To suage his peine, or his wo tapease, 

Was in the court and in the castle sought, 

And by her bidding to her chamber wrought, . 
And for his sake, she hath after sent 
For such deinties as were conuenient, 

Most nutritife by phisickes lore, 

Hem that were seke or wounded to restore, 
Making her woman eke to taken keepe, 

And await on him on nights whan he sleepe, 

And bee well ware that nothing astart, 

That was or might be lusty to his herte. 

And with all this, she prayed him abide, 

Till he weie strong and mighty for to ride, 

In the castle to play him and disport. 

And at kiser home,ayeine resort, 

Whan he might by welde him at his large, 

But all for naught he will home to Arge, 

Tooke his leaue on the next day. 

Without abode to bast him on his way, 

Lowly thanking vnto her goodnesse, 

Of her freedome and bounteous largesse. 

So womanly, that her list take heed 
Him to refresh in his great need, 

Behotmg her with all his full might, 

He would be her seruant and her true knight 
While he liueth, of what she will him charge. 
And forth he rode till he chine to Arge, 

fforo Tideus repnred h home to Arge, 

In full great hast, and woyld no where dwell. 
But what should I rehearse, either tell 


Of his repaire, the coasts or the pleines, 

The great rockes or the high mounteines, 

Or all the manere of his home comming, 

Of the meeting, nor the welcommmg. 

Nor the joy that Adrastus made, 

Nor how his suster or his wife were glade. 

Nor how that they, whereto should I write, 
Enbraced him in hir armes white, 

Nor the gadenng about him, or the prees, 

Nor the sorrow that Polimites 
Made in himselfe, to see him sore wounded. 
His greenons hurts, his sores eke vnsounded. 
His deadly looke, and Uis face pale. 

Of all this to gmne a new tale, 

It were m sooth a manner idlenesse 
Nor how himselfe in order did expresse, 

First how that he in Thebes hath him borne, 
Ne how the king falsely was foisworne, 

Nor of thawait nor treason that he sette, 

Whan fifty knights on the way him mette. 

As ye haue heard all the maneie how, 

Without which my tale is long ynow : 

But Adrstus made men to seach 
In euery coast for many a dmers leach, 

To come in hast, and make no tarrying 
Upon a peine, by bidding of the king 
To done hir craft, that he were recured, 

And of his force in euery part assured. 

And they echone so hir cunning shew, 

That in space of a dayes few 

He was all whole made of his sicknesse, 

There was tho joy, and than was ther gladness 
Throughout the court and tbiough al the toun 
For euery man hath such opinioun 
In Tideus, for his gentillesse. 

For his manhood, and his lowlinesse, 

That he was hold the most famous knight, 

And best beloued in euery mannes sight, 
Throughout Greece m euery region. 

But now must I make a digression, 

To tell shortly, as in sentement, 

Of tbilkc knight that 7'ideus hath sent. 

Into Thebes, oncly to declare 

Of the great mi >cheefe and the euill fare, 

Unto the king, how it is befall. 

The open trouth of his knights all. 

How Tideus bath slaine hem euerychone, 

That saue himselfe, there escaped none. 

Which was reserued from slieding of his bloodj 
'I'he king to tell plamely how it stood : 

And whan he had rehearsed euory poyut, 
Etbiocles stood in such disjoynt, ’ 

How Bthwcles sore was astonied, whan he hean 
death qf his knights. 

Of hateful! ire he irext nigh wood, 

And in his teene and in bis fell mood, 

Of cmell mallice to the knight he spake. 

And felly seid, that it was for iacke 
Onely of manhode, and through hir cowardise, 
That they were slaine in so moi tall wise, 

“ And hanged be he high by the oaoke, 

'fhat of your death or of your slaughter reck. 
Or you compleine, eyther one or aU, 

Of the mischeefe that is you befoH, 

I doe no force that none of you ast^ 

But sigh vpon your false coward herte, 

That o knight hath through his renooa 
Brought you all to confusioun, 



590 POEMS IMPUTED TO CHAUCER. 


Full gracelesse and fall vnhappy to 
“ Nay*’ (quod this knight) “ it is nothing so. 
It is thme vnhap plainly, and not ours. 

That so many worthy wamours, 

Which all hir life neuer had shame, 

Except this qnerele, taken in thy name, 

That grounded was, and rooted on falsenessc, 
This was cause in very soothnesse. 

Of our vnhap, 1 wot wele, and none other. 
With thme vntioath done vnto thy brother, 
And that thou were so openly forsworne, 

And percell cause, why that we were lome, 
Was fals breaking of thine assured oth.” 

And tho the king, mad almost for wroth. 

In purpose was for to slea this knight, 

Onely for he said vnto him right, 

The which alas, both at eue and morrow, 
Suppressed was with a deadly sorrow, 
Renning aye in his remembraunce. 

With the pitous and vnbappy chaunce 
Of the great mischeefe and misauenture. 
Touching the death and discomfiture 
Of his freres, and of himselfe also. 

That the shamefiist importable wo 
So was on him, with such a mortalf strife. 
That he was weary of his owne life, 

Kent he hath aswerd, and a«d6 stert, 

And roue himself euen to the herte, 

The king himselfe being tho present: 

And the rumour and the noise is went 
Through Thebes of the wood rage. 

By sitch as weren joyned by linage 
To the knightes, slaine at bill, 

That all at ones of one herte and will. 

They would haue arisen tliroughout the citie. 
Upon the king auenged for to be, 

Which of bir death was cheefe occasioun : 
But the barons and lords, of the toun 
Ful busie were this rumour and disease, 

Of high prudence, to stint and appease. 

In quiete euery thing to sette : 

And after that the bodies home they fette 
Of the knights, like as ye haue herd 
Afore ysfaine, with the bloody swerd 
Of Tideus, full Sharpe whet aad ground, 

And in the field, so as they hem found, 

Onely of loue, and of affecdoun, 

Soletunely they brought hem to the toun, 

And like the manere of the rites old, 

They were first brent into ashes cold, 

And each one yburied, like to his degre, 

Ix) here the kalends of aduersite, 

Sorrow vpon sorrow, and destruction. 

First of the king, and all the region. 

For lackc onely, like as I you told. 

That behests truly were not hold ; 

The first ground and root of this rume. 

As the story clerely shall determine. 

And my tale hereafter shall you lere, 

If that you list the remnaunt for to here. 


FINITUR PARS SRCUNDA^SEQCnTUR PARS TERTIA. 
O ciiuEn. Mars, full of melaucoly, 

Aud of thy kind, hote, combust, and dry, 

As the sparkles shewen from so ferre, 

By the streames of the red sterre, 
lu thy sphere as it about goth. 

What was cause that thou were so wroth 


With hem of Thebes, throgh whog fewient ire 
The city brent, and was set on fire. 

As bookes old well rehearse conne, 

Of cruell hate, rooted audbegonne. 

And engendred, the story maketh mind, 

Onely of blood corrupt and vnkind. 

By infection, called original]. 

Causing k strife dredefull and mortal!. 

Of which the misebeef thtough al Grece ran, 

And king Adrastus alderfirst began, 

Which hath him cast a conquest for to make 
Upon Thebes, for Polimites sake. 

In knightly wise there to preue his might, 

Of full entent to recure his right. 

And first of all he setle a parlement. 

And hath his letters and messengers sent 
Through Greece, to many sundry kings, » 

Hem to enhast, and make no lettings, 

And round about, as made is mention. 

He sent also to many a region 
For princes, dukes, earles, and barons. 

To taken vp in cities and in touues. 

And to cheseu (9ut the most hkehest, 

And such as weren preued for the best. 

As of manhood, and send hem vp ech one. 

And in hir bond recetue hir pay anone, 

With Adrastus to Thebes for to nde, 

And tho lords that with him abide 

The great puroeyaunce qf king Jdfastus tovocerd the 
city qf Thehesp 

In houshold 'still, haue hir leaue take 
To riden home, hir retourne to make 
In hir countries, as they wete of degre. 

To sustene hem, to take vp meine, 

And to make hem strong with knights and squercs. 
With spcrcs, bows, and arbalasteres. 

In all the bast possible that they may. 

And to retume in hir best an ay, 

At tearme set, full manly to be seine 
Toforne Arge moustren in a pleine ; 

The kings and princes that come to Adrastt/s, 

And as I rede full worthy of degre, 

Thider come first Prothonolope, 

The which was .by record of writing, 

Of Archade, sonne vnto the king, 

And full prudent found in warre and pees ; 

There came also the kipg Gilmichenes, 

As I find, full famous of renoun, 

Thider came eke the king Ipomedoun : 

And passing all of knighthood and of name^ 

And excelling by worthinesse of famp 
The noble king, called Campaneus, * 

Came eke to Arge, the story telletb thus, 

Proued full wele, and had riden fer: 

And thider come the king Meleager, 

King Genor ek^ tliat held his royall see, 

Mine author saith, in the lond of Greece : 

King Locris, and king Pirrus, 

And eke the king called Tortolonus, 

And renouned in many a region. 

There come the king call^ Palenon, 

Oft assayed, and found a manly knight, 

That with him broght in stele armed bright. 

Full many worthy out of his oountre. 

And Tideus most knightly for to see, 

That noble man, that worthy werriour, 

As he that was of worthinesse the fiour, 
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Master and mirrour by prowes of his bond, 

Hath sent also into the mighty lond 
Of Calcedoine, of which he was heire, 

That is his kingdome, both rich and feire^ 

Charging his counsaile and ojSicers also. 

In all the hast that it may be do, I 

To seeken ont the best werriours 
Of famous knights and proued souldeoars 
Tbrogh al the lond, and leid on hem this charge 
Without abode for to come to Arge: 

And they obey full lowly his bidding, 

Enhasting hem, and made no letting, 

But sped hem fast vpou hir joumy. 

And from Thebes the mighty strong city. 

Came doun knights, with many another man, 
Maugre the king, to helpe what they can, 

Considred first his falshood and treason, 

Ymeued onely of trouth and of reason, 

Polimites, as they were sworne of yore. 

To his crowne justly him restore : 

And whan they were at large out of the toun. 

Unto Arge they be descended doun. 

And like hir oth, and hir assurance, 

As they were bound only of ligeance, 

To him they come in full lowly wise, 

Lowly to done what him list deuise. 

And whan he had hir trouth full conceined. 

He hath to grace goodly hem receiued, 

Assigning hem hir place amid the hoast. 

Assembled there, from many a diuerse coast : 

That finally, in this company 
Ygadred was the flonre of cheualry, 

Ychosen out of all Greekes lond, 

The most knightly and manful! of her bond, 

That as I trow, sith the world began. 

There was not seene so many a manly man, 

So wele horsed with spere and with shield, 

Togider sembled sootbly in a field ? 

There men might see many strange guises 
Of arming new, and vnoouth deuises, 

Euery man after his iantasie, 

That if I should in order specific, 

Euery peece longing to arrauie. 

And thereupon doe my busie cure, 

It were in sooth almost a dayes werke, 

And the tearmes also been so derke. 

To rehearse hem clearely, and to rime, 

I passe ouerfor lacke of time. 

And tell I will forth of hir lodging, 

How Adrastus the noble worthy king, 

Hath euei y lord like fx) hb degree, 

Keceiucd wele within the citee, 

And there they had like to hir plcasaunce, 

Of what needeth fulsome habundance, 

For men and horse plenty of vitaile, 

Commaundmg that nothing ne fiule, 

That all these noble worthy werriours, 

Both high and low and pooresoqldiours, 

Yserued were of what they baue need, 

For Adrastus presently tooke heed, 

That it availetk a king to pay his people iruehj hr 
fond. 

Full lich a king, touching hhr tearme day, • 

That they tofbme were serued to hir pay. 

He was sq free he list nothing restraine/ 

And no mai^ had cause to complaine 
For hunger, thmst, ne for indigence. 

But all thing reedy was vnto hir presence ; 


And in a prince it is ful great repriefc, 

To suffer his people hue at mischiefe. 

It is ful heauy and greuous in hir thought. 

If he habound and they baue right nought^ 

He may not both possede body and herte, 

He to be rich and seene his people smart. 

He may the body, of power wel constrame. 

But hir herte hath a full long rame, 

Maugre his might, to louen at hir large. 

There may no king, on hertes set a charge, 

Ne hem coarten from hir libertee. 

Men saine ful often how that thought ts free. 

For which ech piince, lord and gouemour. 

And specially ech conquerour, 

Let him beware for all his high noblesse, 

That bounty, freedome, plenty, and largesse. 

By one accord that they his bndle lede, 

Least of his people, whan he hath most iiede, 

I He be defrauded, whan be is but alone. 

Than is too late for to make bis mone, 

But in his court let him first deuise 
To exile scarcehead and couetise. 

Than is likely with freedome if he ginne 
Loue of his people euennore to winne, 

To reigne long m honour and contune, 

Aye to encrease by fauour of fortune, 

And bis enemies manly to oppresse, 

For loue is more than great richesse. 

How loue cevaileth more to a king, than gold or riches* 
Gkild faileth oft, but loue will abide. 

For life or death by a lords side, 

And the treasoiir shortly of a king 
Stondeth in loue aboue all thing, 

Farewell lordship both morrow and eue, 

Specially whan loue taketh hisleue. 

And who so list it mirrour for to make 
Of knightly freedome, let him ensample taka 
Of Adrastus, the manly king famous, 

So libcrall and so bounteous 
Unto bis people at all times found. 

Which made him strong;, his fomen to confound. 
And loue ouly, bis enemies to werrey. 

All Greece made his bidding to obey, 

Of one accord to knightly by his side, 

All at ones to Thebes for to ride, 

For tauenge, sith they were so strong, . 

The great injury and impoi table wrong 
Unto his sonne, and to his next allie, 

As ye to fome liaue heard me specific. 

But whiles Greekes rest a time m pees, 

I will resort voto Ethiocles, 

Which in Thebes warely bath espied, 

By his friends as be was certified 
Of the Greekes wholly the ordinaunce, 

Hir purpose eke, and hir purueyaunce, 

And thereof had In herte a manner drede, 

And first he tooke his counsaile and his rede 
How Etktocles made him strong ayenst tM crrmxngot 
the Greeks, 

Of the lords aud barons of the toun. 

And of the wisest of his regioun, 

How he might maken resistence. 

Manly to stouden at defence, 

To be so strong that there were no doojt: 

And in the countiies adjacent about, 

[ And eke also in foreinef regions 
He hath withhold all the champions. 

And thereupon he sent out his espies, 

And his friends, and his next allies, 
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And all the woithy dwelling enuiroun 
Young, fresh, and lusty, he gadred to the toun, 
Maskewcd his wals and his toures. 

And stuffed hem with manly souldeours, 

Round about he set many gotincs. 

Great and small, and some large as tonnes, 

In his hasty passing fernent heat, 

He spent his treasour, and yaue yefts great 
Unto knights, and worthy men of name, 

And euermore to enciease his fame, 

He yane to lords jewels manyfold, 

Clothes of nelnet, damaske, and of gold, 

To get him hertes, soothly as I rede, 

To helpe him now in his great nede. 

And prudently purueyed him tofome 
Of flesh, of fish, of wine, and of come, 

Set his captaines early and late 

With full great stuff stonding at euery gate, 

And made atlso by werkemen that were trew. 
Barbicans, and bulw erkes strong and new, 
Barreres, cbeines and ditches wonder deepe, 
Making his auow the city for to keepe, 

While he Iiueth, despite of all his fone, 

And by his gods of mettall ahd of stone, 

■Full oft he swore both of hcrte and thought, 

That it shall first full deare ben ybonght. 

And many a man, with polax, swerd, and knife, 
Before this towne shall first lese his life, 

And there shall eke many sides blede, 

Ere that his brother possibly possede 
The toun in pees, like as Greekes wene: 

But at end the trouth it shall be sene, 
let him beware, and welo tofome prouide 
For Adrastus on that other side 
For his party was not negligent. 

But on a day held his parlement. 

All his lords sitting enuiron, 

To driue shorteley a pleine conclusion. 

And vp tapoiut the fine of hir entent, 

But some thought it full expedient, 

Ere they precede, to werke by thauise 
Of one that was full prudent and wise, 

And circumspect in bis werkes all, 

A worthy bishop into age fall. 

And called was sothly by bis name 
Amphiorax, of whom the groat fame, 

How the btskop Am^'horax was sont for to come unto 
the Greeks* 

Through all the lands, both cast and south, 

Among the Greekes passingly was couth, 

A man in soth of old antiquity. 

And most accept of authority. 

First by reason of his high estate, 

And eke he was so fortunate, 

And in h’s werkes was also secre 
With the gods," knowing hir pruutie, 

By graunt of whom, as bookes specific, 

He had a spirit of trew prophecie, 

And coud afome full opfenly diuine 
Things begOD, how they should fine, 

And eke by craft of calcnlation 
Yeue a doome of euery question, 

And had in magike great experience, 

And find coud by lieauenly influence, 

And by mening of the high sterres, ’ 

A finall doome of conteke and of werres. 


The pi ophecy of Amphwrax the bishop. 

And wist well, as bis gods told, 

That if Greekes forth hir journey hold, 

It toume shall platly, this is no fage, 

To great mischeefe and great damage 
Of hem echone, and m especiall, 

The most blood, right of the blood royal! 

Through all Greece, it may not be withdraw 
In this voyage shortly shall be slaw, 

And of him, why the Greekes wente. 

Who that eiier wept him or bemente, 

This IS the fine, and may not be succoured, 

Of the earth he should be deuoured 
Quicke as he was, he knew it in certaine, 

And for he saw there nas none other gaine. 

To saue his life, nor no bette defence, 

Than vtterly to withdraw his pre'ience, 

Praying his wife for him to prouide, 

If he weie sought, that she should him hide. 

And womanly for to keep© bioi close. 

And of tiouth conceding his puipose, 

For all his trust, touching his greuaunce. 

Was full set in her purueyaunce, 

I hope to God, that he there not drede 
Of no deceit, in her womanhede, 

She was so true, as women been echone, 

And also close and muet as a stone, 

That she ne would, as the mill stood, 

Oiscuren him for no worlds good. 

But finally, the Greekes of entent, 

In all his drede baue for this bishop sent. 

How the wife of Amphiorax, of conscience to save her 
oath, discured hei husband, 

j And soughteu so long, ere they might him find, 
For cause bis wife was to him so kind. 

That so surely hath locked vp his corps, 

But for she had a manner remors 
In her selfe, greuing her conscience, 

Dreding to fall in great offence, 

Least her soule were m peri 11 lome, 

Whan she by oth compelled was and swornc, 

They requiring, if she coud tell, 

Where her lord the bishop should dwell. 

Which to discure, her herte was full loth, 

Till time she gan remember on her oth, 

And coud a trouth of custome not denie, 

And had also great conscience to he, 

Wondei heauy, with a sorrifull face, 

Maugre her lust, taught hem to the place 
Where as he was shitte vp in a toure. 

All alone, hamng no succour, 

They fell ou him, ere that he was ware, 

And set him vp m a full rich chare. 

A foole he was to jeoparde his life, 

For to discure his counsaile to his wife, 

And yet she was full sorry for his sake, 

And specially whan she saw him take: 

But I hope that her heauiuesse 
Gan tassuage full soone by p^esse 
In short time, whan that he was gone, 

There is no tempest may lest euer in one; 

But this bishop by very force and might 
Unto Greukes conneyed was full right, 

This bore grey in his chaire sitting. 

And they full glad weren of his comming, 

Hauing a trist and full opinion. 

Through the cansq and occasion 
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Of his wisdoifte and his sapience, 

And by vertne of his high prescience, 

They should eschue all aduersity 
Possible to fell as in hir joumy, 

And as the story fully hath demsed, 
full circumspect, and right wele auised, 

He hath pronouuced m the parlement, 

Tofore the lords, and the president, 

His cleare conceit in very sikemesse, 

Not entriked with no doublenesse, 

Hir dismall dayes, and hir fatall houres, 

Hir auentures, and hir sharpe shoures. 

The froward sort, and vnbappy stounds, 

The complaint of hir deadly wounds. 

The wofuU wrath and the contrariosty, 

Of fell Mars, and his cruelty, 

And how by meane of his grey mood 
I'here shall be shed all the worthy blood 
Of the Greekes, it may not ben eschued. 

If hir puipose.be execute and sued. 

There is no more, this shall be the fine, 

The high noblesse shall draw to decline 
Of Grekes blood, in niischeefe, sonow^ and wo, 
And with aU this, d my selfe also, 

As my fate hath before disposed, 

3Deepe m the ground d ahstU be enclosed 
And locked vp inithe derke vale 
Of ciuell death : lo this was the tale 
That the bishop to Adrastus told, 

Him counsailing his purpose to withhold, 

In escheuiqg of more mischeefe and sorrow. 

For all his gods he tooke to borrow, 

If the Thebans and the Greekes meet, 

The fine thereof shall be so vnsweet, 

ITiat.all Greece after shall it rew, 

Warning hem, if they the mischeefe knew 
That shall follow, which no man may lettei 
They would abstaine a siege for to sette 
Unto Thebes, and hir purpose leue. 

With whose wqids the lords gan hem greue, 
And therein had but full small delite, 

And euerich of heartely high despite, 

They abreide, and seid be was vntrew. 

And a contreuer of prophecies new. 

And eke also, for all his long herd, 

An old dotard, a coward, and aferd. 

And of rancour gonne to defie 
Both his calcling and liis astronomic,, 

And ^hortely said, they took therof none hede, 
Ne will no thing goueme hem by his rede. 

This was the clamour and noise in enery coast 
Of high and low, throughout all the hoast^ 

And specially of the powe souldiours, * 

And of lordes reigning in hir floms, 

And of estates efiectuelly Imeae, . 

Which of age were hut tender aud grenej 
That haue not had of Marces 
Of the werre gres/t experienqe. 

Here if ye list ye may consider and sec, 

Of coueiting, great aduersitee, 

How that youth no perill cast afbroe. 

Till he in mischeefe snddainly be lorn^ 

There as age prouideth euery* thing, 

Ere he begin to ca&ten tbe ending. ^ 

JSbw age and youth hen qf diverse opimns* 

Youth is gouemed by a large reine, 

To stert forth, and can him not refreine. 

But of head aet on all at ones, 

Afi he jbhat l^urUl^ ^yenst hiurd stones^ 
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Broseth himselfe, and vnwarely perbraketh : 

But age expert, nothing vndertaketh. 

But he toforne by good discretion 
Make a due examination , 

How it will toume cither to bad or good: 

But youth, as fast as stirred is the blood, 

Tak^ emprises of hasty wilfulnesse, 
loy at ginning, the -end is wretchednesse. 

The old prudent in all bis gouemaunce, 

Full long aforne maketh purueyaunce: 

' But youth alas by counseil will not werke, 

For which full oft he stumbletb m the derke* 

Thus selde is seene, tbe trouth to termme. 

That age and youth draw by o hue. 

And where that folly hath dominatioif, 

Wisdome is put in subjection : 

JSow that wisdom without supportation avalleth little 
or nougkU 

Like as this bishop with al his high prudence, 

For cause he might haue none audience, 

All his wisedome and his prophecy 
Of the Greekes was holden but folly, 

For though Plato, and wise Socrates 
Morall Seneke, and Diogenes, 

Albumaser, and prudent Theolonee, 

And Tullius, that had soueraintee 
Whylome in Rome, as of eloquence, 

Though all these, shortly in sentence. 

Were aliue, most cunning and expert, 

And notman list hir counsaile to aduert. 

Nor of , hir sawes for to .taken heed. 

What might anaile, and it come to need : 

For whereas prudence can find no succoui;, 

And prouidence hath no feuour, 

Farewell wisedome, and farewell discretioD, 

For lacke onely of supportatiou. 

For vnsupported with his lockes^hore, 

Amphiorax sighen gan fell sore, 

With hed eoclined, and many an heuy thought, . 
Whan that he saw his counsail stood for noughts 
For vtterly, the Greekes, as I told, 

Haue fully «ast hir journey for to yhold, 

Made hem ready, and gonne for to hostey 
Toward Thebes, tbe city for to werrey. 

And in Greece will no lenger tarry. 

And forth with hem Amphiorax they cany, 

Set in his chairc with a dolefull herte, 

Whan he wist he might not astert 
Of his fete the disposition. 

And hosteying into the region 
Of Ligurge, Greekes can approche 
A sundry lond, with many a craggy roebe. 

But all the way soothly tb^t they gone. 

For horse ne man water was there none, 

So dry were tbe valleyes aQd4:be^leineSt 
For all that yeare they had had no reines. 

But fell great drougtb, as made is meutioa, 

And all & load searching euuiron. 

The gireod mischief that the Greehs had for defavi^ 
qf water* 

They notber found well ne rlnerey' 

Hem to refresh, nor water that was clere. 

That they alas no refute ne conne, 

^ importable was the shene "Sonne, 

• So hote on hem, in fbulds where they 
, That for misch^e luep jind hptso they dey^ 

• Go 
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^Gaping full dry vpward into the south, 

'And some putteu hir swerdes in hir mouth, 

And speare heads, in story as it is told, 

Tassaage hir tharst with the yrou cold, 

And of his life full many one despeired. 

In this mischeefe is home ageme lepeired : 

Till on a day worthy Tidcus, 

And with him eke the king Campaneus 
Of purpose rode throughout the couutree, 

If they might any water see, 

From coast to coast, both ferre and nere. 

Till of fortune they entred an herbere, 

With trees shadowed fro the Sunne shene. 

Full pf doures, and of hearbes grene. 

Wonder holesome of sight and aire, 

Therein a lady, that passingly was faire. 

Sitting as tho vnder a laurer tree. 

And in her armes a little child had she, 

Full gracious of looke and of visage, 

And was also wonder tender of age, 

Sonne of the king, home to succede, 

Called Ijgurgus, in story as we rede, 

Whose hertes joy, and worldly eke disport. 

All his mirth eke, pleasance, and comfort. 

Was m this child of excellent fairenesse: 

And this lady mirrour of semelinesse. 

All sodainly, as she cast vp her sight, 

Upon hi8 st^e saw an armed knight, 
preatly abashed, gan her anOft remue. 

But Tideus gan after fast to sue: 

How Tideus complained to the lady in ihp Jierber 
for water* 

And said ** Suster, beth nothing dismaled 
In your selfe, displeased, nor aSraied, 

For we are come onely to this place, 

You to beseech of mercy and of grace. 

Us to succour in our great need, 

Declaring you how it stand indeed : 

Here fast by, almost at bond. 

The worthiest of all Greeks lend, 

Kings, pnnees, he lodged in the field, 

And many Other with polaxand with shield, 

Which in mischeef, perill, and great drede, 

For want of water, are likely to be dede, 

For there was none of high ne low degree, 

Tn all oynr boost, now passed dayes three. 

That dranke al^, 1 except none estate. 

Our fate is so mfortunate. 

Praying you of womanly pitee, 

. Benignely and graciously to see. 

How of Greece all the cheualry 
pf hir lines stonds in ieopardy. 

That ye would of womanhood tell, 

Jf ye know any riner, spring, or well, 
iSpecially now m our care, 

6f gentiUesse rnto vs declare, 

Lo here is all, if ye lust to heare. 

That 1 will seine, mine own suster deare.’’ 

And whan this lady, inly vertuoos, 

The complaint heard worthy Tideus, 

Of very pity chaungeth chere and hew. 

And in her herte ypop his wo gan rew, 

And full goodly, peeing his distress, 

ISaid vnto him m all his heauinesse. 

Boro the lady courteously hroau^ht Tdeus ^o the well, 

** Certes” (quod •ihe) ** if I were at large. 

Touching this child, which I haue in charge, 


I should in hast of all that doth you greue, 

To my power helpe you and releue, 

Onely of routh, and of compassion, 

And leue all other occupation, 

Conuey you, and be your true guide. 

To a rmer, but little here beside, 

But I dare not so much me assure, 

This httlc child to put in aduenture, 

I am so fearefull from it to depart, 

But for your sake yet I shall doe part 
My life, my death, of true affection, 

To prouide for your saluation:” 

Tooke the child, and leid it in her lap, 

And nchely in clothes gan it wrap. 

And couched it among the herbes sote. 

And leid about many an holesome rote, 

And floures eke, botii blew and rede. 

And supprised with a manere of drede, 

With Tideus forth anon she went, 

As she in troutb, that no treason ment, 

And on her wey would neuer dwell, 

Till she him brought to a right faire well, 

And to a riuer of water full habound, 

But who was glad, and who was tho jocound 
But Tideus, seeing the riuer, 

Which in alf hast sent his messauger 
To Adrastus, and bad him not abide, 

But downe descend to the riuer side, 

With all his boast, licour for to haue 

At this riuer, hir hues for to saue- 

And they enhasted hem, making noae abode. 

All at ones to the riuer 

For to drinke,* they had so great lust 

Of appetite, for to staunch Mr thurst, 

And some dranke, and found it did hem good, 
And some were so feruent and so wood 
Upon the water, that in sikemesse. 

Through vndiscreet and hasty gre^inesse. 
Out of measure the water so they dnnkc, 
That they fell dead euen vpon the brinke, 

And some naked into the riuer runne. 

Only for heat of the summer Sunne, 

To bathen hem, the water was so cold. 

And some also, as 1 haue you told, 

I meane fho that prudent were and wise, 

The water dranke in measurable w^e, 

That of the thurst they haue before endured, 
They were refreshed fully and recured : 

And Greekes than, of high and low degree. 

For hir profitc, and hir commoditee, 

Compasse the riuer, christalin of sight. 

Of one accord they hir tents pight, 

To rest hem there m reles of hir peine, 

Onely the space of a day or tweino. 

And whiles Grekes vpon the riuer lay, 

This Tideus vpon the same day. 

Full knightly hath done his diligtince, 

This yong lady with great reuerence, 

To Adrastus goodly to present, 

At whose comming the king himselfe went, 
Again her, she felling doun on knees, 

All tbestates tho present and degrees. 

Of Grek^ lend absent was not one, 

And in his armi,^ tooke her vp anon. 

Thanking her of her bejinesse. 

Of her labour, and her kindnesse, 

Behoting her like as he was hold, 

If any thing pleinly that she wold, 

That he may don she should it redy find. 

And also Greekes all, the story maketh mind, 
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Of thes,tates being tho present, 

Thanked her with all hir hoUe entent. 

For the freshing done to many a Gieke, 

And for hir pait they behight her eke, 

With liir bodies and goods both two, 

What her Ust commaurid hem for to do, 

To be i,edy partly and not faile. 

And here my anctour maketh rehersaile, 

That this lady so faire vpon to se, 

Of whom the name was Isiphile, 

To Adrastus told as ye may rede, 

Lineally, thestocke of her kinrede, 

Sometime how she a kings donghter was, 
Rehersmg to him all the holle caas, 

First how that she out of her countree went, 
Shortly for she wol nat assent. 

To execute a conspiracion, 

Made by the women of that region, 

A thing contrary agein all right, 

That ech of hem vpon a certain night, 

By one accord shall warely take kepe, 

Fader, brother, and husbands in hir slepe. 
With kniues sharpe and rasours kene, 

Kitte hir thortes in that mortall tene : 

Unto this fine as Bochas tell can, 

In all that land be not found a man, 

But slaine echone, to this conclusion, 

That women plight haue dominacion, 

In that kingdome, and reigne at liberte, 

And on no partes intei rupted be. 

But for this lady passing debonaire, 

To this matere was froward and contraire. 
Kept her fader that he was not slawe. 

But from the death preserued and withdraw, 
For which alas she fled countree. 

And of a pirat taken in the see, 

To king Ligurgus brought in all her 
And for her trouth and herwomanhed. 

To her he tooke his yong child to keepe, 
Which in the berber she left alone to slepe. 
Whan Tideus she brought to the welL 
And by la son, some bookes tell, 

That this lady had sonnes two, r 

Whan that he,' and Heicules also, 

Toward Colcbo?, by her countiee came, 

For taccomplbh the conquest of the ram. 
But who that list by and by to see, 

The story holle pf Isophilee, 

Her fadres name of which also I vmte. 
Though some sein, he named was Thorite, 
And some bookes TJermofr eke him call. 

But to know the auentures all. 

Of this lady Isophile the toe. 

So faithfull aye and inly debonaire, 

Loke on the boke that lohn Bochas made. 
Whilom, of women with rhetoriques glade. 
And direct by full souereigne stile. 

To faire lane, the queeno of Cesile, 

Rede there the Rubrike of Isopbde, 

Of her trouth and of her bounte. 

Full craftily compiled for her sake. 

And whan that she her leue hath take 
Of Adrastus, homeward in her wey, 

Tideus ganier to conuey, 

To the gardein till she is repeyred. 

But now alas my matere is debited, 

Of all joy, and of all wilfulnesse, 

And destitute of all mirth and gladneisse, 
For DOW of wo begin the shaipe houres, 
for tins lady hath«fbtmd among the doures, 


Bow the chid was slcan of a fold serpent in the 
her her » 

Her Utel childe turned vp the face, 

Slam of a serpent in the selfe place. 

Her taile burled with scales siluer shene, 

The venim was so persing and so kene 
So mortall eke the perilous violence. 

Caused alas through her long absence. 

She was to slow homeward for to hie : 

But now can she, but wepe, waile, and crie. 

Now can she naught but sigh and compleme, 

And wofully wring her bonds tweine, 

Dedly of looke, pale office and chere, 

And gan to rende her gilt tresses clere, 

And oft sithe gan to say Alas, 

1 wofull wretch vnhappy in this caas, 

What shall I do or whider shall I toume. 

For this the fine if I here sojoume, 

I wote right well, I may it‘not escape. 

The piteous fate that is for me shape, 

Socrour is there none, ne none other rede, 

Liche to my desert but that I mote be d^c, 

For through my sleuth and my negligence, 

I I haue alas done to great offence. 

That my guilte, I may it not excuse, 

Shal to the king of treason me accuse, 

Through my offence and slouth both two, 

His sonne is ded and his heire also. 

Which he loued more than al his good. 

For treasour none so nigh his herte stood. 

Nor was so depe graue in his courage, 

That he is likely to fallen in a rage. 

Whan it is so mine odious offence, 

Reported be vnto his audience. 

So importable shall be his heauinesse. 

And well wot I in verray sothfiastnesse, 

That whan the queen hath this thing aspied. 

To mine excuse it may not be deni^, 

I doubt it nat there geineth no pite, ' 

Without respite she will auenged be. 

On me alas as I haue deseru^, 

That from the death I piuy be preserued, 

Nother by bill nor by supplication. 

For the rage of my transgression, 

Requireth death, and none other mede,*’ 

And thus alas she quaking in her drede. 

None other helpe ne remedy can. 

But dremt in sorow to the Grekes she ran, 

Of hertely woo, face, and chere distreined. 

And her cheekes with wepiug albereined, 

In hie affray distraught and furious, 

Tofore all thoste she came to Tideus, 

Fell on knees and gan her compleint make, 

And told pleinly that for the CK’ekes sake. 

She must be ded, and shortly in substaunce; 
Rebersiug him, the ground of her greuauncC] 
First how by traines of a false serpent, 

The child was slaine whan she was absent: 

And whan that he her mischief vnderstood. 

In what'di^oint and pet ill that she stood, * 

Unto her full knightly he behight, 

To helpe and further all that euer he might, 

Her pitious woo to stinten and appease. 

And for to find vnto her disease, 

Hasty comfoit, be went a fiill great pans 
To Adrastus and told him all th# caas. 

Of this vnhappy wofuU aMjenture, 

Beseeching hua to doop his hesy cure, 
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As he was bound of equitc and right, 

And eke aduertise and to haue a sight 
How she quitte her to Gr^kes here toforne, 

That they were likely to haue ben lome, 

The succour voide of her womanbede, 

For which he must of knighthood take hede. 

To retnedien this vnhappy thing. 

And Adrastus like a worthy king, 

Taquite himselfe, the story maketh mind, 

To this lady will not be found vnkind, 

Neither for coste ne for no tranaile. 

But besy was in all that might auatle, 

To her succour considred all things, 

And by tbauise of al the worthy kings, 

Of Grekes lend they ben accorded thus, 

Princes, dukes, and with hem Tideus, 

To hold hir way, and all at ones ride. 

To Ligurgus dwelling there beside. 

Of one enteut if they may purchace, 

In any wise for to get grace, 

For this lady called Isophilee, 

They would assay if it might be. 

And to his palaice full roially built of stone, 

The worthy Grekes came riding eucrichone, 

Euery lord full freshly on his stede, 

And Ligurgus example of manlyhede, 

Anon as he knew of hir commiug, 

Tacquite himselfe like a gentill king, 

Ageiu hem went to mete hem on the way, 

Fnl wel besein and in good aray, 

Recciumg hem with a full knightly chere. 

And to Adrastus, said as ye shall here ; 

“ Cosiu” (quod be, and gan him to embrace) 

“ Ye be welcome to your owne pl^ce. 

Thanking bertely to your high noblesse. 

That so goodly of your gentillesse. 

Towards me ye list you to acquite, 

Your selfe this day your cosin to visite, 

In this cagtell to take your lodging, 

That neuer yet I was so glad of thmg. 

In all my life, and thereto here my trouth, 

And euer more there shall be no slouth. 

That the chambres and the large toures, 

Shall be deliuered to your herberioures, 

That euery lord as he is of degree, 

Unto his lodging assigned shall bee. 

Your officers let heih selfe deuise^ 

Yf thei housing largely may suffise, 

To you and yours, streteben and atteine, 

That none estate baue cause to compleln^^ 

And all your host lodged here beside. 

Which ententifely vpon you abide. 

Let hem fet by my auctority, 

Uitaile inough heje in my city, 

And al that may hem succour or sane, 

And at a word al that euer I haue 

Is full and hoHe at your commaundement.*' 

jHbto Adiostus und all the states ef Grekes pretderf, 
Ligurgus for the life of Jsophile, 

(Ouod Adrastus) ** That is not our entent. 

Nor no part cause of our comming. 

For we be come all for another thing, 

A certem gift of you to requere, 

Beuignely if ye list to here, 

Which may Grekes passingly auaile, 

Of our request if we do not faile. 

Which we dare not openly expresse, 

Withouten t^t ye will of your gentillesse, 


Youi graont affirme, confermc, and ratifie, 

Than were we bold it to specific.*’ 

(Quod Ligurgus) What thing euer it be, 

Not excepted but onely things three, 

The first is this it touche not my life. 

My yong sonne pleinly, nor my wife, . 

Take all ray good and what ye list prouidc. 

Of my treasour, and set these thing aside. 

All the surplus I compt nat a mite.” 

Thau Adrastus astonied was a bte. 

Whan Ligurgus in conclusion, 

Of his sonne made exception. 

And whiles they treat thus in fere, 

There came forth one with a wofull chere. 

Of face and looke, pale, and nothing red, 

And loud crieth, “ The kings sonne is ded, 

Alas the while that whilom was so feire. 

After Ligurgus home to ben bis heirej 
The which alas hath yolden vp the breath 
Of a serpent stong vnto the death, 

And with his wound new fresh and greene. 

In the herber lieth that pity is to seene, 

And hath so hen almost all this day.” 

But whan Ligurgus heard this affiay, 

And wist his child was dead and had no mo, 

Little wonder though that he was wo, 

Fofsodainly the importable smart 
Ran anon and bent him by the herte, 

The soroto that king Ligurgus made for the death qf 
his chid, and the lamentaiion qf the tjueen. 

That for constraint of his deadly peine, 

Throughout he felt coruen euery yeine^ 

'Fhe rage gan mine on him so depe, 

That be coud not but sobbe, sigh, jind wepe. 

And with the noise and lamentacioun, 

The quene distraught is descended doun. 

And whau she knew the ground of all this sorrow, 

It needed her no teares for to hprowp 
But twenty time a row^ 

A swound she fell to the ^artb low, 

And stoundmell for this mischaunce, 

Still as a stone she lieth in a traunce. 

But whan the child into court was brought 
Tofore ligurgus, alas I wite him nought. 

Upon the corpg with a mortal! face 
He fell atones, and gan it to embrace. 

Sore to gnpse, and agein vp slert; 

Than wfian Adrastus this thing can aduert, 

Of kingly routh and compassioun, 

From his eyen the teaies fell adoun, 

Eke kiugs, dukes, that about stood, 

Onely of pity that is in gentill blood, 

No power had the teares to restreine, 

That on hir cheekes doune began to reinc, 

But all a day would uot suflBise, 

All hir sorowes in order to deuise, 

First of tlie king, and the queene also, 

To tellen al I should newer haue do> 

Not in the space almost of an houre. 

But whan the stormes and theteary sboure, 

Of hir weping was somewhat ouergone, 

Tbelitel corps was grauen ruder stone, 

And Adrastus in the same tide, 

Ligurgus toke a litel out a aide. 

And fall wisely with bis prudent speeb, 

The queeue present gan him for to tech, 

That so to sorow, auaile may right nought, 

To murdre himself with his owne thought^ 
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Ayeiast d^ath may be no reonre, 

Though in wo perpetually endure, 

A1 helpeth not whan the soule is go, 

“ And our life here, thus taketh heed thereto, 

Is but an exile and a pilgrimage, 

Ful of turment and of bitter rage, 

Liche see renning to and fro, 

Suing an ebbe whan the flood is do, 

Litel space abiding at full. 

Of whose sojoume the pope yeueth no bull. 

For king is none, duke, ne emperour, 

That may him shroud ayenst his fatal shour. 

Of cruel Death whan him list manace. 

To marke a man with his mortall mace, 

Than geineth not to his saluation, 

Neither franchise, ne protection, 

And littel or nought may helpen in this caas, 
Saufeondit eyther supersedeas. 

For m this world who so loketh aright. 

Is none so great of power nor of might, 

None so rich, shortly nor so bold. 

That he must die either yong or old, 

And who in youth passeth his passage, 

He escaped is all 'the wood rage, 

Ail sorrow, all trouble of this present life. 
Replenish^ with conteke warre and strife. 
Which seld or neuer standeth in surete: 
Wherefore best is, as it seemeth me, 

No man grutch, but of high prudence. 

The sonde of God he taketh m patience, 

And ye that been so wise and manly to, 

Your selfe to drowne in torment and in wo. 

For losse of thing and ye list to see, 

That in no wise' may recured bee, 

Is great folly and vndiscretioun.** 

And thus Adrastus hath conueyed doun 
The substance whole of that he would say. 

Till that he found a time for to pray 
Gonuenient for Tsophilee, 

Beseching him for to haue pite, 

Of that she hath offended his highnesse. 

Not wilfully but of reckelesness^ 

First that he would his domes so diuide, 

Mercy preferre and set right aside, 

At request and prayer of hem all. 

Of this vnhap and misobeefe that is fall, 

By hasty rigour not to doe vengeaunce. 

But thinke afome in his pumcyaunce, 

Who to wretches doth mercy in hir drede, 

Shall mercy And whan he hath most nede : 

And sith he bath power might and space. 

Let him take this lady into his grace, 

For lacke of roeth that she nat thus die. 

But tho the quene gan again replie. 

How the queen wiU dilate have the serpent dead. 

And platly said as in this matere : 

<< Auaileth neither request, nor prayere, 

Pite, mercy, nor remission, 

But if It be by this condidon> 

That the serpent cause of albsorow, 

Through his labour lay his bed to borow ; 

This is flnall and vtter reeompeace, 

To find grace for her great offence. 

Or elles sbortl^i^, shede blood fi>r blood.” 

And whan Gr^kes her answere vnderstood, 

Of one accord in hir best wise, 

Toke on hem this auenturous emprise. 

For loner onely of Isophile, 

And goQ to ride enuiron the contre, 
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By hilles, valeis, roches, and caues, 

In diches darke, and in old graues, . 

By euery cost serchmg vp and doun^ 

Till at last full famous of renoun. 

The woithy knight Parthonolope, 

Was the first that liapped for to se 
This hidous serpent by anuer side. 

Great and horrible, steme and full of pride 
Under a roch by a banke lowe, 

And in all hast be bent a sturdy bowe, 

And therein set an arowe filed keue. 

And through the body spotted blew and grene, 

Bow Farihonolope slew the serpent. 

Full mighty he made it for to glide. 

And hent out a swerde hanging by his side,. 
Smote of his bed and anon it hen^ 

And therwithal gan the queene present, 
Wherethrough parcel she gan tasswage : 

And thus of prowesse and of high corage, 

This manly man, this Parthonolope, 

Hath reconciled faire Isophile, 

Unto grace fully of the queene. 

Her ire voided and her old tene. 

And by Adrastus mediacion. 

King Ligurgus graunted a pardon 
To this lady, from all daunger fre. 

She was restored to her libeite, 

In his palaice all her life to dwell. 

Though lohn Boebas the contrary tell : 

For this auctour affirmeth out of drede. 

That whan the child was by the serpent dede, 
She durst not fur her great offence, 

Neuer after come m presence 
Of Ligurgus, but of eotention. 

Fled anon out 6f that region, 

At herte she tooke the chddes death so sore : 
What felle of her, find I can no more, 

Than ye haue herde afoine me specific. 

And the kingdome, but if bookes lie, 

JV'ofa, de IJgurgo rege Tracece. 

Of Licurgus, called was TtflOe, 

And as I rede, in an other place, 

He was the same mighty champion, 

To Athenes that came With Palamon 
Ayenst his brother that called was Arcite,' 

Yied in bis chaire with iiii. holies white. 

Upon bis bed a wreth of gold full fine. 

And X find eke how Bachus god of wine, 

Baccu^f deus pint. 

With this king was whilom at debate, 

'Onely for he, pompous and elate, 

Destruction did to his vines, 

A nd for he first set alay on wines, 

Meint with water, whan they were too strong ^ 
And this Bacchus for th^ great wrong, 

Brake his Urns, and dreint him m the see: 

- Of Ligurgus, ye get no more of me, 

' But the trouth if ye list venfie, 

Rede of goddes the genealogie. 

Nota, de duodeem arbortbsss in likth 
Bochacii de Genealogia JOleomm* 

Lineally hir kinred by 4^^ 

, Ybranched out vpojdici'u tisees^ 
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Made by Bocchas, D^ertaWo called, 

Amoiag poetes in Itaile stalled, 

Next Fraanceis Petrarke suing in certein,- 
Now vnto Grekes I will retourae agem, 

To tell forth shortly if I con, 

Of hir journey, that they haue begon. 

Here Adrastus hath his leaue take 
Of Ligurgus with his browes blake, 

And departing with seiut lohn to borow. 

Made his wardes on the next morow 
So wel besein, so mighty and so strong, 

Wondre early whan the larke song. 

With a trompet warned euery man. 

To be ready in all-the hast they can, 

For to remue and no letting make : 

And so they haue the right way take 
Toward Thebes ’the Grekes euenchone, 

That such a nombre gadred into one, j 

Of worthy knights, neuer afom was sein, | 

Whan they in feere were moustred in a plein. 

And they ne stint by none occasioun, 

Till they be comen euen afore the toun, 

And pight hir tents prowdely as I rede, 

Under the walles m a grene mede. 

And whan the Thebans were besette about. 

The manly knights would haue pricked out. 

And haue scarmished in hir hasty pnde, 

With hir fomen on that other side, 

But by bidding of Ethiocles, 

All thilke night they kept hemselfe in pees. 

Because onely that it w^s so late. 

With great wait set at euery gate, 

Men of armes all the night walking 
On the walles, by bidding of the king. 

Lest there were traine, or treason, 

And on the toures, and in the chief dongeon, 

He set men to make mortall sownes, 

With brasen homes, and loud clariounes, 

Of full entent the watches for to kepe, 
la his warde that no mnn ne slepe. 

And Grekes proudly all thc^ long night, 

Kindled fires and made full great light, 

Set Tp lodging vpon euery side, 

Like as they should euer there abide, 

Compas the toun, there was no voide space. 

But all be set hir fomen to manace, 

And wlules they toftnre the cite ley, 

On euery coast they, sent out to forrey, 

Theforrey that the Greeks made in the^countrey ahoui 
Thebes. 

Bren townes, thropes, and vilag^, 

With great rauingy making hir pilages, 

Spoile and robbe, and brought home vitaile, 

^d all manere sortes of bestaile, 

^epe and nete, in hir cruell rage, 

With houudes slaine all that was sauage, 

Harte and bind, both buck^ and do, 

The blacke here, and the wild ro, 

The fat swine, and the tusky bore, 

Carrying ail home for the Grekes store, 

Wheate and wine, for hir auantage, 

Hay, and oates, foddre and forage. 

With the kalendes, as hem thought duCf 
The Grekes gan the Thebans sake. 

Ministring hem occasions fell. 

The seige set, shortly for to tell, 

Of full entent in hir hatefull pride, 

For life or death thereupon tablde, 


Who so euer thereat be agreuerf. 

Till they fully hir purpose haue acheued. 

There may thereof be made no reles. 

And of al this ful ware Ethiocles, 

Gan in party greatly to merueile. 

Whan he saw the great apparaile 
Of the Grekes the cite round abouty 
And in himselfe had a manner dout. 

Now at point, what was best to do, 

For thilke time it stode with him so, 

That to some abiding in the toun, 

He had in herte a great sospecion, 

Lest toward him that they were vnstable. 

And to his brother m party fauourable, 

7%e variaunce in Tkehes among hemselfe.. 

For in the cite there was variauuce, 

That vnto him was a great mischance: 

For in hit* nede shortly he ne wist 
Upon whom that he might trist, 

For they were nat all of one entent, 

Wherfore he hath for his counseil sent, 

All his lords, and the old queenc, 

Soch as he dempte that were pure and dene, 

Holle of one herte and not variable, 

Of old expert and alwey found stable, 

Requiring hem because they weie wise, 

All openly to tellen hir auise. 

Where it were better pleinly in hir sight, 

With his brother to treaten, or to fight ? 

And some gaue a full blunt sentence, 

Which had of werre none expenence. 

Said it was best and not ben aferde. 

To tiy his right manly with the swerde : 

And some also that were more prudent. 

Spake vnto him by good auisement, 

And list not spare but hir copceitc told, 

How it was best bis couenant to hold. 

And to perfourme his best made tofora 
To his brother lich as he was sworn, 

So that his word, the wors make him to spede, 

Be not found variant fiom the dede. 

For none hatred rancour ne pride : 

And tho the queene toke him out aride. 

The words of the worthy ^ueen Jocasta vnto Mihiodes 

Told him pleinly, it was foil vnfitting, 

, Soch doublenesse to finden in a king: 

And said him eke, although he were strong. 

Unto his brother he did wrong, 

As all the towne will record in dede. 

And here witnesse if it come to nede: 

“ Wherefoie let vs shape an other mene, 

In this matterc while that it is grene. 

Ere this querele, thus gon of volunte, 

Tume in the fine to more aduersite, 

For if It be darreyned by battaile, 

Who trusteth most may foU lightly fade, 

And it is folic by short auisement, 

To put a strife in Mai'tes judgement: 

For hard it is whan a judge is wood. 

To treat afome him without losse of blood : 

And if we put our mater holle in Marte, 

Which with his swerd his laws doth ooafte, 

Than may it hap^ where ye be glad ot wroth. 
Thou and thy brother shall repent both, 

I' And many another that is here present, 
r Of your trespas that ben very innocent, 

And many a thousand petcas shall cOWplein, 

For the debate onely of you tweine, 
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And for your strife shall find full vnswote, 

And for thou art ginner, ground and rote 
Of this injury and this great vnright, 

To the goddes, that hereof han a sight, 

Thou Shalt accompts and a rekening make. 

For all tho that penshen for thy sake. 

“ And now the cause driuen is so ferre, 
Sodeinly pees either hasty werre, 

Mot folow anon for the fatall chaunce, 

Of life and death dependeth in balaunoe, , 

And thou ne maiest by no craft restreine. 

That vpon one, platly of you tweine, 

The sort mote fall ilke as it doth tourn, 

Who, so euer thereat either laugh or mourn, 

And thou art dnuen so narow to the stake. 

That thou maiest not mo delaies make. 

But fight or tr^at this is the vtter fine. 

By none engin thou canst it not decline. 

An hasty caas, as folke sain that ben wise, 
Redresse requireth by full short auise, 

For to trete long now auaileth nought. 

For to the point sothly thou art brought. 

Either to keepe thy possessioun, 

Or in all hast deuoid out of this toun, 

Wher thou therwith be wroth or wel appaid. 

Now note well all that I haue said. 

And by my counsell wisely condescend. 

Wrong wrought of old newly to amend. 

The time is come it may be none other. 
Wherefore in hast trente with thy brother, 

And again him ifiake no.resistence, 

But to thy lordes fully yeue credence. 

By whose counseill sith thOy be so sage, 
LetPolimite enjoy his heritage, 

And that shall tourne most to thine auaill, . 

Boo here is hoUe the fine of our counsail.*’ 

The treaty that Ethiocles sent unto his brother* 
And shortly tho for ire wroth^ 

Though he hereto firoward was and' loth. 
According is, hearing all the prees, . 

If he algate shall treate for a pees. 

It must be by this condicion, 

That he Will haue the dominacion. 

First in chiefe to himselfe reserved, 

As him thought he had it well deserved. 

And saue to him holle the sbueraintee. 

And vnder him in Thebes the citee, 
lie to grant with a right good chere, 

Polimite the reignc for a yeere, 

Than tauoide and not resort agein, 

For more to claime wassail but in vein, 

This would be done onely for hir sake. 

And otherwise he will none end make ' 

With Greekes, what fortune euer hefoll. 

And finally emong hit lords all) 

There nas not one of high or low estate, 

That would gone on this ambassiat. 

Out of the towtfe ne for bet ne wors^ 

Till locasta made sadie her hors, 

And cast her self to gon on this treate. 

To make an end if it would be : 

And this was done the morow right by time, 
Upon the howre whan it drew to prime, * 

And with her went, her yonge doughcers tweine, 
Antigone, and the faite lmeine. 

Of her m^ine full many one about, 

At gate she was oonueied out, 

And of purpose she made first her went, 

On horsebacke to king Adrastns tent, 
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He and his lords being all iti fwe, 

And they receiue her with a right glad chere. 
Shewing her, like to her degree, 

On euery balfe fjill great humamte, 

Pol imitie rising from his place, 

And humbly his moder gan embrace, 

Kjssed her, and than Antigone, 

And eke Imeine, excellent of beaute. 

And for that they passingly were faire, 

Great was the pres, concours, and repaire 
Of the ladies for to haue a sight : 

And locasta proceedeth anon right. 

To Adrastus the matere to propose. 

And gan to him openly to disclose 
The entent and will of Ethiocles, 

And by what meane he desireth pees, 

To him reserue, as she gan specifie, 

The honour whole, and the regalie. 

With sceptre and crown, fiom him not diuided, 
But whole to him, as he hath prouided. 

And Polimite by this conditioun, 

Under him to reigne in the toun, 

As a soget by suffrance of his brother. 

But the Grekes thoughten all another, 

knightly ansvier of ‘worthy Tideus, 

And specially woithy Tideus, 

Pleinly afl^rming it should nat be thus, 

For he will haue no conditions, 

But set aside all excopcions, 

Nothing reserue as in spcciall, 

But hole the loidship regally and all, 

Be Polimites it fully to possede. 

In Thebes crouned verely in dede. 

And rightfull king put in possession. 

Like the couenaunts and convencion, « 

Ymade of old assured and ensealed. 

That shall not now, of new be repealed, ' 

But stable and. holle m his stren^h stond. 

And let him plaitly so vndac?}toiid, 

“ ,And first that he deuoid him out oftoune. 
And deliuere the sceptre and the croune . 

To his brother, and make therof no more, - 
And shortly elles it shall be bought full sore. 
Or this matere brought be to an end, 

For Greekes be there none, that shul hens werw 
Ep that our right that is vs denied, 

With life and death, darreined be and tried. 
We will not erst frem this toun remewe, 

And if him list all these thing eschue, 

And all miscliiefe stinten and a,ppese, 

To either part he may do great ese. 

Thus I meane for his auauntoge, 

Deliuer vp hool the trew heritage. 

To bis brother for heire to endure. 

And 'Greekes shall fuUy ^m^sure, 

By what bond that him list deuise. 

The yere complete in our- best wise,' 

To him deli uer ayen possession, n 

Wthout strife or qoutr^ioion. 

And to this fine justly hold vs to. 

And if it fall that he wiU not -so, 

Let him not wait but onely after werre. 

The boure is qome we. will it not deferr^ 

Lo here is all, and thus ye may report- 
Tp him ayein whan that ye resort^ 

From which appointment we-caskvs nat to var 
And yet to him Amphiorax th^ contrail 
Full pleinly said in conclusion. 

This fine ishall cause a destruction. 
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Of hem echone if it forth precede, 

To he performed aad execute in dede : 

Bat 'thilke time for all his el^uence. 

He had m soth hut litell audience, 

For whether so he ment good or ill. 

King Adrastus bad hem to be still. 

And tho locasta, as wisedome did her tech. 
Humble of her port with full soft spech, 

Gan sech meanes in her fantasie, 

If she might the ire modifie 

Of the Greekes, to make hem to encline, 

tn any wise hir rancour for to fine. 

She did her deuour, and her bewe cure. 

But than befell a wonder auenture, 

Cause and ground of great confusioun, 

Greekes perturbing and eke the toun, 

And it to tell I may not astert, 

For which a while my stile I mote aduert, 

Of a fame fyg) e dwelling in, Thebes* 

And shortly tell by descriptioun 
Of a tygre, dwelling m the toon, 

Which fiom a kingdome, besiden adjacent, 

Out of Egipt was to Thebes sent, 

Which beast, by record of scripture. 

Is most swift as of his nature, 

And of kind also most sauage, 

And most cruell whan he is in his rage, 

And as clerkes maken mention. 

He of body resembleth the lion. 

And like a greyhound the mosell and the hed, 
And of eyen as any fire red, 

Bke of his skin, written as I finde, 
like a panther, conuersant in Inde, 

With all manner hues and colours. 

And is fill ofte decerned with mirrours. 

By fraude of huntes and false apparance, 
Shewed in glas withouten existence. 

Whan his kiodeles are by sleights take. 

And he distreined, may no rescus make: 

And like a lamhe was this tigre tame, 

Ayenst kind, mine auctour writ the same, 

And this beast merueilous to see. 

Was sent to^foseine and Antigone, 

That vnto hem did Igwat comfort, 

And coud pley and make good disport, 

Like a whelpe that is but yong of age. 

And to no wjght did no danoiage, 

Ho more in soth than doth a htell hound, 

And it ,was worth many an hundred pound, 
Unto the king for ay in his grenannee, 

Ther was nothing that did him more plesaance. 
That for no tresour it might not be bought, 

Bor whan that he was pensife or in thought, 

Tt put him out of his heauinesse ; 

And thilke time the story doth expresse. 

That loqaste treated for a pees, 

This tame tigre in party rekeles. 

Out at ga#cs in sight of many a man. 

In to the field wildly out ran, 

And casuelly repmng<to andfroy 
Tn and out as doth the tame rd, 

Greekes weening that were yong of age. 

That this tigre had be sauage. 

And cruelly besetting all the j^lace, 

Round about gan him to enchace. 

Till he was ded and slaine in the field ; 

The slaughter of whom whan that they behdd, 
The proud Thebans which on the wals stood, 
1*hey ran dQunjforious and wood, 


Wening he he slain of despite, 

Taking hir hoi’s without more respite. 

Fully purposed with Greekes for to fighf,^ 

The tigres death tauenge if they might, 

And forth they rode without gouemaile. 

And full proudly Greekes gon assaile. 

And of hatred and full high desdain, 

Fellen on hem that han the tigre slein, 

And cruelly qmtten hem hirmede. 

That many a Greeke in the ^ene mede. 

By the force and the great might. 

Of hir fomen, lay slam in tliis fight, 

The tigies death so sore they abought, 

So mortally Thebans on hem wrought, 

That all the host in the field ligging, 

Was astonied of this sodein thing. 

And m this wise of rancour rekeles, 

Out of Thebes rode Ethiocles, 

And with him eke the worthy king Tremour,r 
Of his bond a noble werriour. 

That made Grekes to forsake hir place, 

And to hir tents gan hem to enchace. 

And midde the field as they togider mettc. 

On horsebacke, with speres shaiply whette. 

Of very hate and enuious pride, 

Full many one was dead on either side : 

The which thing whan Tideus espieth, 

Wood as a lion to horseback he hieth. 

As he that was neuer a deal afenl. 

But ran an hem and mette hem in the herd, 
And maugre hem in his cruelty. 

He made hem flee home to hir city, 

Hem pursuing of full deadly hate. 

That many one lay slain at gate. 

Gaping vpright with hir woun^ wide, 

Ihat vtterly they durst not abide, 

Tofore the swerd of Tideus, 

He was on hem so passing furious. 

So many Thebans he rofe to the berte. 

That whan locasta the slaughter can aduert^ 
Polimite she prey gan full faire, 

To make Greekes home again repaire. 

And that they woulden stint to assaile, 

For thilke time, and ceassen hir battaile*' 

At whos request plainly and preire; 

And at reueience of hM mod^ dere; ^ 

Polimite her berte to comfort, 

Greekes made home ayein resort. 

And Tideus tcrstintccof his chace. 

And they of Thebes hasting a great pace, 

Ful trist and heauy ben entred m to the toun; 
And for the tigre in conclusioun. 

As ye haue herd, first began the strife, 

But many a Theban that day lost his life, 

And recureles hath yeuen vp the breath, 

Of tbauenging of the tigers death. 

And al this while duely as she ought, 

The queen locasta humbly besought. 

King Adrastus^hoHy of his grace, 

Some meane wey wisely to purchase. 

To make a pees betwene the brethren twein,*. 
And the tretee so prudently ordein. 

On either part that no blood be shad : 

And thus Adrastus auised and right sad. 

For Grekes party answere yaue anon, 

That other end shortly gate she non,' 

Licb as the lordes fully ben auised,^ 

Than Tideus to fom hath deuised. 

And whan she saw it may none qtber 
She leue toke and home to the cite 
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She is Impaired, hauing to her guide, 

Pol unite nding by her side, 

And Tideus led Antigone, 

And of Archade, Protonolope 
The worthy king, did his besie peine 
To be attendant vpon faire Imeine, 

Whose herte she hath to her seruice lured, 

And he ayein hath portreied and figured 
Mid of his brest, which lightly may not passe. 
Holly the fetures of her freshly face. 

Him thought she was so foire a creature. 

And though that he durst him not discure. 

Yet in his herte as ferforth as he can, 

He hath auowed to be her true man. 

Unwist to her plainly and vnknow 
How he was marked with Cupides bow, 

With his arrow sodainly werreicd. 

And to the yates the ladies conueied, 

Been entred in, for it drew to eue, 

Orekes of hem taking tho hir leue, 

Though some of hem were loth to depart, 

Yet of wisedome they durst not jeopart 
Under a conduct to enter into the toun. 

Lest it toumed to hir confusioun, 

Though some bookes the contrariesain, 

Put mine aucthour is plaine there again. 

And aifermeth ill this opinion^ 

That Tideus of high discrecion, 

Of wilfulnesse nor of no foly, 

Ne would as tho put in jeopardy, 

Neither himself ne none of his feres, 

And the ladies with hir heauenly cheres, 
Angelike of looke and countenaunce, 

Licbe as it is put in remembraunce. 

At her entring from Grekes mto the toun, 
Polimite of great afiectioun, 

The queene besought, that thilhe lught not fine 
For tassay if she might encUne 
Ethiocles of conscience and right, 

To kepe qoueuaunt, as he hath behight 
Full yore agone, with surplusage. 

Lest the contrarie come to damage. 

First of himself and many another mo. 

And thus from Thebes the Greeks ben ago 
To hir tents and rest hem all that night, 

And Lucina the Moone shone full bright 
Within Thebes on the depe dongeon, 

Whan Tocasta made relacion 

Unto the king and told him all the gisc, 

How that Greekes vtterly despise 
His profer made by false condusion, 

Onely except the conuenoioD, 

Of old engrossed by great porneiance, 

Which is enrolled ai^ put in remembrance, 
Upon which they finadly will rest. 

Him coiinsaUrag her thought lor the best^ 

To conforme bun to that he was bound. 

Lest in the fine falsnesse him confound, 

But all her counsaile he set it at no price, 

He dempt himself, so prudent and so wise. 

For he was wilfull, and he was indurate, 

And in hts herte of malice obstinate. 

And vtterly auised in his thought. 

Within Thebes his brother get right noght. 

And in his errour thus I let him dwell. 

And of the Greekes forth I will you tell. 

Which all that night kept hem self close. 

And on the morow whan Titan vp arose, 

They arnsied hem and gan hem redy make, , 
And of ascent hauethe felde itake, • 
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! With the Thebans that day without doubt 
For to fighten if they issue out. 

And Adrastus in full thrifty wise. 

In the field his wardes can deuise. 

As he that was of all deceipts ware; 

And nchly aimed in his chaire, 

Ampbiorax, came with his meinee. 

Full renoumed of antiquitee, 

And well expert bicause he was old. 

And while that Greekes, as I haue you told, 

Were besie hir wardes to ordeine, 

Mid of the feld befell a case sodeine. 

Full vnhappy, lothsome and odible, 

For lich a thing that were inuisible, 

This old bishop with horse and chare certein, 
Disapered and no more was sein, 

Onely of fate which no man can repell. 

The yearth opened and he fell doune to Hell, 

flow the bishop Amphiorasc fell dovon into Hell* 

With all his folke that vpou him abode. 

And sodainly the ground that he on rode. 

Closed ayein and gidre shette, 

That neuer after the Grekes with him met. 

And thus the deuill for his old outrages, 

Liche his desert payed him his wages, 

For he full low is descended doun 
Into the derke and blacke regioun, 

Where that Pluto is crouned and istalled, 

With his queene Proserpine icalled. 

With whom this bishop hath made his mansioni 
Perpetuelly as for his guerdon, 
liO here the meede of idolatry, 

Of ntes old and false maumetry, 

Lo what availen incantacions, 

Of exoTCismes and conjurisons, 

What stoode in stede his nigromanoy, 

' Calculation or astronomy, 

What vailed him the heauenly mansions^ 

Diuerse aspects or constellacions, 

The end is not but sorrow and mischance. 

Of hem that setten hir vttei* affiance 
In soch werkes supersticious. 

Or trist on hem he is vngracious, 

Eecord 1 take shortly for to tell. 

Of this bishop sonken doune to Hell: 

Whose wofull end, doun in euery cost, 

Such a rumour hath made in the host. 

That the noise of 'this vneouth thing. 

Is ironne and come vnto the king, 

How this yengeance is vnwarely foil; 

And he anon made a trompet call. 

All his people out of the field again. 

And euery cbone assembled vpon a plain. 

For the king and also round him atb<mt, 

Euerich man of bis life in donht. 

Full pitously gan sorrow and loure. 

Least that the ground hem al would deiiOHTe> 

And swelwen hem in hb derke cane. 

And they ne conne no recure hem to saue. 

For neither force nor manhood doth auaile 
In such mischeefe the value of a znsulei, 

For he that wisest and could most. 

To search and seeke throughout the host, 
Amphiorax, whan he least we«d, 

To Hell is sonken, and coud him not defend,, 

To him the time vnknowne and VBwict, 

In whom whylome was all the Gireeks trist, 

Hir whole comfort, and whole affiaonoe, 

But all at ones foc this suddaine ohaunce,, 
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And this mischeefe, they gan hem to dispeire, 
Home to Greece that they will repeire. 

This was the pm pose of hem euerichone, 

And on the walles of Thebes lay hlr fone, 

Rejoysing hem, of this vnhappy vre, 

Sownmg thereby greatly to recure : 

And on hir toures as they lohen out, 

They on Greeks enuiously gan to shout, 

And of despite and great enmitee. 

Bad hem fooles gone home to hir countree, 

Sith they ban lost hir comfort and succour, 

Hir false prophete^nd hir dminour, 

Wherthrough hir party greatly is empeired 
And m this wise the Grebes despeired, 

Dempte plainly by tokens emdent, 

This case was fall by some enchantment. 

By witchcraft, and by sorcery. 

Again which may be no remedy, . 

Trusty defence helpe ne succour. 

And whan Adrastus herd'this clamour, 

He besie was againe this perturbance. 

To prouide some maner cheuisance, 

And to him calletb soch counsail as he wist, 

For life or death that he might tnst, 

Requiring hem but in words fewe. 

In this mischief hir motion to shewe, 

And declare by good auisement. 

What to Grebes were most expedient. 

To remediea and make no delay, 

The vncouth noise, and the great affiay, 

That Grebes made with clamor importune. 

And now, and now, euer in one contune. 

And they that were most manly and wise. 

Shortly saied it were a cowaidise, 

The high emprise that they haue vndertake, 

For dred of death so sodainly to forsake, 

It were to hem perpetually a shame. 

And after hradring to the Grebes name. 

And better it were to euery warreour. 

Manly to die with worship and honour, 

Than bke a coward with the hfe enduie : 

For ones shamed, hard is to recure 
His name ayein, of what estate he bee^ 

And sith that Grebes of old antiquitee. 

As of knighthood who so list take heed, 

Been so fomous and so worthy of deed, 

If now of new the shining of hir fame, 

Eclipsed were with any spot or blame. 

It were a thing vncouth for to hete, 

Of whose renoun the beames.yet b^n clere, 
Through all the world where that they haue pased, 
And be not yet derked ne defaced, 

By no report, neither on sea nor lond, 

Thing to forsake that they tooke on bond, 

And by ensample of our progenitours. 

That sometime, were so manly conquerours, 

Tofore that we into Grece wende, 

Of thing begonne let us make an end, 

And part not nojr seuere from this toun, 

Till It be brought to destruction, 

Walles, toures, and'crestes enhattailed. 

And for wane strongly apparailed, 

Be first doune beate, l^at nothing 1^ sein, 

But all togider with the yearth plein, 

Below lai^ er that we resort. 

That afterward men may of us report, 

That we began, we knightly haue acheued. 

Upon our fone, with worship vnrepreued/^ 

This was the counsail shortly and thauise, 

Of the Grekes that manly were and wise, 


That ncuer afore marked were with blame, 

And specially such as dred shame. 

And fully cast, what fortune euer tide, 

On hir purpose to the end abide, 

Tliat on no pait hir honour not appall : 

And to this counsail, Grekes one and all. 

Be condescended and after best redde. 

In stede of him that was so late dedde, 

Araphiorax, buried deepe m Hell, 

That coud whilom to the Grekes tell, 

Of things hid, how it should fine afomc, 

In steed of whom now they haue hem lomc. 

They casten hem wisely to purchace 
Some prudent man to occupy his place, 

That in soch thing might hem most auaile. 
Through mistery of his diuinaile, 

By craft of sorte, or of propheci^ 

If any such they couden out espie: 

Emong hem all hir purpose to attaine, 

As I find they haue chosen twaine, 

Jforo the Greeks chosen a new dtmnour in steed q/* 
Amphwrax. 

Most renowned of hem eueiichone, 

And Menalippus called was that one, 

And Tredimus eke that other hight, 

And for he had most fauour m hir sight, 

This Tredimus was chosen and preferred, 

And in hir choice Greekes haue not erred, 

For whilome he learned his emprise 
Of his mmster, Amphiorax the wise. 

And was disciple Wet his doctrine. 

And of entent that he shall termiue 
Unto Greekes things that shall fall. 

As a bishop mitred in his stall,' 

They done for him many an vncouth wise ' 

In the temple, to Gods sacrifice : 

And thus confirmed and stabled in his see, 

A few daies stood in his degree, 

After hir maister, with full gieat honour, 

Of Greekes chose to be sucoessour. 

And all this time in story as it is told, 

Full great mischiefy of hunger, tburst, and cold. 
And of Thebans as they issue out. 

Lay many one slaine in the rout. 

On either part of fortune as they mette, 

Hir moTtail swerds, were so sharpe^whett^ 

And Tideus emong hemof^the toum 
From day to day plaieth the lion. 

So cruelly, where so that he rode. 

That Theban non afome his face abode, 

He made of hem through bis high renoun, 

So great slaughter and occisioun, 

That as the death from his swerd they find, 

For who came noxt'laid his life to wedde. 

He quit himself sin^ke a manly knight, 

That where he went he put hem to the flight, 

And maugre hem, m his orueltce, 

He drone hem home into hir oitee, 

Hem pursuing proudly to the gate. 

That vnto him they bmo so dedly hate, 

That they hem cast by sleight or some engine. 

To bring him vnwarely vnto bis filoe, 

And lay awaite for him day and night; 

But alas this noble manly knight, 

ffow pitumhj this worthy lideut .was skin with 
quarrel* 

Upon a day as be gan hem chace, 

And mortally made hem lese hir place, 
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And $aed bem almost to the toun. 

That cause was of bis destructioun : 

Por one alas that on the walles stood^ 

Which all that day vpon him abode. 

With a quarel sharpe heded for his sake, 

Marked him with a bow of brake. 

So cruelly making none a rest, 

Till it was passed both back and brest, 

Wherthiough alas there was none other rede 
Ne lechcraft that he mote be dede, 

Theie may thereof be maked no delaies, 

And yet he was holden m his dayes, 

The best knight and most manly man. 

As mine aucthour well rehearse can. 

But for all that was there no defence, 

Ayenst the stroke of deaths violence. 

But Bocchas write ere he were fully de<lde, 

He was by Greekes presented with the hedde 
Of him that yaue his last fatall wound, 

And he was called like as it is founds 
Menalippus, I can none other tell, 

But thilke day Thebans waxe so fell. 

Upon Greekes, that vnder hir citee, 

The manly king Parthonopc, 

Yslaine was euene afore the gates, 

And there also armed bright m plates. 

The famous king called Ipomedon, 

The same day as made is mencion. 

On horsebacke manly as hefaught, 

At bridge, euen vpon the draught, 

Beset with preace, casuelly wasdrouned : 

And thus fortune hath on Greekes frowned. 

On euery side thilke vnhappy day, 

But all the manere tellen I ne may, 

Of hir fighting nor hir slaughter in soth, 

More to declare than mine aucthour doth. 

But thilke day, I filud as ye ipay sene. 

Whan Phebus was passed meridene. 

And fiom the south, westward can him draw, 

His guilt tresses to bathen in tlie wawe, 

The Theban king fell Ethioclcs, 

Koote and vnrest and causer of vnpees, 

The slaughter of Grekes, whan that he beheld. 
Armed in stele he came out into the feld. 

Pull desirous in that sodain heate, 

Polimite in the field to mete. 

Singularly with him to haue a do. 

For in this world he hated no man so, 

He sat so nigh printed in his herte, 

Whose coming out his brother gan aduerte. 

Upon his steed in the opposite. 

And had againward also great delile 
To meten him if fortune will assent, 

Thenuious fire so hir hertes brent. 

Which bate was cancred of vnkind blood, 

And like two tigres in hir rage wood. 

With spares sharp ground for the nOnes, 

So as they ran and met both at ones, 

Polimite through plate, made, and shield, 

Kofe him tbroghout and smote him into the field. 
But whan he saw the stremes of his blood, 

Bade about in manere of a' flood. 

All sodainly of compassioun, 

From his coursour he light adoime. 

JTow tach of the Theban brethren, slough other, eoen 
Iqfore the citee. 

And brotherly with a pitous face. 

To saue his life gan him to vnbiace, 


And from his wound of new affection. 

Full besie was to pidl out the trunchon. 

Of loue onely handling him right soft ; 

But out alas, while be lay aloft. 

Full iriously Ethiocles the fell, 

Of all this sorow very cours and well. 

With a dagger in all his peines smart. 

His brother rofe vnwarely to the herte, 

Wliich all hir life had be so wroth, 

And thus the Thebans were islaw 
At entree euen afore the toun 
But Grekes tlio been availed doim. 

In the field the worthy knights all, 

In Thebes land as such thing shall. 

The cry arose whan hir king was dedde. 

And to the gates, armed foot and hedde. 

Out of the toun came many a proctde Theba 
And some of hem upon the walles ran, 

And gan to shoute that pitee was to here. 
And they without of hir life in werre. 
Without comfort or consolatioun, 

Dispeired ronne home to the toun, 

And Grekes foUowen after at backe, . 

That many one, that day goeth to wracke, 
And as hir fomen proudly hem assaile, 

Ful many Grekes, both throgh plate and ma 
Was shette throughout, preasing at wals, ' 
And beaten off with great round bals, 

That here lay one, and another yonder. 

And the noise more hideous than thonder, 

Of gunneshot, and of arblates eke, 

So loud out rong, that many a worthy Grek< 
There lost his life, they were on hem so fell 
And at gates shortly for to tell. 

As Grekes preUtBen to enter the city, 

They of Thebes in hir cruelty 
With hem mette, full furious and wood. 

And mortally as they againe hem stood. 
Men might see speres shiver asonder, 

That to behold it was a very wonder. 

How they fbine with daggers and with swerd 
Through the viser ayming at herds, ' 
Persing also through the round mailes, 

Kent out peeces of hir auentailes, 

That nought auaileth, the mighty Gesseranj 
Through neck and breast, that the speres rs 
Hir weapons were so sharpe ground and wh< 
In their armour, that they were not let. 

For there lay one troden under foot. 

And yonder one perced to the herte root, 
Here lieth one dead and there another lam< 
This was the play and the mortall game, 
Atweene Thebans and the Grekes proud, 
That the swoughs and the cries loud 
Of hem that lay and yolden vp the ghost. 
Was heard full fbrre about m many a cost. 

How all the royal blood Both of Qrekes side, 
the city side, islain were tipon o day. 

And at gates and saillyng of the wall 
Islaine was all the blood royall. 

Both of the toune, and of the Grekes land. 
And all the worthy knights of hir hand, 
And of lords, if 1 shall not feine. 

On Grekes side aliue were but tweine, 

King Adrastus, and Oampanehs, ' 

That day to hem was so vngradouB. 

And for Titan westred wag so low, 

That no man might vnneths other know 
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Of the towae they sbitte hir gates fast. 

With barters round ymade for.to last, 

In which no wight kcrue may ne hew, 

And Adrastus with a Grekes few 
Repeired is home to his tent, 

And all that night he wasted hath and spent 
For his vphap in sorrow complayning, 

And they in Thebes the next day suing, 

Hir deuoire did, and hir busie cure. 

To ordeinc and make a sepulture 
For hir king, yslaine in the field. 

And offer vp bis banner and his shield, 

His helme, his swerde, and also his penon, 

Therein of gold ybehten a dragon. 

High in the temple that men might seene, 

And locasta the infortunate queene 
Her sonnes death sore gan complaine : 

And also eke her young doughters tweine. 

Both Imeine and Antigoine 

Cnen and weepe, that pity was to see, 

But to hir sorrowes there was no refute. 

And thus the city bare and destitute, 

Hauing no wight to goueme hem ne guy. 

For dead and slaine was all hir cheualry, 

And no wight left almost in the toun, 

To reigne on hem by successioun : 

But for they saw, and tooken hede, 

Without this, that they had an' head, 

In the city they may not dure long: 

For though it so be, that commons be strong 
With multitude, and haue no gouemaile 
Of an bead,' fal lite it may auaile, 

Therefore Ihey haue vuto hir succour 
Ichosen hem a new gouemour, 

How Creoit the old tyrant ychosen was to he king of 
Thebes. 

An oid tyrant that called was Creon, 

Full acceptable to hem euerychone, 

And CTOwn^ him, without more letting. 

To reigne in Thebes, and to been hir king. 

Although he had no title by descent, 

But by free choice made in parlement, 

And thereto him like, as it is found, 

By hir hgeaunce of new they were bound 
For to b^ true while the city stood 
To him only, with body and with good. 

Thus they were sworn, and eured euerichone, 

And he againward to save hem fro hir fone. 

And hem defend with all his full might. 

And mamteine hem in all manner right : 

This was the accord, as in sentemenh 

And in this while hath AdraStus sent I 

From the seige of Thebes the city 

A wounded knight home to his country. 

Through all Grece plainly to declare 
All the slaughter and the euil fore 
t)f which Grekes, nght as it is fall, 

And how that he hath lo^ his lords all. 

At more mischeefe than any man can mouth : 

Ind whfLu this thing was m Grece couth, 

’■jrst to Argiue, and to Deiphile, 

Lad to the Jadies eke in the countre, 

Lad of prouinces abouten adjacent, 

■■hey came downe all by one assent, 
l^orthy quenes, and with hem duchesses, 
nd other eke, that called were countesses* 


How all the ladies qf Gxece ariayed hem toward 
Thebes, 

And all the ladies and women of degree 
Been assembled in Arge the citee. 

Like as 1 rede, and all m clothes blake. 

That to behold the sorrow that they make 
It were a death to any man aliue: 

And if I should by and by discnue 
Hir tender weeping, and h;r woful souns, 

Hir complaints and lamentatlouns, 

Hir oft swouinng, with faces dead and pale, 
Thereof 1 might make a new tale, 

Almost a day you to occupie, 

And as mine authour doth clerely certifie, 
Throughout all Giece, from all regiouns. 

Out of cities and royal touns 

Came all the ladies and women of estate, 

Full heauy cheared, and disconsolate 
To this assembly, tofome as I you told, 

In purpose fully hir journey for to hold 
Towaid Thebes, they sorrowfull creatures, 

Ther to bewaile hir wofull auentures, 

Tacquite hemselfe of trouth aud womanhead 
To hir lords, which in field lay dead. 

And as the story liketh to declare. 

All this journey they went on foot bare, 

Like as they bad gon on pilgrimage, 

In token of mourning, barbed the visage, 

Wimpled' echone in bumet weeds. 

Not in chaires, drawne forth with steeds, 

Nor on palfreies, blacke neither white. 

Like as mine author hketh to endite. 

To holden hir way, but barefoot foorth they went. 
So faithfully euerychone they ment, 

Through heauinesse, defaced of hir hue. 

And as I find they weren all true, 

Now was not that a wonder for to see 
So many tnie out of o countree, 

At ones gadered in a companie. 

And faitbfull all, bookes cannot lie, 

Both in hir port, and inward in mening, 

Unto my dome it was an vnoouth thing, 

Bmong a thousand woman, or tweine, 

Not to find one that coud m herte f^ne. 

It was a maruaile, not oft seene tofome, 

For selde in fields groweth any come. 

But if some weed spring vp there emong. 

Men allay wines whan they be too strong. 

But hir tiouth was meint with uone allaies. 

They were so true found at all assaies, 

And they ne stint upon hir journey, 

Till that they come there they would be. 

Where Adrastus, written as I finde, 

Lay m his tent, all of colour Inde, 

And greatly meruailed, whan that he beheld 
The number of hem, spred throgh al the field. 

Clad all in blacke, and barefoot euerychone, 

Out of his tent he dressed him anone, 

Upon his hand the king Campaneus, 

Full trist in herte, aud face right pitous, 

Againe the women forth they wont in fere. 

And to behold the wpfuH heavy chere, 

The doleful 1 ones alk> whan they met, 

The sorrowful sighes io bir breasts sbet. 

The teares new disitlling on bir faces, 

And so swouning m many sundry places, 

Whan they hir lords aliue not ne found, 

But in the field throgh girt with many a wound 
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Lay straught vpriglit, plainely to endite. 

With deadly eyen tourned Tp the white, 

Who made sorrow, or felt her herte riue 
For her lord but the faiire Argiue, 

Who can now weepe, but Deiphilee, 

Tideus for she ne might see, 

Whose constreints were so fell and kene, 

That Adrastus might not susteine, 

To behold the ladies so compleine, 

Wishing his herte coruen were m tweine. 

Hore the old cursed Creon wtU not suffer the hodm 
neither to he brent nor buried. 

And yet alas both euen and morrow, 

O thing there was that doubled all hir sorow 
That old Creon fader of fellony, 

Ne would suffer through his tiranny, 

The dead bodies be buried neither brent. 

But with beasts and hounds to be rent. 

He made hem all upon an heape be laid. 

Whereof the women thrist and euil apaid, 

For very dole as it was no wonder, 

Hir hertes felt almost riue asunder. 

And as my master Chaucer list to endite. 

All clad in blacke with hir wimples white, 

With great honour, and due reuerence, 

In the temple of the goddesse Clemence, 

They bode the space of a fourthnight, 

Till Theseus the noble worthy knight, 

Duke of Atheues, with his cheualry, 

Repaired home out of Feminy, 

And with him led, full faire vpon to scene, 
Thiough his manhood Ipolita the queene, 

And her sister called Emely; 

And whan these woman first gan espy 
The worthy duke as he came ridiug, 

King Adrastus hem all conueying. 

The women brought vnto his presence. 

Which him besought to yeue hem audience, 

And all at ones swouning in the place, 

Full humbly besoughten him of grace, 

To rew on hem, hir harmes to'redresse : 

But if ye list to see the gentillesse 
Of Theseus, and how he hath him borne, 

If ye remember, as ye haue heard tofome 
Well rehearsed, at Depford in the vale. 

In the beginning of the knights tale. 

ffou> the final destruction cff Thebes is compendiously 
rehearsed in the Knights tale. 

First how that he whan he herd hem speke. 

For very routh he felt his herte breke, 

And hir sorrowes whan he gan aduar^ 

From his courser downe anone he start, 

Hem comforting in full good entent. 

And in his annes he hem all vp hent, 

The Knights tale rehearsen euerydele, 

From point to point, if ye looke it wele, 

And how this duke without more abode, 

,The same day toward Thebes rode. 

Full like in sooth a worthy conquerour. 

And in his coast of cheualry the flour : 

And finally to speaken of this thing. 

With old Creon, that was of Thebes king, 

How that he faught, and slough him like a knight. 
And all his boast put vnto the flight, 

Yet as some authors make mentioup, 
pr Theseus entred into the toun, 


The women first with pekois and with malles. 
With gieat labour beat downe the walles. 

And in hir writing, also as they saine, 

Campaiieus was in the wals slaine, 

With catt of stones he was so ouerlade. 

For whom Adrastus such a sorrow made. 

That no man may release him of his paine, 

And locasta, with her doughters twaine, 

Full wilfully oppressed of hir cheres. 

To Athenes were sent as prisoners, 

What fell of hem, more can I not saine, 

But Theseus, mine author write certaine. 

Out of the field, ere he from Thebes went. 

He heat it downe, and the houses brent, 

The people slough, for all hir crying loud, 

He made her wal$ and her toures proud, 

Round about, euen vpon a row. 

With the soile to be laied full low. 

That nought was left but the soile bare, 

And to the women, in release of hir care, 

Hbvo that duke Theseus delivered to the ladies the 
bodies of their lords. 

The bodies of hir lords that were slaine. 

This worthy duke restored hath againe. 

But what should I any lenger dwell. 

The old rites by and by to tell, 

Nor the obsequies m order to deuise, 

Nor declare the manner and the guise, 

How the bodies were to ashes brent. 

Nor of the gommes in the flaume spent. 

To make the aire sweeter of reles, 

Of frankencence, roirre, and aloes, 

Nor how the women round about stood, 

Some with milke, and some also with blood. 

And some of hem with vmes made of gold. 

Whan the ashes fully were made cold, 

To enclose hem of great affection, 

And beare hem home vnto hir region, 

And how that other, full deadly of hir looke, 

For loue onely, of the bones tookc, 

Hem to keepe fur a remembraunce. 

That to rehearse euery obseruaunce 
That was doen in the iSres bright. 

The wake plaies during all the night, 

Nor of the wrastling, telling point by point. 

Of hem that were naked and annoint. 

How eueriche other lugge can and shake, 

Ne how the women haue hir leaue take 
Of Theseus, with full great humblesse 
Thanking him of bis high worthinesse. 

That him list vpon fair wo to rew, 

And how that he his freedome to renew 
With the women of his high largesse 
Iparted hath eke, of his richesse. 

And how this duke Thesens hem forsooke. 

And to Athenes the right way tooke. 

With laurer crowned in signe of victory, 

And the palme of conquest and of glory, 

Did bis honour duly vnto Marte, 

And how the women wept whan they parte 

Bbto kmg Adrastus, toiih the ladies, r^airei ho 
ayen to Arge, 

With l^ing Adrastus, home ayein to Arge^ 

To tellen all it were too great a charge: 

And eke also as ye shall vnderstand, 

At ginning 1 tooke no more on band. 
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By my promise, in conclusion, 

But to rehearse the destruction 
Of mighty Thebes, and no more, 

And thus Adrastnsvith his lockes bore, 

Still abode m Arge his citee 
Unto his end, ye get no more of me, 

Sauf as mme authour liketh to compile, 

After that he lined but a while, 

For he was old ere the seige began. 

And thought and sorrow so vpon him ran, 

The which in sooth shorted hath his daies, 

And time set, death maketh no delaies, 

And all his joy passed was and gone, 

For of his lords ahhe was not one, 

But slakie at Thebes, ye known all the cans, 

And whan this king in Arge buried was 
Full royally with great solemnrtee. 

It was accounted in bookes ye may see, 

iFou) hundred yeai tcfore the foundation oj Borne was 
the aty of Thebes destroyed^ 

CCCC. yeare, as made is mention, 

Tofore the building and foundation 
Of great Borne, so royal and so large, 

Whan the ladies departed from Ai^e 
To hir coimtrieS, fall trist and desolate, 

Lo here the ime of conteke and debate, 

Lo here the might of Mars the froward sterre, 

Lo what it is to beginne a werre, 

How it conctudeth, ensample ye may see, 

First of the Grekes, and sith of the Thebans cite, 
For eyther part hath matter to complaine, 

And m hir stufe ye may see things twaine. 

How all worthy hlood qf Greece destroyed was at 
seigOtand the city brought to nought^ to final loss 
of both parlies* 

The worthy blood of all Greece spilt, 

And Thebes eke of Ampbion hrst built, 

Without rebure brought to mine. 

And with the soile made plaine as any line. 

To wildemesse totimed, and deserte, 

And Grekes eke fall into pouerte, 

Both of her men, and also* of her good, 

For finally all the gentill blood 

Was shed out there, her wounds wer so wide, 

To lossefiuall vnto either side, 

]Fot in the warre is none exception 
Pf high estate, ne low condition', 

But as fate and fortune both in fere, 

List to dispose with hir double chere, 

Sellona goddesse is of hattaile* 

And Bellona the goddesse m her chare 
Afom prouideth : wherefore euery man beware 
Unauised warre to beginne, 

For no man wote who shall lese or winne. 

And bard it is whan either part lesetb, 

And doubtlesse neither of hem cbeseth. 

That they must m all such mortall rage, 

Maugre hir lust, feelcn great damage, 

It may not be by mannes might restreined, 

And warre in sooth was neuer ordained 
But for sinfull folkes to chastise, 

And as the Bible truly can demse, 


How ^lat the war firkt began in Heaven, by the high 
prtde and siirq^uedy of Lucifer^ 

High in Heauen, of pride and surquedy, 

Lucifer fader of enuy, 

The old serpent the Leulathan, 

Was the first that euer warre began, ^ 

Whan Michael, the heaueuly champion, 

With his feres vanquished the dragon, 

And to Hell cast him downe full low, 

The which serpent hath the coccle sow. 

Through all earth, of enuy and debate, 

That vnneths is there none estate, 

Without strife can Hue in ebaritee, 

For euery man of high and low degree, 

Ennietb now that other should thriue : 

And ground and cause, why that men so striue. 

Is couetise, and false ambition, 

That euericbe would haue domination 
Ouer other, and trede him vnderfoot, 

Which of all sorrow ginning is and root, 

And Christ recordeth, rede, looke, and ye may se. 
For lacke of loue what mischeef there shall be ; 

Surget gens contra geniem* Luc* ssxi* 

For 0 people, as he doth deuise, 

Ayenst another of bate shall arise ; 

And after telleth what dmisions 
There shall be betweene regions, 

Euericbe busie other to oppress?, 

And all such strife, as he beareth witnesse, 

Kalends been, I take his word to borrow, 

And a ginning of misebeefe and of sorrow, 

Men haue it found by experience ; 

But the venim and the violence 

Of strife, of warre, of conteke and of debate, 

That maketh loads bare and desolate, 

Shall be prescript, and voided out of place, 

And Martes swerds shall no more maiiace 
Nor his spere, greeuous to sustenc, 

Shall now no more whetted he so kene, 

For he no more shall his haoberke shake, 

But loue and peace shall in hertes awake, 

And chanty, bqth ia length and bread, 

Of new shall hir bright beames spread 
Through grace onely in diuers nations, 

For to reforme atweene regions 
Peace and quiet, concord, and vnitee, 

And that is both one, two, and three, 

Eke three m one, and soueraine lord of pecs. 
Which in this exile, fof our sake cbees, 

For loue onely our troubles to termine, 

For to be borne of a pure virgine. 

And let vs pray to him that is most good. 

That for mankind shadde his hertc blood. 

Through beseeching of that heauenly quene. 

Wife and moder, and maiden clenc, 

To send vs peace in this life here present, 

And of our sinnes perfite amendement, 

And joy etemall, whan we hence wend, 

And of my tale thus I make an end. 

Here now endeth^ as ye may see, 

The destruction Thebes the citee. 
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THE 

COIim TALE OF GAMELYN. 

Now lithen and listinitb, and 
Herkmith you aright, 

And ye shullin her^ me tell 
You of a doughti knight. 

Sir Johan of Boundis clepid was 
This ilk^ knight’is name ; 

Wele coudin he of nonture, 

And eke of mochil game. 

Thre sonnis this knight had, and with 
Hjs bodi he them wan ; 

The eldest was a moche shrew, 

And son6 he began. 

His brotherin lov^d ttiir fadir, 

And of him were agast ; 

Th’ eldist deserv’d his fadir’s <iurse. 
And had it at the last. 

The godfe knight his fadir did 
I^iivfe so long and yore, 

That Deth was comen him unto. 

And handlid him full sore. 

The godfe knight ycarld moch. 

Sore sike ther as he lay. 

How that his childerin shuld^ 

Lyvm after his day. 

He haddh ben wid^ where, hut 
Noon husbondee he Was } 

Allfe the londe which that!he had 
It was veray purchas ; 

And fayn he wpldfe that it were 
Hressid among them all, 

That everich of thetn had his part 
As It mightfe befall. ' 

Tlio sent he into the tSontr^ 

Aftir wis^ knightis, 

To helpen dele ‘bis londis, and 
Bressin them to rightis. 

He sent them word by letteris 
That they shulde hyfe blyve 
If that they w6! speken with him 
While thet he was on liVe. 


Sone as those knightis herden how 
Thus sekfe that he lay, 

Tho kadde they no mannir rest 
Nothir by night nor day 

Tyll that they comin unto him, 

Ther as he layd him still. 

Upon his deth’ is bedde for to 
Abidin Godd’ is will. 

Thus then saiden the godfe knight, 
Sekfe ther as he lay, 

" Lordis, T wam^ you forsothe, 
Withoutin any nay, 

I may not lengir liven here 
In this sorrowful stound, 

For thorough Godd’is will supreme 
Dethe drawith me to ground/* 

Ther ne was no one of them alle, 
That herdin him aright, 

That thei ne hadd^ mochil routh 
Upon that ilkfe knight; 

And seidfe, Sir, for Godd’is love 
Ne dismayen you nought, 

God may don botfe of balfe 
Which that is now ywrought’* 

T^en answerid them the godfe knight, 
Siki|^there as he lay, 

Botfe of balfe God may send, 

T wote it is no nay. 

** But I besek^ you knightis, 

Al for the love of mp, 

Goith and dressith my londis 
Among my sonis thre. 

“ And, frendis, for the love of God 
Delith them nat amys. 

And forgettith not Gamelyn, 

My yongfe son that is, 

Takith hed^ unto that one 
As wel as to that other; 

Seldome ye seine any heir 
That helpd woll his brother,*' 

Tho lettin they the Icnighte liggin 
Which that was not in hele. 

And in thei wentin to counsaile 
His londis for to dele ; 
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"For to deliQ them al too on 
• That was ther only thought. 

And for that Gamelyn yongist was 
He shuldfe having nought. 

Al the londfe which that ther was 
They delten it m two. 

And let^ Gamelyn the yoiige 
Withouten londfe go. 

And ev^rich of them setden 
Til othir fulle loude, 

His bretherin mowe give him londe 
Whan that he godis koude. 

Whan they had delid the londis 
After their ownfe will, 

Tho camm they unto the kmght 
Ther as he lay full still. 

And toldin unto him anon 
How that they hadd y wrought. 

And the knight there as he seke lay 
Ylikid it right nought. 

Then seid% the knight angrily, 

I sware by Seint Martyn 
Tor all that which ye have ydone 
Yet is the lond^ myn. 

Tor Godd’is love, my neighbouris, 
Standeith ye allh still, 

And I woll delin my lond^ 

< After myn own6 will. 

Johan myn eldist SOTid shall 
Yhav^ plowis five. 

That was my fadir’s heritage 
While that he was on live } 

And my middillist sonfe shall 
Tive plowis have' of load 
That I bolph for to gettin 
With myn own rights bond ; 

“ And all myn othir purchasis 
Of landis and of ledes. 

That I bequethh Gamelyn, 

And alle my god& stedes. 

And I beseke yon, godh men. 
That lawis con of loud. 

For Gamelyn’is lov6 that 
Thus my bequest may stond.’^ 

Thus delid hath the godh knighte 
His londe be his dai. 

Right upon his deth’is bedd^, 

Sore sike ther as he lay : 

And son^ aftirwerdis he 
lay as a ston^ still. 

And dyid whan the tymi came. 

As it was CristTs wilL 

Anon aftir that he was dede, 

And uudir grass ygrave, 

Tho fbnfe the eldir brothir 
Begyhd the yong^ knave. 


He tokin into his hondis 
His londis and bis lede. 

And also Gamelyn himself 
To clothin and to fede. 

He clothid him and feddfe him 
Evil and ek6 wioth, 

And letin his londis for fare. 

And als his housis both ; 

His parkis eke, and his wodis> 

And diddfe nothyng we!. 

And si then he it abought^ 

On his own feirc fell. 

So long6 tyme was Gamelyn 
In his bro&er'is Hall, 

For the strengist of god6 will 
They doutidm him alL 

They ne was none wight in that place 
Nothir yong^ ne olde. 

That woldfe wrath in Gamelyn 
Were he nevir so bold. 

Gamelyn stode upon a day 
In his brother’is yerde. 

And he began with his hond& 

To handilin his berde. , 

He tboughtin upon his londis, 

That layin longe unfawe^ 

And also of his feire okis. 

That dound were ydrawe. 

His parkis wenn al brokln, 

And a! his deir reved ; 

Of all6 his gode stedis noon 
Was there with him beleved ; 

His housis werein unhelid 
And full evilly dight ; 

Tho thought this yopg^ Gamelyn 
It went^ not aright. 

After cam^ his brothir in 
Ywalkyng statelich tbare, 

'And sejdi unto Gamelyn, 

« What ? is our met^ yare ?*' 

Tho Gamelyn ywrothid him. 

And swore by Godd’is boke, 

“ Thou shalt y go bake, lake, thy self; 
I wol not be thy coke.'* 

How, brothir Gamelyn,*^ quod he, 

“ Thus answerist me thou ? 

Thou spakist nevir soche a wor4 
Yet as thou doist now.” 

By my faith,” seid^ Gamelyn, 

‘‘ Now me it tbinkith nede; 

Of all the harmis thht I have 
I nevir yit toke bede. 

My parkis ben y brokln, and 
My deir ben yreved j 
Of myn harms and my stedis 
^ Noght is there me belev^r 
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** Al that my fadir me bequethe 
A 1 goith now to shame, 

And therefore have thou Godd’is curse, 
Brothir John by thy name.*' 

Than thus bespakin his brothir, 

** That rape was of vees, 

Stondith stille, thou gadding, 

And holdith right thy pees . 

“ Thou shalte ben fnl faign to have 
Thy met^ and thy wede. 

What spekist thou, thou gadding. 

Of lond othir of lede ?” 

Then seide to him Gamelyn, 

The childe that was ymge, 

“ Christ’is curse mote be bavin 
That clepeth me Gadlyng. 

** I am no wors gadlyiug than the, 
Barde ne no wors wight, 

But bom I was of a lady. 

And gottin of a knyght." 

Ne durst he not to Gamelyn 
Not 00 fote ferthir go. 

But cleped to him his meine, 

And seide to them tho , 

** Goith and betith wele this boy, 

And ravith him his wit, 

And let him lere another time 
To answering me bett.” 

Then seid the chyld, yong Gamelyn, 


Christ'is curse mot^ thou having 
What ? brother artthoi\ myn, 

** And if that T shal algatis 
Y betin be anon, 

Crist’is curse mote thou havm 
But that thou he that one." 

And right anon his bi othir did, 

In that his grete liete, 

Makin bis meine flett stavis, 

This Gamelyn to bete. 

Wban evericb of them had a staff 
Into his bond nomitt, 

Gamelyn was awaxi tho, 

He forsaugh them comin* 

Tho Gamdlyn saugh them comin? 
He lokid ovir all. 

And was ware of a pestil 
Stodd undir the wall. 

And Gamelyn was fully light. 

And thidir gan he lepe, 

And droffe all his brother's men 
Eight sone on an hepo. 

He lokid like a wild liop, 

And laidin on godc wone ; 

Tho whan his brothir scye that 
He begaime to gmane. 
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He fleigh up untiil a loftey 
And shot the dore fastr 
Thus Gamelyn with his pestil 
Made them all agast. 

Some for Gamelyn’is love, 

And some for his envie, 

Alle withdiowen them to halves 
Tho he began to pleie : 

** What now seide Gamelyn j bi othir. 
Evil mote ve the ; 

Wolle ye beginnin coiitek 
And than so sone fle 

Gamelyn sought his brothir tho' 

Whithir he was yflowe, 

And saugh where that he lokid out 
At a solere wiudowe. 

“ Brothir,’* tho seide Gamelyn,- 
** Comitii a litil nere, 

And I wol techin the a plaie 
Att^ the bokillere.” 

His brothir to hym answerid. 

And swore by Seint Richere, 

“ While the pestil is inthyn homk* 

I woll comm no nere, 

Brothii, I woll makin the peer, 

I swere by Crist’s ore j 
Castith away the pestil tho. 

And wrath^ the na more." 

I mot nedis," seide Gamelyn, 

** Wrath^ me at onys. 

For that thou woldist make thy menf 
To breikin my bonis. 

Ne had I haddin meyn and mighV 
In myn owne twey armes, 

To have y pushin them fro me 
They would have done me harmes.’^ 

To Gamelyn tho seidin bis 
Brothir j “Be thou not wrotbe. 

For to sein the havm harme 
Me werin rights lothe. 

“ I ne did it not, my bi othir. 

But light for a fonding, 

For to lokin if thou were strong. 

And art so very ying-*' 

“ Come adorun then to me,’’ quod he, 

“ And graunt^ me my bone, 

Of 00 thing 1 wol askin the. 

And we shul saugbte sone." 

A<kmn then eamin his brothir, 

That fikill was and fell, 

And was swithe right sore aghast 
Of that like pestil. 

He seide, “ Brothir Gamelyu^ 

Askfe me now thy bone, 

And lokc that you me blant^# but 
I graunte it full bone*** 

H r 
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Tho seiden yonge Gamelyn ; 

“ Brothir myne, I wiss 
And if we shulle ben at one 
Thoa must me graunte this : 

A1 that my fadir me bequethe. 

While that he was on live. 

Thou muste do me it to have. 

If that we shul not strive.” 

** That thou shalt have. Gamely rr, 

I swere by Cnst’is ore. 

All that thy fadir the bequethe. 

Though thou woldist have more. 

** Thy londe, that now lyith lie. 

Full well it shall be sowe. 

And thyne housis yraisid up 
That now ben layd full lowe.” 

Thus seide the knight to Gamelyn, 

But only with his mouth, 

And thoughte but of falseness. 

As he right wele couth. 

The knighte thoughtin on traison; 

But Gamelyn on noon. 

And went and kissid his hrothir, 

And then they were at oon. 

Alas for yonge Gamelyn ! 

Nothing at all he wist 
With swiche fals^ traison 
His bi othir hath him kist. 

Lithinith and lestinith, and 
Holdith you stille your tonge. 

And ye shuU hei in straunge talking 
Of Gamelyn the yonge. 

There bappid to be there beside 
Tryid a wrastiling> 

And therefore there was ysettin 
A ram and als a ring. 

And Gamelyn was in a will 
To wende thereunto. 

For to previn his mighte, and se , 
What ^at he couthe do- 

“ Now brothir myne,” quod Gamelyn^ 
By holie Seint Ricbere 
Thou muste nedis lene to night 
Me a Iitil coursere. 

That is freshe to the spoiis, 
tJpon him for to nde ; 

I mustin on an errand go 
A htil here beside.*' 

** Be God,” seide his brothir tho. 

Of stedis m my stall 
Goith and chosith the the best 
And sparith none of allc, 

“ Of stedis or of courseris, 

That sfogdith ^hem beside, 

And tellith me, my gode brothir, 
Whith'ur thou wiJt^ ride.” 


** Here besidis, brothir, is 
Y cryid a wrasthng, 

And therefoie shalTe ben y sett 
A ram and als a nng. 

“ Moche worship it were sothly, 
Brothir, unto us all 
Might I the ram and als the ring 
Bimgin home to the Hall.” 

A stede there was sadilid, 

Smarth was it and eke ilete j 
Gamelyn diddin a peire of 
Spons fast on his fete. 

He sat his fote in the stirrop. 

The stede he bestrode. 

And towardis the wrastilling 
The youg^ child e rode. 

Tho Gamelyn the yonge was 
Riddm out at the gate. 

The false knight his own bixithir 
Lokkid it aftir thatc. 

And he besonghtin Jesu Ciist, 
That is of Hevin king,- 
That he mights brekin his nek 
In that ilk wrastiling. 

Assone as Gamelyn cam there 
The wrasthng place was 
He lightid down of the sted^ 

And stodin on the gras. 

And ther he herd a frankelyn 
Weloway for to sing, 

And beganin all bittirly 
His handio for to wring. 

“ God6 man,” seidfe Gamelyn, 

“ Why makist thou this fare ? 

Is tlier no man that may you help 
Out of this nic^ care ?” 

Alas !” seid^ this frankelyn, 

** That evir I was bore I 
For tweid stalworthd sonia 
I wene I have forloie. 

“ A champion is in the place 
That has wroughtin me sorow. 

For he hath slayn my too sonis 
But if that God them borow. 

I wold^ givin ten poundis. 

Be Jesu Crist, and more. 

With the nonis I fond a man 
To handiixn him sore.” 

Gode man,” seide Gamelyn,' 
Wilt thou this wel^ done ? 

Hoide my hors while that my man 
Ydrawith of my shone. 

And helpe my mad also to kepe 
My cloth is and my stede. 

And I woU into the place gort 
And loke how 1 may spede^” 
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Then seiden yonge Gamelya 
Unto the champion, 

Now that I have fully provid 
Many toms of thine,” 

“ Thou mostin,” seidd Gamclyiiy 
“ Prove oon or two of myn.” 


** By God,” seide the fiarikelyn, 
It shall right so be doa, 
i woll my silfin be thy man 
To drawiQ of Ihy shone. 

** And wend'l you into the place, 
Swete Jesu Ciist the spede. 

And drede not of thy clothis 
Nor of thy gode stede.” 

Baiefote and ungert Gamelyn 
Into the ring^ came, 

Alle that werin in the place 
Hedm of him the name, 

Howe he duistm aventuie him 
On him to don his might 
That was so doughti a champion 
In wrastling and m fight. 

Upsterte tho the champion 
Ful rapely right anon, 

Towardis yonge Gamelyn 
He tho began to gon. 

And seide, “ Who is thy fadir. 

And who is eke thy sue ? 

Forsothe thou ait a gret foie 
For that thou camist hire.” 

Anon Gamelyn answerid 
The stout champion tho, 

“ Thou knewist full wele my fadir 
While that he couthe go : 

" Whilis that he was on live, 

I swere by Seint Martyn, 

Sir John of Boundis was his name^ 
And I am Gamelyn.’’ 

“ Felawe,” seide the champion, 

** So evir mote I thrive, 

I knew right weld thy fadir 
While that he was on live 5 

“ And thy selfin, yonge Gamelyn, 

I will that thou it here. 

Whiles thou wert a yonge boy 
A mochc shrew thou were.” 

Then seide yongd Gamelyn, 

And swore hi Cnst' is ore, 

Now am I oldir wox thou shalt 
Y findin me a more.” 

** Be God,” seide the champion, 

“ Welcome mote thou be 5 
Comfe thou onys in my honde 
Shaltin thou nevir the.’’ 

It was wclc within the night, 

And bright the mone shone, 

Whan Gamelyn and the champion 
Togidir gan to gon. 

The champion castd tom is 
To Gamdlyn that was prest. 

And Gamelyn stodm stilld, 

Ajod bad him don his best* 


Gamelyn to the champion 
Yede smaitily anon, 

Of al the toi nis that he Ooude 
He shewid him but one 5 

And kest him on the liftd side 
That thi e 1 ibbis to brak, 

Aud thereunto his left arme, 

That gaf a grette crak 

Than seide yonge Gamelyn 
Smertly to h.m anon, 

“ Shall it be holdm for a cast, 

Or ellis go for none ?” 

“ Bi God,” seide the champion, 

Whedir so that it be, 

He that ones comith in thjn hand 
Shall in he nevir the.” 

Than seide the frankclyn, that 
Thie sonis there had lore, 

“ Biessid be thou, yonge GamMyi, 
That ever thou were boic ' 

For now unto the charopiou 
This have I for to seie, 

“ This is the yonge Gamelyn 
That taughte the to pleie.” 

Ayen answerde the champion, 

That likid oothyng well, 

He is alle their maistir, and 
His pleie is right fell. 

“ Sithin that I wnstilid first 
It IS agon full yore, 

But I was nevir m my life 
Handihd so before.” 

Yonge Gamelyn stode in the place 
Allone withouten ferk, 

And seide, ** If there be any mo 
Let them comd to werk.” 

The champion which that paiujd 
Him to workiii so sore. 

It Bcmith by bis countinaunce 
That he wille no naore. 

Gamelyn in the place stode 
Stille as any stone 
For to abidin wrastiling. 

But there ycomith none. 

There ne was none with Gamelyn 
That woldc wrestle more. 

For he handilid the champion 
So wonderously sore. 

Two gentilmcine that owned tli« place 
Come to Gamelyn, God gevc them gwe 
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And seide to him, Have done on 
Thy hosin. and tby shone ; 

Foisoth^ at this tim^ all 
This faire it is ydone.»* 

Tho seid^ to them Gam^lyn, 

So mote I well yfaie, 

I hav^' not yet halvindele 
Ysoldd all my ware.” 

Than seide the champion so broke, 

I may it wel^ swere 
He is a foie that therof bieth. 

Thou sellest it so dcre.’* 

Tho seide to him the frank^lyn. 
That was in mochill care, 

Fellaw,” he saidS, ** whi lakkist 
Thou so moche of his ware ? 

Be Seint Jame, that in Galis is. 
That many man has sought. 

Yet It is moche too gode chepe 
That thou hasten ybought.” 

Tho that the wardinis werin 
Of that ilk wrastilmg 
Comin forth, and brought Gamely n 
The ram aud als the nng. 

And thus wann yonge Gamelyu 
The ram and eke the ring. 

And went^ foriih with mochil joy 
Homeward in the morning. 

His brothir se where that he come 
With all the grettd rout. 

And bad the porter shute the gate, 
And holdin him without. 

The porter of his lord’is word 
Was so right sore agast. 

And stert auon unto the gale 
And lokkid it full fast. 

Now litbinith and lestinith 
Both^ yongd' and old, . 

And ye shullin her^ gamin 
€)f Gamelyn the bol£ 

Gam^lyn cometh therunto 
For to have comen in ; 

But all in vaine 5 the dore then was 
Y shitt fast uith a pyn« 

Than seidd yongd Gamelyn, 

** Porter, undo the yate. 

For many a godd mann’is 
Sound .^tondith thereat. 

Tlien answerid him the porter, 

And swore by Gkidd’is berd^ 

Thou ne sbalt, frendd Qamdlyn, 
Ck>min into this yerde.*^ 

“ Thou lyist,” seidd Gamdlyn, 

So broukin I my chynne 
He smote the wikit with his fote,,. 
And brak away the pyn. 


The porter streightwey saugbe tho 
It might no bettir be. 

He sette fote on ertbd, and 
Fast he began to fle. 

“ Bi my faith,’’ seide Gamelyn, 

“ That travaile is ylore. 

For I am on fote as light as 
Thow, though thow had y swore,” 

Gamelyn ovirtoke the porter. 

And his teend ywrak, 

And gert him full upon the nek. 
That he the bon to brak ; 

And toke him by that oon armd. 
And threw him in a well ; 

Seven hundrid fadom it was depe. 
As I have herdd telle. 

Whan Gamdlyn the yongd thus 
i Had yplaied his play, 

AUd that in the yerdd were 
Withdrewin them away. 

That dredin him full sore for 
The wrekd that he wrought. 

And for the fayir cumpany 
That he had thither bi ought. 

Yong Gamdlyn yede to the gate 
And letd it up wide^ 

He letin m alld the rout « 

That gon woldm or ride ^ 

And seidd, Ye ben y welcome 
Withouten any greve. 

For we wol ben maistens here, 

'And askd no man leve. 

“ It n’as but yesterdsu I laft,” 

Saide yongd Gamdlyn, 

“ In my brotherbs seleris 
^ Five toun of right gode wyne. 

I wind not this cumpany 
’ Partyn with me on twyn. 

And if ye will don aftir me, 

Whil any sope is inn : 

“ And if my brothir grutchith us. 
Or makith it foule chere, 

Othir for spence of mete and dnnk. 
That wo shull spendin here, 

I am the ovircaterir. 

And here our althir purse. 

He shalld have for his grutching 
Sancta Maria’s curse. 

** My brothir is. but a nigon, 

I swere by Crist’is ore. 

And we woU spendd largily 
That he hath spand yore. 

** And whoso that makith gratchxog 
That we do here ydwell. 

He shall go unto the pop?tmr . 

Into the drawd weUt. 



613 


THE COKFS TALE OF GAMELYN. 


Sevin clayis and sevin nightes 
Gamelyn held his fest, 

With mochd solace that there was, 
And elce no mannir heste* 

All in a litil torrit his 
Brothir laydd ysteke. 

And saugh him wastin his godis, 

But durste not to speke. 

Right erli in a morrowning, 

Upon 'the eighte day, 

The gestis come to Gamelyn, 

And woldd gon thir way. 

** Lordis,’» tho seid^ Gamelyn, 

“ And wollin ye so hie ? 

Alle the wyn is not yet dronk. 

So broukin I mine eye.** 

Yonge Gamelyn in his hert^ 

Was sorowfuU and wo 

Whan that his gestis toke their leve 

And fro him woldd go. 

He wolde that they had dwellid 
Lengir, and they seide “ Nay,” 

But bitaught Gamdiyn to God, 

And bad him have gode dai. 

Thus made Gamelyn his feste. 

And brought it well to end. 

And aftirward his gestis toke 
Levd their way to wend. 

Now lithinith and listinith, 

And holdith you your toftge. 

And ye shullin Herd gamin 
Of Gaxndlyn the yonge. 

Herkinith, lordilingis, and 
Listinith you aright. 

Whan all the gestis weren gon 
How Gamdlyn was dight. 

Alle the while tliat Gamelyn 
Had hold his mangerie 
His brothir thought on him bewreke 
With his false trecherie ; 

Tho whan that Gam^ynls gestes 
y ridin were and gon 
Gamelyn stode anCn alone, 

Frende tho had he none. 

Tho aftir this full sone it fell, 

Within a littil stound. 

That Gamelyn was takin, and 
Full hardly was he bound. 

Than forth comith the false knight 
Out of the solerd, 

And to Gamelyn his brothir 
He goith fulle nerd, 

And seiden unto Gamdlyn, 

‘‘ Who medd the so bold 
For to destroyin and wastd 
The store of my houshoW ?” 


“ Brothir,” answered Gamelyn, 

“ Now wrathd the right noght, 

For it is many day agon 
Sithios it was ybought : 

** For, brothir, thou hastin haddi^, 

[ swere by Seint Richeie, 

Of fiftene plowis of londe 
This full si^ene yere 5 

** And of alld the bestis which. 
Thou haste forth ybredd. 

That my fadir to me bequethe 
Upon his deth’is bedd : 

Of alld this full sijctene yere 
I geve the the prow, 

For the mete and the drinkd 
That we have spendid now.’* 

Than thus seide the false knight, 
(Full evil mote he the) 

“ Herkinith, brothir Gamelsrn, 
What I woll gevin the ; 

** For of my body, brothir, heir 
Y gettm have I none ; 

T wolle makin the my heir, 

I swere by Seint John.” 

“ Par mafay,” seidd Gamdlyn, 

“ And if that it so he. 

And thou thmkest as thou seyist, 
May God yeldin it the 

Nothing wistd yong Gamdlyn 
Of his brothel ’is gile, 

And therefore he him begilid 
In verry littil while. 

Gamdlyn,” seiden he, “ o thing 
T nedis must the tell, 

Tho whan thou threwd my porter 
Into the drawd well, 

** I sword in that wrathd, and 
In that my gretd mote, 

That thou shuldist ybondd be 
Both hondd and eke fote : 

“ And therefore I besechd the, 

My brother Gamelyn, 

Lctith thou noght me be fo^orti, 
As brothir art thou mine ; 

But letitli me ybindih the 
Both hondd and eke fbte. 

For me to holdin thyne avough, 
Right as I the behote.” 

** Brothir,” tho seide Gamdlyn, 

As so I motin the, 

Thou shaltd not ben forswdrin 
For the lovd of me.” 

Tho madin thei this Gamdl^ 

To sitte, might he not stntia, 

Tyll that he him ybondin had 
Both fote and^also httnd» 
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The false knight his brothir of 
Gamelyn was agast, 

And sente aftii fettens 
To fetterm him fast. 

His brothir madd lesingis 
On him ther as he stode. 

And tolde them that comin in 
That Gatn^Iyn was wode. 

Gamelyn stod^ to a post 
Y bondm in the Hall, 

And tho that ther ycomin in 
|U)kid upon him all. 

Evir stode yong Gamelyn 
Evin boU^ upnght. 

But mete nor diink ne had ne none 
Nowthir by day ne night. 

Tho seidd yong^ Gamelyn, 

Brothir myn, by my hals 
Now I have wele espy id that 
Thou art a parti fals. , 

** Had I but ,wiotd that treson 
That thou haddist yfonrl 
I woldin have gevin strokis 
Pr I had ben ybound.’* 

Gam^lyiji stode thus bondm 
As still as any stone ' 

For too dayis and too mghtis. 

And metj^ had he none. 

Then seide at last this Gamelyr^ 
That stodd boundm strong, 

“ Adam Spencer, methinkith that 
I faste al to long ; 

** Therefore, Adam le Dispencei, 
Now I beseche the 
For the moche lord with which 
My fadir lovid the. 

If thou may comin to the kaics, 
ILesith me out of bond. 

And for tin I well depaitin 
With the of my fre lond.” . 

Than him answerid this Adam, 
Which that was the Spencer, 

I have y^ervid thy brothir 
This full six ten e yere. 

And if I sfauldd I^tin you 
To gon out of his boure 
He woldin aftirwardis seye 
That I were a tray tour.'* 

Adam,** answeryd Gamelyn, 

** So broukin I myn hals, 

Thou bhalte hadin my brothir 
At the last lights fals3 

“ And therefore, brothir Adam, me 
Lose out of my bonds. 

And IwoJJ^ depart! n with 
The of myn own fre Jonds.** 


** Upon so gode a forewaide** 
Saiden Adam, “ I wis 
I wollA doin thereunto 
All^ that m me is.** 

“ Adam,** tho seide Gamelyn, 

As so mowin I the, 

I woll holde the covenaunt. 

An thou too woll^ me.’* 

Anon as Adam his loidc 
To bedd^ was ygone, 

Adam lake the kaies, and lat 
Gamelyn out anon. 

He unlokid yonge Gamelyt^ 

Both hondis and eke fete, 

On hope of the avauncement 
Which that he him behete- 

*Then seide yonge Gamelyn, 

“ Thankid be Godd’is sonde. 

For now that I am ylosid 
Both fote and also bond I 

« Had I but etin a litil> 

And thereto dronk aright, 

Theie is non in this house that 
Shuld bmd^ me this night.’* 

Tho Adam toke Gamelyn, 

As still as any stone, ^ 

And haddin him into the spence 
Right rapily anon j 

And settin him to his soupere 
Right m a pnvie stede, 

And badin hym do gladily^ 

And Gamelyn so dede. 

Anon assone as Gamelyn 
Had etin wcl and fine, 

And tbereuntp had ydrankin 
Well of the rede wyne, 

Adam,** seide yonge Gamdlyn^ 

“ Tell what is now thy rede 3 
For me to go to my brothir, 

And gerdin of his hede ^’* 

No, Gamelyn,’* seidin Adam, 

** It shall e not be so, 

But I can telle the a rede 
That IS yworth the too. 

“ I wote wele forsothe that 
(And this it is no nay) 

We shuUin have a mangerie 
Righte upon Soiiday ; 

Of abbotis and pnouris 
Full many here shal be. 

And othir men of holie cboreb, 

As I can tell^ the : 

Thou shalte stond up by the post. 
As thou were hondc fast, 

And I shall them leve unlok, that 
Away thou may them cast ; 
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** And whan that they have y etin, 
And washin have their hondeis, 

Tho thou shalt bespekin them all. 
To bring the out of bondes : 

And if that they will borrow tlie 
That werm a gode game, 

Than werm thou out of prison 
And I als out of blame; 

But if that evmch of them 
Saye unto us nay, 

I Shull d don anotbir thing, 

I swere by this day- 

** Thou shulle have a gode staffe. 
And T woll have another, 

And Crjst’js curse have that oon 
That faile shall that othir.’* 

“ Ye, for God,’’ seide Gamelyn^ 

“ I say it right for me 
If that I faiim on my side 
Than evil mote I the. 

** If that we shullin algatis 
Assoile them of thire synne ; 
Wamith me, my brothir Adam, 
\^^lan that we shall begynp.” 

** Now Gamelyn,” seiden Adam, 

** Ey seinte Charite 
I wolld wame the befom 
Whan that the time shall be. 

Whan that I twinkin upon the 
Iiokd for to be gon, 

And cast away the fetterU, 

An^ come to me anon.” 

** Adam,” seide yong Gamdlyn, 

" y blissed be thy bones ! 

That IS a righte gode counsaile 
y gevm for the nones. 

** If that they shullin werne me 
To bring the out of bendes 
I wolle settin gode strolds 
Full right upon their Icndes.” 

Tho the Sondy was ycomin. 

And these folk to the feste; 

Faire they wereia ywelcomid 
Bothe the ieste and meste. 

And evir as they -at the haJl 
Dore were corain in 
They evench castin an eie 
On yonge Gamely n. 

The falsd knight his own brothir, 
So full of trecherie, 

Alle the gestes that there were 
At that ilk mangerie 

Of Gamdlyn bis own brothir 
He toldin them with mouth 
All^ the barmis and the shame 
That e’ere he telje couth. 


Tho they werein yservid streit 
Of messis too or thre ; 

Than seide yonge Gamdlyn, 

“ How do ye serve me ? 

“ It ne is not wele yservid. 

Be God that alle made, 

That 1 shold sittin heie fasting 
And othir men make glade.” 

The false kmghte his brothir, 
Thereas that he ystode, 

Toldin to alle his gestis 
That Gamelyn was wode. 

And Gamelyn there stode still. 
And answend right noght. 

But of Adam’is wordis be 
Helde still in his thought. 

Tho Gamelyn began to speke. 
Right doulefully withall. 

Unto the grette lordls that 
Y satyn in the hall ; ^ ^ 

“ My lordmgs,” tho seiden he. 
For Crist’is passion 
Helpin to bnnge Gamelyn 
Out of thilke prison.” 

Than seide to him an abbot, 
(Sorow upon his cheke ! ) 

“ He shallin have Cnst’is curse 
And Seinte Maries eke, 

** That shall the out of this prison 
Beggin owtbir boyow, 

But evir worthe bym full wele 
That doth the mykil sorow.” 

And anon aftir that abbot 
Than spakin anothir, 

I woldd that thyn hede were of 
Though thou were my brothir- 

Alle that the shall borrowin 
Motd them foule fall 
And thus yseiden alle they 
That werm in the hall. 

Than seidd to him a priour, 

** Evil mowin he thrive ! 

It is grette sorow and care, 

Boy, that thou art on live.” 

On, on,” seidi yonge Garadlyn, 
** So broukin I my bone, 

Now that I havin espyid 
That frendis have I none. 

** A cursid mot he worthd be, 
Bothe deshd and blode, ^ 

That evir doth to priouris 
Or abbotes any gode.” 

Anon Adam the Dispencer 
Takin up hath the cloth, 

And lokid unto Gamelyn, 

And saugh that he was wroth* 
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Adam of the pantne at thilk 
Timfe litel he thought. 

And too gode stavis unto 
The haUe dore he brought. 

Adam lokid on Gamelyn 
And he was war anon. 

And cast away the fetteris, 

And he^n for to gon. 

Tho he camin unto Adam, 

He toke to the one staff, * 

And heganning to werke wele. 

And gode strokes he gaff. 

Gamelyn came into the hall, 

And Adam Spencer both. 

And lokid them all aboutin 
As they hadde ben wroth. 

Gamelyn sprenith hoH watir 
All with an okin spire. 

That some of them that stode upi*igbt 
yiUin into the fire. 

There was no m^nnir lewde man 
That in the halle stode 
That wolde do.n Gamelyn 
Any thinge bat gode. 

But thei stode besidm, and 
ILete them hothe werch, 

For thei ne hadd^ no routhd 
Of men of boh cheroh. 

Of abbot or of prior, or 
Of monk or of canon. 

That Gamelyn hath overtoke. 

Anon they yedin doun. 

There ne was none of them allc 
That with his stuff ymette 
That he mad^ them overthrowe, 

And quytte them his dette. 

Tho, “ Gamelyn,” seid^ Adam, 

For Seinte charite 
Fayith, I pray, gode liveray, 

And for the love of me ^ 

And I wolle kepin the dore ; 

So evir here 1 masse 
Er that they ben assoilyid 
Ther shall^ noon ypasse.” 

Doute the noght,” seide Gamelyn, 
While that we bep in feie; 

But kepe thou wcle the dore 
And I woU werkin here; 

** Besturrith the, gode Adam, and 
Ne lettith none yfle, 

' And we shall tellfe largily 
How many here there be.” 

To Gamelyn seiden Adam, 

Doith them all but gode. 

For thei ben men of holi cherch; 
Drawith of them no blode; 


Savith right wele the coroune. 

And doith them no harmes. 

But brckith bothe their Icggis, 

And slthin here thir armes.” 

Thus Gamelyn and Adam hath 
Y wroughtm righte fast. 

And pleidin with the monkis tho, 

«And made them agast. 

Forth hi dir they come riding 
Full jolily with swames. 

But home again they werin ledde 
In cartis and m walnes. 

Tho as they haddin all ydone 
Than seidin a gray firere, * 

“ Alas ^ alas .* my lord abbot, 

What didde we now here ? 

“ Tho that we hither did ycome 
Tt was a colde rede ; 

Us had far better ben at home 
With watir and with brede.** 

While Gamelyn made orderis 
Of monkis and of frere 
Evir stode his brothir stille. 

And mad^ foule chere. 

Tho Gamelyn up with his staff. 

That he ful wele knew, 

And grettin him upon the nek, 

That he him overthrewe, 

A litil above the girdil 
The riggm bone to brast, 

And sett him in the fetteris 
There as he sattin arst. 

** Sittith thou there, my brothir John,” 
Tho seide Gamelyn, 

For to colin thy hotte bodie. 

As I did cole myn.” 

And switbe as they yhaddS wele 
Wroken them on their fbne. 

They askid for the watir, and 
They wish in them anon. 

What some of them for their love, 

And some for their awe, 

Alle the &ervauntis servid 
Them of the beste law. 

The sheieff was thennis away 
But about a five myle. 

And all was toldin unto him 
Withm a little whyle, 

How Gamelyn and Adam had 
Ydon a sorry res, 

Boundin and woundin many men 
Agen the king’is pece. 

Eftsonis tho begannin soite 
Strifih for to awake, 

And the sbiregereve abopt did 
Cast Gamelyn to take* 
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Now lithiaith and lestinith. 

So God geve you gode fine. 

And ye shuU herin a gode game 
Of youge Gamelyn. 

Now four-and-twenty yonge men, 
That holdiu them full bolde. 

Comm unto the shiregereve. 

And seide that they wold 

Both Gamelyn and eke Adam 
y fette be the way ; 

The shiregereve gafe them leve 
Tho soth as I you say, 

Thes yonge meine hiden them 
Fast, wolde they not lynne 
Tyll that they comm to the gate 
There Gamelyn was lune. 

They knokidtn upon the gate, 

The porter tho was nye, 

And lokid foith out at an hole 
As man that was full slye 

The porter had beholdin them 
But for a litil while. 

He lovid wele Gamelyn, 

And was adrad of gile. 

And forth i lete the wiket 
y stondin fulle still,' 

And a&kid them that stant without 
What ywas their will ^ 

For alld the gret cumpany 
Than spake hot one alone, 

** Undo the gatis, porter, and 
Late us m ygone.” 

Than seide to them the porter, 

So broukin I my chynne 
Ye shalle saym your errand 
Or that ye comm inne.’^ 

“ Say to Gamelyn and Adam, 

If that ther wilie it be, 

We wolle spekin here with thenh 
Two word IS othir thre/' 

Fellaw,’^ seid$ the porter tho, 

** Stondith thou ther ystiW, 

And I woll wend to Gamelyn 
To wetm of his wille.'^ 

And in wente the porter tho 
To Gamelyn anon. 

And seidd, “ Sire, I warne you 
That here be come your fonej 

For lo * the shiregerev^is men 
Now ben all at the gate 
For to ytekin you bothc ; 

Shalld ye not escape.’* 

“ Porter,” tho seidi Gamelyn, 

So mote I weld the, 

I woll allowd the thy wordes 
Whan X my timd se. 


“ Go ageyn, porter, to the gate,^ 

And dwell with them a while, 

Awaitm, and thou shalte se 
Right sone, porter, a gile. 

“ Adam,” tho seide Gamelyn, 

Loke the to be gon, 

We have foomen at the gate. 

And frendis nevir one* 

“ It ben the shiregerev’is men 
That hitbir ben comm. 

They ben yswore togideris. 

That we shall be nomm.” 

To Gamelyn seide Adam, 

“ Hie the vgbte belyve. 

And if I fade the this day 
Than evil mote I thry ve. 

“ And we shullm so welcome 
The shiregerev’is men, 

That some of them I trow shall make 
Their beddis m the fen.” 

Than thorough the posterne gate 
yong Gamelyn out went. 

And a gode sturdie carte stafFe 
In his hondd he hent. 

And Adam Spencer hente sone 

Anothir grette staff 

For to helpe young Gamelyn, 

And gode strokis he gaffe. 

Adam yfellid hath his tweyne. 

And Gamelyn felled thre. 

The tothir sette on erth. 

And fast began to fie. 

" What?” seidiu Adam Speucer tho, 
“ So evir hire I masse 
I havh right god reddd wyne, 

Pray drmkith er ye pa^se.” 

Nai, nai ! by God,” seidi? they tho, 
** Thy dunk in nothing gode, 

It woldc makm mannhs brayne 
To lyin in his hode.” 

Yong Gamelyn tho stode still, 

And lokid him about. 

And saide, “ The shiregereve comith 
With a full grette rout. 

** Adam Spencer, seid Gamelyn, 

** My rede it is now this, 

Abidm we not lengir here 
Lest we farin amys. 

I rede that wc to wode ygonn 
Br that we be y found ; 

Betir is there lose for to gonn 
Than in the tonne, ybound.'^ 

Adam than tokc by the bond 
This yongo Gamelyn, 

And echd of them to the othir 
Drankin a draft of wyne. 
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And afitirwardis tokc their course. 
And wente straight their way j 
Tho fond the shiregereve the nest. 
But jn it was none ay. 

The shiregereve lightid adoune. 
And went into the hall, > 

And found the lord yfettcrid 
Full faste therewithal!. 

The sbireve tho unfetterid 
Him righte sone anon. 

And seutin aftir a gode leche 
To hele his ngge bon. 

Lete we now this false knight 
liie in his mocbill care, 

And telle we of Gamelyn, 

And loke how he fare. 

Gamelyn into the wild wode 
Ystalkid is full stillc, 

And Adam le Dispencer it 
Yhkid but nght ille. 

Tho Adam swore to Gamelyn, 

And that be Seint Richere, 

“ Now I say that it is mery 
To ben a dispencer ; 

That muche levire me werin 
The kayis for to here, 

Than walkin in this wilde wode 
My clothis all to tere.^^ 

“ Adam/’ seid^ yong Gamelyn, 

“ Dismaye the right noght. 

For many a gode maxmhs child 
In care is yhrought.’^ 

As they thus in the wode stodin, 
Ytalking both in fere, 

Adam herdd talking of men, 

And nigh them thought they were, 

Tho Gamel 3 rn undir the wild 
Wodd lokid aright, 

FuH sevin score of yongd men 
He saugh right wel ydight 5 

Alle were satt^ at their mete 
In a compas about;. 

“ Adam,’^ tho seide Gamelyn, 

“ Now havin ye no doufe, 

“ For aftir bale comith bote. 
Thorough Godd’is grete might ; 
Methinkith of mete and of drink 
That 1 havin a sight.’’ 

Adam le Dispencer lokid 
Tho undir wod^ bowe. 

And whan that he the mete saugh 
I’ho he was glad inowe ; 

For now he hopid unto God 
For to havm his dele. 

And he was ful sore alongid 
Aftir a godd mele. 


Anon as he seid 6 that word 
Streight the maistir outlawe 
Saugh Gamelyn and Adam both 
Undir the wode shaw. 

** Lo * younge men,” seide the maistir 
Outlaw, “ by the gode rode 
I am aware of some gestis. 

Pray God sendm us gode ' 

Loke ^ yondir be two yonge men 
That ben right wel adight, 

A ! peradventure they ben mo. 

Whoso lokid aught. 

‘‘ Ariseth up quick yonge men. 

And fette them to me. 

For it IS gode that we wetin 
What meme that they be/* 

Up thei stertin quik at that word, 

Sevin fro the dmnere. 

And they metm with Gamelyn 
And Adam Dispencere. 

Whan that they werin ney to them 
Than seide thus that one, 

** Yeldith up to us, yong4 men 
Your bowis and your flone.” 

Than seide to them Gamelyn, 

That yonge was of elde, 

“Ful mochil sorow mote they have 
That unto you shall yelde : 

I curse woU non^ othir wight 
But right mine ownd selve 
Tho ye may fettm unto you 
Fyve, and than be ye twelve.’* 

Theyherdin by his wordis that 
Giet might was in his arme. 

And forthi there was non of them 
That wolde don him harme. 

But sedm unto Gamelyn 
Bight mildily and still, 

“ Comith aforin our maistir. 

And say to him thy -will.” 

“ Yonge man,” seide Gamelyn, 

Upon your leaute 
Tellith what man your maistcr is 
Which that ye with ybe.” 

Tho alle they answerid him 
At ones without lesing, 

“ Our maister is ycorounid 
Of outlawis the king.” 

** Adam,” seide yonge Gamelyn, 

Go we in Christ’is name. 

He may nothir mete nor drink 
Y weme us for shame ; 

“ And if that be hende, and be 
Comin of gentil blode, 

He well geve ns both mete and drink^ 
And dom us some goode.” 
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By Seinte Jame/’ seide Adam tho, 
What harme so that 1 grete 
I will adventure me to the 
Dore that I had mete.” 

Tho Gamelyn and Adam both 
Y wente foith m feie, 

And they both grete the maistir 
Which that they foude there. 

Than seide to them the maistir. 
That king was of oiitlawes, 

“ What do ye seke, ye yonge men, 
Undir the wode shawes?’* 

Yong Gamelyn answerid tho 
The king with his coroune, 

“ He muste nedis walk m wodes 
That may not walk in toune. 

“ Sire, we walke not here m wodes 
Non harme for to do. 

But if paradventure we mete 
A dere to sherte thereto, 

“ As meine that ben right hungry, 
And mow no mete fynd. 

And very hardc ben bestad 
Undir the wode lynd.” 

Of Gamelyn’is wordis tho 
The maister hadde routhe, 

And seidd to them, Ye shall have 
Inow, heve God Day trouthe.” 

Anon he hadde them sittin 
I>oune for to take rest, 

And baddc them etm and drink, 
And that too of the best. 

As they were eting and drinking 
Of the best wele and fine. 

Than seide the ton to the tothir 
“ This is yonge Gamelyn.” 

Tho was the maister of outlawes 
Into consaile nomin, 

And told how it was Qamdlyn 
That thither was comin. 

Anon as he had herdin all 
How that it was befall, 

He made Gamelyn maistir 
Undir him o’re them all. 

Within the third weke aftir this 
To him comith tiding. 

To the maistir of outlawis. 

Which that now was their king, 

That he shulde ycomin home. 

For that his pees was made ; 

And of that joyful! tiding he 
Was wonderously glade. 

Tho seide he to his yongfe men^ 

The sothe fox to tell, 

To mo be comin tidingis 
,I may no leiigir dw/ell. 


Tho was yong Gamelyn anon, 
Withoutin tarying. 

Made maistir of outlawis, and 
Y coroundid their king : 

Tho was yong Gamelyn crounid 
The king of the outlawes. 

And among them walkid a while 
Undir the wode shawes. 

The false knight his brothir now 
Was shiregereve and sire. 

And lete his brothir be endite 
For hate and for ire. 

Tho weiin all his bond memo 
Sory and nothing glad 
Whan that Gamelyn their lord6 
Wolves Hede was cryed and made, 

! And sentin oute his meine 
Where they mightin him fynd, 

For to sekin yonge Gamelyn 
Undir the wode lynd. 

To telle to him tidingis 
The windfe was ywent. 

And alle his gode revied was. 

And all his men yshent. 

Whan that they haddd hym foiindai 
On kneys they them sette. 

And adoun with thir bode and, 
Gamelyn their lord grette. 

They seiden, “ Sire, now wrathe not 
You for the godd rode, 

For we have brought you tidingis. 

But they be nothing gode. 

Now is thy brothir shiregereve, 

And he hath the baillie. 

And thereto hath enditid the. 

And Wolves Hede doth the crie.” 

*' Allas tho seide Gamelyn, 

“ That eVe I was so slafc. 

That I nc liadd brokin bis nek 
Whan I his rigge brak. 

“ Goitb, and gretith you wele 
My housbondis an wif, 

I wollc ben at the next shire, 

So have God my lif.” 

Gamelyn came well redy 
Unto the nexte shire, 

And there the false knight his brothii 
Was bothe lord and sire. 

Gamdlyn came boldilich 
Into the Mote Hall, 

And put adoun his hode among 
The lordilingis all. 

God save you lordilingis ! 

Which that now herd be ; 

But as for the, brokoback sUerere, 
Evil mote thou the ! 
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Why haste thou doin to me 
That shame and yillonie 
Por to latin endite me. 

And Woiris Hede me crie ? 

Tho thought the fals^ knight on him 
For to have ben awreke, 

And lete takin Gramelyn; 

Must he no more yspeke. 

Mighte there be no mannir grace^ 
But Gamelyn at last 
Was into prisoun ycastm. 

And fetterid full fast. 

This Gatnelyn hath a brothir 
That cleped was sir Ote : 

As gode and hend a knight he was 
As mightin gon on fote. 

Right anon yede a messager 
TJnto that gode knight, 

And toldin him altogethir 
How Gamelyn was dight. 

Anon as sir Ote herd in had 
How Gamelyn was dight. 

He was right passing sory tho, 

Ke he was nothing light : 

And lete saddle him a stede. 

And streit the weie he name. 

And unto his tweie bretherin 
Right sone there he came. 

Sir,’’ setde this sir Ote unto 
The shiregercve tho, 

** We ben but only thre brethren. 
Shall we be nevir mo. 

And thus hast thou yprisounid 
The beste of us all ; 

Soche anothir brotliir as thou 
Evil mote him befall !” 

Sir Ote,’^ seide the false knight, 

" Now lete be tby curs ; 

By God for these tin wordfs he 
Shalle farin the wors- 

** Now to the kingis prisoun he 
Is lefully ynome. 

And ther he shall abidin 
tTntill the justice come.’^ 

** But parde,” seid^ sir Ote tho, 

“ Bettir it shall ybe 
I biddin him unto maynprise 
And that thou grauutd me, 

** Untill the nexte sitting shall 
Come of deliveiraunce. 

And than lete Gamdlyn fairely 
Ystondin to his chaunce.’* 

'' Brothir, in soche a forewardd 
I takin him to the. 

And by thy fadir^is soule. 

That the begat and me. 


If that he be not right redy 
Whan that the justice sitte. 

Thou shalte benn the judgement. 

For all thy grettc wit.*' 

“ I grauntin it wcle,” seide sir Ote, 

" That it shall so ybe ; 

Letlth deliver him anon. 

And takin him to me.” 

Tho Gamelyn was delivered 
To sir Ote his brothir. 

And that night ydwellid in fere 
The ton with the tothir. 

On the morow seide Gamelyn 
Unto sii Ote the hend, 

My brothir,'* he seid^, forSothc 
I mote from the wend, 

“ To lokin how my yonge men 
In wode ledin their lif. 

And wheihir that they liven now 
In joie or elles in stnf.” 

** Be God,” tho answerid sir Ote, 

" That is a colde rede, 

Now I se that alld the cark 
Shall fallin on my hede 3 

“ For whan that the justice sittith, 
And thou be not 3^ found 
1 shall anon be takin, and 
In thy stede be y bound. 

Brothir,” tbo seid^ G^amelyn, 

“ Dismaye the right noght, 

For be seiote Jame in Galis, 

That many man hath sought, 

‘Mf so that God Almighty hold 
Me my lif and my wit 
I wolie ben there right redy 
Whan that the justice sit.” 

Than seide sir Ote to Gamelyn, 

God shelde the fro shame \ 

Comith wharr that thou seist tyme. 
And bring us out of blame.” 

Now lithinith and lesthiitb. 

And holdith you right still, 

^ And ye shulle henii how that 
Gamelyn had his will. 

Anon Gamelyn wentin his 
Way undir the wode rise. 

And he yfonde there playing 
His yonge men of prise. 

Tho was this yonge Gamdlyn 
In herte right glad mow 
Whan that he fond his yong^ men 
Undir the wodd bow. 

Gamdlyn and his yonge men 
Ytalkidin in fere, 

And they all hadde right gode game 
Their maistir for to here. 
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His men told bhn of aventures 
Which that they had yfound. 

And Gamelyn told them agen 
How he was fast ybound. 

All the while that Gamelyn was 
Outlaw had he no curs ; 

There ne was no man that for him 
yferid ought the wors. 

But abbotis and priouris. 

And monkic, and chanon ; 

In them forsothe ne laft he noght 
Whan ere he might them nom. 

While Gamelyn and his yong men 
Ymade mirthis ryve. 

The false knight his own brothir. 

Evil mote he thry ve ! 

For all this while he waft about. 

Both one day and othir, 

On purpose for to hire the quest 
To hangin his brothir. 

Gamelyn stodin on a day, 

And round him he beheld 
The wild wodis and the shawis 
Within the wilde feld ; 

He thoughiin upon his brothir, 

How that he him behete 
That he 3rwoldm be redy 
Whan that the justice setej 

He thoughtin wele that he wolde, 
Withoutin more delay, 

Ycomin afore the justice 
For to kepin his day 5 

And seide to his yonge m^n, 

“ Now dightith you full yare. 

For whan that the justice sittith 
We mote nedis be there j 

** For I am undir aborow 
Until that I comm, 

And my brothir mstede of me 
To prison shal be nomm.” 

Be seint Jame,” seide htf yonge men. 
And that thou rede thereto, 
Ordeineth how jt sballe be, 

And it shall so be do.’’ 

While Gamdlyn was ycoming 
There that the justice salt 
The false knight his own brothir 
Forgattin he not that. 

To hire the mein$ on his quest 
To hangin his brothir, 

And though thei hadde not that oon 
He wolde ban that othin 

Tho comith yonge .QamiByn 
From undir the wode rise^ 

And hebrougbtin along with hlta 
His yongd men of prise* 


“ I se wele,” seide Gamelyn, 

The justice is ysette ; 

Go thou afom us, Adam, and 
Loke how that it spette.’^ 

Adam wente into^the hall, 

And lokid all about, 

And he saugh there ystondd tho 
Lordmgis grette and stout. 

And sir Ote, Gamelyn’is brothir, 
Yforterid wele fast ; 

Tho wentm Adam out of Hall 
As he werin agast. 

Adam seide to Gamelyn, 

And to bis felawes all, 

Sir Ote ystondith fetterid 
Within the Mote Halh” 

Seide Gamelyn, “ If God geve us 
Grace wel for to do 
He shallin it abegge anon 
That him broughtm thereto.** 

Then seidiu Adam Dispencer, 

That lokkis haddm hore, 

** Christ’is curse mote he bavin 
That boundin him so sore. 

“ And if thou wilte Gamelyn, 

Doin aftir my rede, 

There is none in the hall^ that 
Shall here aweie his bede.** 

Adam,” tho seidfi Garmelyn, 

We wolid not do so j 
We woll sle only the giltif. 

And lat the othir go. 

I will my selve into the ball. 
And hire the justice speke, 

And on all them that ben giltif 
I wolle ben awreke. 

** Lat non efscapm at the dore 5, 
Take, yonge meine, yeme. 

For I woll^beu the justice 
This day domis to deme. 

Pray God spede me this ilk daS 
At this ray newc werkel 
And Adam, comith thou with me, 
For thou shalt be my clorke.” 

His raein^ all answerid him. 

And bad hym don his best, 

** And if thou to us have uede 
Thou shalt fyndin us prest: 

For we woUe stondin with the 
Whilis that we may dure, 

And but that wc werkin manly 
Payith us then no hure.” 

“ YongS men,” seidfi Gam^yn, 

“ So mote I wele y the. 

As ye a right trusty maistir 
ShuUd findm qf me.*' 
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And righte thereat the justice 
Ysattia m the halle, 

In wentd tho yong Gamelyn 
Boldly amonges tiiein all, 

Gamelyn let^ unfettir 
His brothir out of bend ; 

Than seide to him sir Otis, 

His brothir that was hende, 

“ Thou baddist almost^ Gamelyn, 
Dwellid away to long. 

For the que&te is ygon out 
On me that 1 shulde honge.” 

Brpthir,’* tho seide Gamdlyn, 

** God geve me gode rest. 

This gode day they shall ben hongid 
That ben upon the quest ; 

And thereto the justice bothd. 

That is the jugge mao, 

And eke the sheriff our brothir. 

For through him it began.^* 

Than, seide yonge Gamelyn 
Unto the false justice, 

“ Now is thi powiic at an end. 

You must nedis arise. 

“ Thou hast ygevin domis that 
Ben evil aile dight ; 

I wolld settin in thi sete. 

And drebsin them anght.*' 

But the justice sattin stilld. 

And roose not anon. 

And Gamelyn with his swerde 
Clevid his chekd bone. 

Yonge Gamelyn toke him in his 
Armis, and no more spak, 

But threw him ovir the barre. 

And bis arm^ to brak. 

Durst no One unto Gamelyn 
3ayd nothing but gode. 

For fere of the gret company 
That with ou tin ystode. 

Qamdlyn satte him adonn 
[n the justices stede, 

'Herkenith now of the bourde 
That Gamelyn tho dedej 

\nd sir Ote by him he satte, 

\nd Adam at his fete. 

Ind whan Gam^llyn the yong was 
5atte in the justice sete, 

ie letd fette the justice 
Lnd bis fals^ brothir^ 

Lnd lete them come to the barre 
'*he ton with that otbir. 

PTian Gamelyn had thus ydone 
laddin he tho uo rest 
'ill that he had euquevid who 
Werm upon the quest. 


For to demin his brothir defe. 

Sir Ote, for to be honge, 

Er that he wist^ which they were 
It thoughts him full longe. 

I But al so sone as Gamelyn 
Wistfe where that thei were 
He didde them eueiichone 
! Fetteriu fast in fere, 

' And bimge them unto the barre. 

And sette them in vewe: 

** By my faith,’* seide the justice,^ 

“ The sheriff is a shrewe," 

Than seide yonge Gamelyn 
Unto the false justice, 

“ Thou haste geve thy domiS 
Al of the worst assise ; 

“ And the twelvfe sisouris that 

Wenn of the inquest 

They shulle ben hongid this day. 

So God geve me gode rest.” 

Than seide the sheriff pitously 
To yongd Gamelyn, 

** My lord, I orife the mercie, 

Brothir arte thou myn.” 

“ Therefore,” seide yonge Gamelyn, 
Have you Gnat’s curse. 

For if thou werin maistir yet 
Sbuldin 1 fare worse.” 

But for to make short my tale. 

And not to tary longe, 

He ordeynid him theie a quest 
Of his own men so strong. 

The false justice and the sheriff 
Bothe were hongid hie. 

To weyvin there with the ropis. 

And with the windfe dne. 

And als the twelvd sisouris, 

Sorow have that rekk, 

A lie they werin yhongid 
Full fastd by the nekk. 

Thus endid hath the false knight 
With all his trecheiie. 

That evir hadde lad his life 
In falseness and folie. 

He was hongid up by the nek. 

And nought by the purse. 

That was the mede that he had hadde 
From his fadir’is curse. 

Sir Ote was the eldist tho. 

And Gamdiyn was yonge. 

They wentin with their frendii, and 
Passidm to the king 

They mad in pece with the fcingd 
Of the bestc assise ; 

The king lovid Sir Ote weld> 

And made him ajustioe. 
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Aftir the king made Gamelyn, 

Bothe in est and west, 

The chefe justice and ndeie of 
Alle his fre forest. 

Alle his wight yong^ men the king 
Forgafin them their gilt. 

And sithen in gode o^ce the king 
Hath alld them ypilt. 

Thus has wan yonge Gamelyn 
His londe and his lede, 

And wrake of him his enemies, 

And quytc them their mede. ^ 

And sir Ote, his brothir dere, 

Ymade him hath his heir, 

And sithen weddid Gamelyn 
A wife both gode and faiie. 

They lividin togidii wele 
Whilis that Ohristc wolde, 

And sithen that was Gamelyu 
Ygravin undir molde; 

And so shalle we alle here; 

May there no man yfle 
God bringin us unto the joie 
That evir shull ybel 

'fHUS ENDITH THE LEGEND OF GAMELYN, CALLED THE 

coke’s tale. 


llfillE BEGINNETH 

ms PZOfVMJN^S PROLOGUE. 

The Plowman plucked up his plowe 
iVban midsomer mone was comen m, 

\nd saied bis bestes should ete inowe, 

•Ind lige in grasse up to the chin : 

Thei ben feble both oxe and cowe, 

3f ’hem n’is'left but bone and skinne j 
He shoke of shore, and coulter’ off drowe, 
dnd honged his harms on a pinne. 

He toke his tabarde and staffe eke, 

^nd on his hcdde he set his hat, 

^nd saied he would Sainct Thomas seke. 

3n pilgrimage he goth forth plat ; 

[n scrippe he bare bothe bred lekes ; 

He was folswonke and all forswat : 

Men might have sene through both bis chekes, 
^nd every wang totbe where it sat. 

3ur Hoste behelde well all about, 

Aiud sawe this man was sunne ibrent ; 

He knewe well by his smgid snout, 

A.nd by his clothes, that were to rent, 

He was a man wont walke about, 

He n’as not aye in cloister pent, 

Ne couthe religiousliche lout, 
dnd therefoie was he fall ill shent. 

Dur Hoste him axed, What man art thou ?” 

Sire Hoste,” (quod he) I am an hine, 

For I am wont to go to plow, 

And erne my mete yet that T dine: 

To swette and swinke I make avowe. 

My wife and babes therewith to finde, 

And servin God and I wist how, 

But we lende men yben full blinde: 


“ For clerkes saie we shullin be fain 
For ther livelod to swette and swmke. 

And thei right nought us give again 
Neither to ete ne yet to drinke 5 
Thei mow by lawe, as that thei sain. 

Us curse and dampne to Hell’is brinke; 

And thus thei puttin us to pain 
With candlis quient and bell’is clmke. 

“ Thei make us thrallis at their lust. 

And sain we mowe not els be saved ; 

Thei have the come and" we the dust j 
Who gainsaycs then they saye he raved.” 

What, manl” (quod our Hoste) “ canst thou 
Come nere and tell some holy thiug,” [preche ? 
“ Sir,” quod he, “ I herd onis teche 
A preest m pulpit gode preching.” 

“ Saie on” quod be, “ I the beseche.” 

“ Sir, I am redy' at your biddmg. 

I pray that no man me reproclie 
j While that I am my tale telling.’' 

I THUS ENDETH the PROLOG OS. 


HERE FOLLOWETH 

THE FIRST PART OF THE TALEK 

A full Sterne stiief is stirrid newc, 

In many stedis in a stounde, 

Of sondry sedis that ben sewe j 
It semith that some ben unsounde, 

For some be grete growin on grounde. 

Some ben souble, simple and small : 

Whether of 'hem is falsir founde 
The faJsir foule mote him bifall. 

That one side is that I of tell 
Popis, cardinals, and prelates, 

Parsons, monkis, and freris fell, 

Priour$, abbotes, of grete estates ; 

Of Heven and Hell thei kepe the yatc#, 

And Peter’s successours ben all, 

And this is deinid by old dates ; 

But falshed foule mote it befall. 

The othir side ben pore and pale, 

And peple yput out of prese. 

And semin caitiffes sore a calc, 

And er in one without encrese 
Iclepid lollers and Londlese; 

Who totheth on ’hem thei ben untall; 

Thei ben arayid all fbr pece, 

But falshed foule mote It befall 

Many a countrey haue T .sought 
To knowe the falsir of these two. 

But aye my travaile was for nought 
All so ferre as I have ygo, 

But as I wandrid in a wro, 

Within a wode beside a wall. 

Two foalis sawe 1 sitting tho, 

The falsir foule mote him betall. 

» A complaint against the pride and oovecous- 
ness of tho clergy, made no doubt by Chaucer, 
says the editor of , Chaucor’s works printed for 
I IsUp. tLt London, A, D. 1602 . Urry. 
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That one <fid plete on the pope’s side, 
A griffon of a gnmme staturej 
A pellicane withoutin pride 
To these LoIIers ylaied his lure; 

He mused his mattir in mesure 
To counsaile, Christ ay gan he call ; 
The Griffon shewed as sharpe as fire. 
But falshed foule mote it befall. 

The Pellicane began to preclic 
Bothe of mercie and of mekenesse, 

And said that Christ so gan us teche. 
And meke and mei ciable gan blesse ; 
The’ Evangely berith witnesse 
A lambe he likeneth Chiist ovre’ all, 

In tokening that he mekist was 
Sith pride was out of Hevin fall. 

And so should every cristened be, 
Priestis and Peter’s successours, 

Beth lowliche and of low degre. 

And usin none yerthly honours, 

Ne croune ne cuiious coveitoms, 

Ne pi] Inure ne other proude pall, 

Ne to cofnn up grete tresours, 

For falshed foule mote it befall. 

Priestis should for no cattill plede. 

But chasten 'hem in charite, 

Ne to no battaile should men lede 
For inhaunslng ther own degre, 

Nat willin sittinges in hie se. 

No soverainte in hous ne hall. 

Worldly worship defie and fie ; 

Who willeth highnes foule shall fall. 

Alas * who maie soebe saiiictis call 
That wilnith welde yerthly honour ? 
liowe as Lucifere soebe shall fall. 

In balefull blacknesse build their boure 
That eggith peple to erioure, 

And makith them unto 'hem thrall ; 
To Crist I holde soche one traitour ; 
liowe as Lucifer soche shall fall, 

That wiilith to^be kingis peres, 

And higher than the emperour, 

And some that werin but pore freres 
Now wollin waxe a warriour ; 

^ God ne is not ther govemour 
That holdith none his permagall. 
While cove’tise is ther consailour ; 

All soche falsbede mote nedis fall, 

That hie on horse willith to ride 
In glitterande golde of grete anaie, 
Painted and portrid all m pride, 

No common knight maie go so gaie, 
Chaunge of clothing every dale, 

With goldin girdils grete and small, 

As boistous as is here at baie ; 

All soche falshede mote nedis fall, 

With pride punishith thei the pore, 
And some one thei sustain with sale, 

Of holie churche makith an bore. 

And fill ther wombe with wine and ale ; 
With money fille thei many a male. 
And ebaffrio church is when thei fall. 
And telle the peple a leude tale; 

Soche false faitours foule 'hem befall. 


Thei fede of many manii mete**, 

With song and solas sitting long, 

And filletli ther wombe, and fastc fretes 
And from the mete unto the gong. 

And aftir mete with baipc and song. 
And eche man mote ’hem lordis call, 
And hote spicis evir emong ; 

Soche false faitours foule ’hem befall. 

Miters thei werin mo than two 
Iperhd as the quen’is hedde, 

Astaffe of golde, and pime lo I 
^s hevie as’ it were made of Icddo ; 
With clothe of gold bothe new and redd 
With glitterande gold as grene as gall. 
By dome thei dampne men to be dedde 
All soche faitours fuulc 'hem befall. 

And Cnst'is peple proudly curse 
With biode boke and braying bell. 

And to put pennies in ther purse 
Thei woll sell bothe Hevin and Ih*II : 

111 ther sentence and thou wilt dwell 
Thei willin gesse in ther gaie hall, 

And though the soth thou of 'hem tell 
In the grete cursing shalt thou fall. 

That is yblessld that thei blesse, 

And ciirsid that thei cursin woll. 

And thus the peple thei oppresse, 

And have ther lordshippts at full : 

And many be mcrchauntes of woll^ 

And to purs pennies woll come thrall , 
The pore peple thei al to pull ! 

Such false faitours foule ’hem befall, 

Lordis also mote to 'hem loute, 
Obeysaunt to ther brode blessing, 

Thei ridm with ther royal route 
On a com sir as' it were a king. 

With Sadie of golde glittering, 

With curious hameis quaintly crallit, 
Stiroppis gaie of golde mastling ; 

All suche falshed foule may bclal it. 

Chnstes ministers clepid thei bene, 

And rulin al in robberie. 

But Anticbriste tbei servin cleucv 
Attirld al in tirannie, 

Witnesse of John his prophecie ! 
Antioliriste is ther admirall, 

Tiffelers attired in trecheric ; 

Al suche faitours foule 'bem befall. 

Who saith that some of 'bem may Hinno 
He slial be domid to be dec! ; 

Some of 'hem wollin gladly winne 
Al ayenst that which God fi^rbed. 

Al holiest they clepc ther he<l, 

That of ther rule is full regall ; 

Alas that evir thei etc bred 1 
For al such falshed wol foule fall. 

Ther bed covitith al hononr. 

To be worshipped in word® awl dede, 
Kingis mote to him knele and con re. 

To the' apo»tIe« that Christ foib«Kle : 

To popis heste such take more hede 
Than to kepe Christes commaundement. 
Of gold and silver beu ther wede, 

Thei holde him holy onuiipoteat. 
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He ordainethty his ordinaunce 
To parishe priestis a powere. 

To* anotliir a gretir avaance, 

A gi eatir point to his mistere ; 

But for he* is highist m erth here 
To him reserreth he many’ a point, 

But unto Christ, that hath no pere, 
Reservith he no pin no joynt. 

So semitb he abovin all, 

And Christ abovin him nothinge, 

Whan that he sittith iq his stall 
Dampnith -»nd savith as him thinkc ; 
Suche pride tpfore hie God doth stinke : 
An angel bad John to’ him not knele. 
Only to God to do his bowmge ; 

Soche worship-fwillers mote ill tele, 

Thci ne clepe Christ but Sajictus J)«w, 
And clepe their hed Sanciissmus ; 

All they tiiat suche a sectc sewis 
I trowc thei taken ’hem amisse: 

Zn erth here they bavin ther blisse, 

Ther hie mastir is Beliall ; 

Christ his pore peple from ’hem wisse, 
For al suche false will foule befall. 

They mowin both ybinde and lose. 

And all is for ther holy life 5 
To save or dampne they mowen chose 5 
Betwene 'hem now is a gretc strife ; 
Many’ a man is killed with a knife 
To wete with bavin lordship shall ; 

For such Christ suifrid wouudis five, 

For all suche falshed will foule fall. 

Christ said, gladio percuilip 
With swerde surely he shall die 5 
He bad his priestis poce and grith. 

And bad 'hem not drede for to die, 

And bad hem be botli simple’ and site. 
And carke not for no cattell, 

And trusto on God that sittith on hie, 

For all false shal full foule befall. 

wollin make men to swore 
Ayenst Christ’is commanndiment. 

And (7hri8t’is members al to tore, 

On rode as be were new yrent; 

Suche lawes thei maken by assent, 

Rche on it trowlth as a ball, 

And thus the pore be folly ibent, 

But falshed foule it shuUe he&lU 

Ne nsin the! no simonic, 

But f^lic ehorchlsaig^ priories, 

N<* they uslu to none envie, 

But cumin at ’bom eontraHes, 

And hirith men by dales and yercs 
With strength to hold ’hem in thor stall, 
And culle alt ther advarsarict, 

Tht^orc falslied foule tboo ihtim fall. 

With punwi they purchase persona^. 
With purse thei paym ’hem to pleao, 
And men of wane thei wollin wage 
To bring tlier ent‘mi«« to ded, 

And lordis Uvis they wol lede, 

And muchlt take, and give but small. 
But he* it so get from it shul shede. 

And make stmba fslse right Icmle yfall. 
VOL. L ^ 


They halowe nothing but for hire, 

Ne churche, ne font, ne vestiment. 

And make orders m every shire, 

But pristis pay for the parchment ; 

Of natours they taken rent, 

Therwitb they smere the shep’is skall, 

For many churches ben suspent ; 

All suche falshed foule it b^all. 

Some bvith not in lecheric, 

But haunte wcuchis, widows, and wives. 
And punish the pore for putre, 

Themselfe it useth al ther livi-is; 

And but a man to them him shrives 
To Hevin come he nevir shall, 

He shall be cursed as be cative *! ; 

To Hel thei saine that he shal fall. 

Ther was more mercy* in Maxmiine, 

And Nero, that never was gode, 

Than there is now in some of tliom 
Whan he hath on his furrid bode; 

'fhey folowe Christ that shed his blode 
To Heven, as bucket to th<‘ wall ; 

Suche wrechis yben worse than wode. 

And al suche faitours foule ’horn fall. 

They give ther almis to the riche. 

To mamteynours and men of lawe, 

For to lordis they wol be liche, 

And harlots sonne not wortlu? an hawe ; 
Sothfastnesse alle suche ban slawe; 

They kembe ther crockettes with cristall. 
And dredo of Ood they have dmine drawc 
Al suche faitours foule ’hem befall. 

They make parsons for the pennio, 

And canons and their cardinals f 
ITnnethe amongst 'hem al is any 
That ne bath glosed tbe gospol fals, 

For Christ made ner no cathedrals, 

Ne with him was no cardinall 
With a reddo h’atte, as use nunstrals; 

But falshed foule mote it bofali. 

Ther tithing and ther offring bothe 
'I'hey clomith by possession, 

Ne thereof n’il they none forgo. 

But robbin men as a rauusome : 

The tithing of turpe luenm 
With these maisiers is veniall; 

Tithingc of bribry and li^wn 
Will make falshed full ^uJe to fiaB. 

'Fhey takin to forme ther eompnours 
To harme the peple what they may, 

To pardoners and fifilso fattoars 
Thei sell ther teles I dare well say, 

And all to botdin gmi arraie, 

To multiplie ’hem more mettall, 

They drede ful lltel dom’is day, 

Whan all suche falshod shal foule fall 

Buche'bax^ottes shut men disclaundor, 
For that t^iey shullin make them gi^ 
And ben as proud as Alexander, 

And sain to the pore wo be ve 1 
By yore eche priest shal pel* hit fs 
For to encrete hit lemmant caU | 

Buche herdit shul w«l ivU tba* 

And al suche jCalte shtd fHde befall 
Ss 
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And if a man be falsely famed, 

And wol ymake purgacioiiu, 

Than wol the* officers be agramed. 

And assign him fro toun to toun ; 

So nede he must paym raunsome. 
Though he be dene as is chiistall. 

And than have an absolution , 

But al so Che false shal foule befall. 

Though he be giltie of the dede, 

And that he maie the money paie, 

Al the while his purse wol ybledc 
He may use it fro day to day. 

The bishopes officers gone*gay, 

And this game they use ovir all, 

The pore to pil is al their pray ; 

But al suche false shul foule befall. 

Alas! God ordained no such lawe, 

Ne no suche crafte of covetisc, 

But he foibad it by his lawe ; 

Suebe rulers mowen of God agrise, 

For al his rubs ben rightwise * 

These newe pointis ben pure papall, 
And Godd’is lawe they all displace, 

And al suche faitours ^shul foule fall. 

They saine that Peter had the key 
Of Heven and Hel, to have and holder 
1 trowe Peter toke no money 
For no sinnis that he ysolde : 

Suche successours yben to boldc. 

In winning all ther witte they wral, 
Ther conscience is waxin colde, 

And al such taitoursjfoul 'hem fall. 

Peter was ner so grete a foie, 

To I eve his key with suche a lorell, 

Or take suche cursid soc or tole, 

He was advisid nothing 'well ; 

I trowe they have the key of Hell, 
Their maistir is of that marshall, 

For there thei dressin *hem to dwell. 
And with false Lucifer to fall. 

Thei ben as proude as Lucifarre, 

As angry and as envious ; 

From a gode faitji thei ben ful farre j 
In covetise thei ben curious; 

To catche catil as covitous 
As hounde that ^or hungre woU yall. 
Ungodly and ungracious ; 

And nedely suche false shal foule fail. 

The Pope, and he were Peter*8 heirc, 
Me thmke he errith in this case, 

Whan choice of bishop’s m dispaire 
To chosin *hem in divers place, 

A lorde shal write to him for gi ace, 
For his clerke anonc pray he shall, 

So shal he spedin his purchase ; 

And al suche false foule *hem befall. 

Although he can ne manir gode 
A lord’is pi ayir shal be spedde. 
Though he be wildc of wil or wode, 
Nat understanding what men redde, 

A leude boistir, that God forbedde, 

As gode a bishoppe’ is my hoise Ball; 
Suche a pope is full foule bestede. 

And at the laste wol foule yfall. 


He makith priestes for erthly thanke. 

And not at all for Chust*is sake ; 

Suche that yben ful fat and ranke. 

To souleMs hele none hede they take; 

Al is wel done what er they make. 

For they shal answerc ones for all; 

For world’ is thank such worch and wake. 
And al suche false shal foule befall. 

Suche that can nat ysav ther crede 
With piayer shall be made prelates, 
Nothir can thei the gospell rede, 

Suche sbul now weldm hie estates : 

The hie godes freodsbip *heni makes, 

Thei totith on ther summe totall ; 

Suche here the keyes of Hell’is yates. 
And all suche false shal foule befall. 

Thei forsakin for Christ’ is love 
Tiavaile, and hiingro, thurste, and colde, 
They hen ordrid or al abo^e 
Out of youthed til they ben olde ; 

By the dore they go nat to the folde, 

To helpe ther shepe they nought traval. 
For hind men al suche I holde. 

And al sttchc false foule 'hem befall. 

I 

For Chnst our king thei wol forsake. 

And know him nought for his povertc, 
For Christ’is love they wol awake. 

And drinke piement al aperte : 

Of God they seme nothing aferde. 

As lusty live as Lamual, 

And drive ther shepe into desert; 

Al suche false faltours sUul foule, fal- 

Cbnst yhad twelve apostles here, 

Nowe say they ther may be but one 
That may not erre in no mancro. 

Who leva not this ben lost echone : 

Peter errid, so did not Joan ; 

Why is he cleped the principall ? 

Christe cleped him Peter, not the sUinc ; 
Al false faitours foule 'hem befal. 

Why cursiu they the croisery 
Christ’is Christian creturis ? 

For bytwene them is now envy 
To be enhaunsid m honours; 

Christm livers with ther labours. 

For they levin on no mortal, 

Ben do to deth with dishonours, 

And al suche false foule ’hem l^.faU 

What knoweth a tilloure at the plow’c 
The pop* IS name, and what he hate ^ 

His crede snffiseth to’ him mowe, 

And knowith a cardinal by his hattc. 
Rough is the pore nnrightly latte. 

That knowith Christ his God royal ; 

Suche matters be not worth a 

But suche false faitours foule 'hem fab 

X king slial knelc and kisse his showe, 
Christ let a sinful kisse his fete. 

Me thmke he holdetb him hie inowe ; 

So Lucifer did, that hie set; 

Suche one me thinke himselfb 
Or to the trouth he was nat cal ; 

Christe that suffirid wmiodis wete, 

Shall make all sacho falsbed foule £slh 
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They layith out ther Jargfe nettcs 
Foi to takin silvir and golde, 

Thei fillin coffers, and sackes fettcs 
Ther as they sonhs catebin sholde; 

Ther servaiuites be to them nnhoMe ; 
But they can doublin th(‘i rental 1 ; 

To bigge >hem castles bigge ’horn holdc j 
And al suebe false foule ’hem befall. 


IIKRE EXDETH THE FIRST PARTE OF THIS TAIE, 
AND HEREAFTER POIOWETH THE SECONDS 
PARTE. 

To accorde what this worde fall 
No more English nc can I findo, 

Shewing anothir now I shall, 

For I have moche to saye bchinde, 

Jlow priestis han the peple pindo, 

As curteis Christc yhatli me kinde. 

And put this matter in my minde, 

To make this manir men amende. 

Shortely to shende *hcm, and shewe nowe 
How wrongfully they wcrche and walke, 

Of bie God nothing tell, nc howe, 

But in Ooddes worde toll many a balke, 

In harnis boide 'hem and in Italke, 

And pri'ehen’ of titbis and offrende, 

And nntruely of the gospel talke ; 

Fur hw mercy (lod it amende! 

What els is Antichristc tosaie 
But oven Christ’is adyersarie ? 

Sttche hath now ben many a daie 
To Chrlst’ifi bidding ful eonlrarif, 

That from the irouth^ dene y warry ; 

Out of the way they hen ywonde, 

And (Jliriet’is peple untrucly cary ; 

(.iod for his pitie it amende ! 

They live contrary to Cliristcs life, 

In hie pri<le against m<{k^m»sK(^ 

Against suffraunce they rtstn strife, 

And nngre aycn.st sohr<*n<’Hse, 

Ayenist wisedom wilf«lu#tsa«j 
To ChristMs talia Htil ttmde, 

Against xnmxve outrtgionsnoMo ; 

But whan Ood wol it may amende* 

J/Mrddy life ayenst lowlincsgc, 

And demin a) without mercy, 

And covetisc ayenste largesse, 

Ayrnist trouthfe trechery, 

And ayidtiHt almfiswt envy 5 
Ayeoist C\m%i they comprehendcj 
For chastity maintcine Iccbe'ry ; 

Ood for his grac^ this amende 1 

Against prnaunee thei use delightcs, 

Ayenst suflfirtunce strong defence, 

Ayrnst Ood they usin lit rightes, 

Ayentst pUte punish monies. 

Open’ rvil oyeiMt crmtincnccj 
Tbetr wlckld winning worst* diupondc, 

Hobtm«*s«e fiotte in to dlspence ; 

Cod for his godtwsse it amende ! 


Why cleimin they holy’ his powere, 

And wranglin ay oust al his hostes ? 

His living folowe thei nought here, 

Buthuing worse than witUtsse bestes; 

Of fisbe and fleshe they loviu festos ; 

A-? lordis they hen biodc ikinidcj 
Of Oodd’js pore thei hatiri gestes, 

God for his mercy tins ain<'ndcl 

With Dives such shall have tbei dome, 

That saiiic that they bo Chrisl’is fieudes, 

And do nothing as they shouM done, 

Al suohe ben filsir than ben feiules : 

On the peple they ley suche b(‘nd«s 
As Cod in Orth they han offe.idi* ; 

Succour for such Chrlste now send us, 

And for his mercy this amen )e ’ 

A token’ of Antichrist they be ; 

His careckes bon now wide iknowe, 

Receved to preehe shal «o man be 
Without tokin of him I tiowt* * 

Dchc Christin priest to piceliin owe, 

From God above thei lien ys(*iKl(‘ 

Goddes word to al folke for to showe, 

And sinful man for to amende. 

Christ sent the pore for to preehe. 

The royal riche he did not so, 

Now dare no pore the peple teelic, 

For Antielmst is all ther toe ; 

Among the peple he mote go, 

He hath btddin nl suche suspomle, 

Some hath he hent, and thinketh yet moj 
But al this God may wel amende. 

Al tho that han thr* worlde forsake 
And Hviu lowly, as God badde, 

Into' ther prison slmllo be take, 

Betin and hoimdin, and forth Ktdde ; 

IlewHif I rede no man be dradde, 

Christ said that his should be yshende; 

Kisbe man ought hereof to be gladde, 

For God ful wel it wol amende. 

They take on ’hem royall power, 

And say they bavin swerdis two, 

One curse to Hel, one sic men here: 

At his taking Christ had no mo, 

Yet Teter bad but oni^ of tlio, 

And Christ to him amite gan dnfende, 

And into the’ sheth badde put it ibo ; 

And al suebe mischevcM God amende ! 

Christ bad Eeter to kepe his shepo, 

And witli bis swortlo forbade ’hem smite ; 
Swerd<^ is no tole with shepc to kepe, 

But to sh(»pb(‘r<l<w that sUejm wol bite ; 

Me tbinkc suche ehepherd<*s ben to wite 
Who' iiyen ther shepe with swnrdc e^mtende | 
They drive th<*r shepo with grutt^ despite j 
But al this Gml may well amendit 

Petal’s suect^ssourm be thei nought 
Whom Christ ymade bis ehefe i^ouve j 
A swordo no shepherde ustti ought 
But he would sle an a IxKihriurc 
Who so were Pcter% sueoeiwoure 
Should here his shepe tU bit hacke hende, 
And shadowy »hem from every ohoure j 
And al this God mf we! mmende* 
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Successours to Peter ben these 
In that, that Peter Christe foisoke, 

Tliat levir had God’s love to le&e 
Than ‘shepherde had to lese his hoke ; 
He culleththe shepe as doth the coke; 
Of ’em takm they woll untrende. 

And falsely glose the Gospell ^o^e f 
God for his mercy them amende 1 

Whan Christ had take Peter the kay 
Christ saide he must ydie for man ; 

That Peter to Christ gan vrithsay, 

Christ bad him “ Go behmde, Sathan 
Suche counsailonrs many’ of these ban. 
For world’is wele God to offend e ; 
Peter’s successours they ben than. 

But al suche Gpd may wel amende^ 

For Sathan is to say no more 
But he that countrary to Christ is, 

In this they lemm Peter’s lore, 

They sewin him whan be did mi&se ; 
They folowe him forsoth in this 
That Christ would Peter leprehende, 

But nat that longith to’ hevin bliS'^e ; 
God for his mercie ’hem amende ' 

Thei none apostle sewen, in case 
Of ought that I C 5 in understonde, 

But him thatbetraie^th Christ, Judas, 
That bare the purse in every londe, 

And al that be might sette on honde 
He hidde and stale, and it mispende : 
His rule these traitours han in honde 5 
Almighty God all suche amende ! 

And at the last his lorde gan tray 
Cursidly through false covetise, 

So would these Iraine him for money 
And they ywistin in what wise; 

They be sikre* of the fele ensise- 
From all sothnesse they ben yfiende. 
And covetise chaunge with quentise; 
Almighty God al suche amende J 

Were Christ upon erth, here efte sone, 
These wouldin dampne him to die ; 

All his hestis they ^n fordone. 

And same bis sayres hjen b/^esie ; 

Ayenst his commaundementes they crie, 
And dampnin all his to be brende. 

For thei ne like suche losengprie ; 

' God Almighty all suche amende ! 

These han more might in Fnglande bei e 
Thau hath the king and all his la we, 
They ban purcbasid suche powere 
To takin ’hem whom list not knawe. 

And say that heresie’ i$ ther sawe. 

And so to prison wol ’hero sende , 

It was not so by eldir dawe ; 

God for his mercy it amende \ 

The king’is lawe wol no man deme 
Angerliche withoutin answere, 

But if any man these misqueme 
He shall be baightid as a here. 

And yet wel worse they wol him tere. 
And in prison wollin him pende 
In ginis, and in otbir gere ; 

Whan that ^od woJl it may amende. 


The king ne taxith nat his meii 
But by assent of the commi’nalte, 

But these eche yere wol raunsom ’hem 
Maistirfully, more than dothe he ; 

Ther sells by yere bettir be 
Than is the king’is in extende, 

Ther officers han gietir fe ; 

But alle this mischefe God amende 1 

Who so wol prove a testament 
That is nat al worth tenne poundc. 

He shal paye for the parchement 
The thirdc of the money all rounde ; 

Thus the pore peple is ransoundc. 

They say suche parte t’em should apendc. 
There as they gnpen’ it goeth to ground c ; 
God for his mercy it amende I 

A simple fornication 
Twenty shillingis he shall pay. 

And than have absolucion 
And al the yere use it he may ; 

Thus thei lettin ’hem go astray ; 

Thei recke nat though the soule be btiunh- ; 
TUe‘»e kepin evill Peter’s kay ; 

And al suche sbepherdes God amende I 

Wondir is that the parliamente. 

And all the lordis of this londe, 

Here to takm so lite entente 
To helpe the peple’ out of their honde. 

For thei bon hardir in ther bonde, 

Woise bete, and cruellir ybrende, 

Than to the king is understand ; 

God him helpe this for to amende ! 


What bislioppes, what religions, 

Han in this lande as muche lay fo, 
Lordeshippis and possesions, 

More than lordis it semith 
That makith ’hem lese charite ; 

They mowm not tp God attendc. 

In erth thei have so higbe degre; 

God for his mercy it amende! 

The Empe’rour yafe the Pope somtime 
So higbe lordeship him about, 

That at the last the sely kime 
The pitiude Pope yput him out, 

So of this i elme is in grete dout ; 

But, liOrdes, beware, ^nd them defvudi:, 
For no we these folke he wondir slgutt! ; 
Ihc king and lords now this amende* 


THUS ENDETH THE SECONDE PARTE OF THIH T\t 
HEREAFTElt FOIXOVnETH THE THIltDl*. 

MoysEs lawe forbode it tho 

That prestis should no lordsbippes wclde, 

Cbrist’is gospell biddith also 

That they should no lordshippis hclde ; 

Christes apostels were nor so bolde. 

No suche lordsbippes to ’hem embra<'i*. 

But sklere ther shepe and kepe ther fohb* ; 
May God amende ’hero for his grace 1 



THE PLOWMAN S TALE. PART 111. 


Por tliei ne ben but counterfete, 

Men may yknow Mietn by ther ft uSte, 

Ther gretenesse maketh' *hein G(k 1 foryete* 
And take his mekcness^ in despite j 
And thei were pore afhd had but lite 
Tbei n’old nat deicten* Aftir the face, 
Nonshe ther shepe, aitd ’hem nat bite 
May God amende ’hem for his grace I 

GRIFFON* 

What canst thou preche ayenst chanons 
That men yclepin Secuicre } 

PELtlCAN. 

Thei ben curates of many tonnes, 

On yerth they bavin grete powere. 

They have grete prebendis and dere, 

Some two or tUre, and some have mo, 

A parsonage to ben playing fere, 

And yet thei serve the king also. 

And let to-fermi all that fare 
To whom that wol moste give thcrfoie, 
Some wollin spende, and some woH spate, 
And some wol laye it up in 8tor(» ; 

A cure of soalc they care not fore, 

So that they mowln money take ; 

Whethir ther soulos bo wonno or lore 
Ther profiles they well not forsake. 

They have a gedering proem atour, 

That can the pore pepic enpledo, 

And ruble ’horn as a ravmonr, 

And to bis lorde the* mony leiie, 

And catehe of (piicki* and eke of dedo. 

And richin him and his lorde eke, 

And to robbd the pore give gode rede 
Of Okie and yonge, of hole and sicke* 

Therwith they purchase *hem lay fb 
Xn loude, there as ’hem fiklth best, 

And bnildin brode as a cite 
Both in the cst and in the west } 

To purchase thus they ben ful prest, 

But on the pore they well nought spende, 
Nc no gode give to Godd'is gest, 

No’ sonde him some that all hath pcnde. 

By ther «(‘rvice soche wolHn liv<», 

And txuKt that othir to tresure ^ 

Tliough ail ther parishe die unKhrive 
Thei well nat givin a rose Bourti j 
Ther life shoutd be as a mirmur 
Xk>th to lerid and leude aliKi, 

And ttjche the folko ther lele lalwur^ 
Soebe maistor men bon all misgo. 

Some of ’hem yb<m full harde iiigges, 

And some of ’hetn ben proude and gaie, 
Some spendin tUiir gcsle upon gigges, 

And Hudin ’hem of grete arate* 

Alai ! what thinke these men to sate 
That thus dispendin Oodd’ts gttde \ 

At the grtde dredefuti dom’li date 
Soche wridchis shall he worse than wode. 

Some thw churchis nevir ae sie, 

Ne net o ponie tholir sende ; 

Though that the pore for hungir die, 

O penie* on ’htim will thei not apende t 
Hare thei receiving of the rente 
Thei recke ner ef the remdnaant ; 

Alas ! the devlU hath dene ’hem hleate ^ 
Soche one U Satbanm aogournamit. 


And use horedome and hailottrie, 

And covetise, and pompe, and pride. 

And slothe, and wrathe, and eke envic; 
And sewin sinue by evciy side ; 

Alas ! where thinkin soche t’ abide ? 

How woll thei ther accomptis yeld ? 

From hie God thei mowe ’hem not hide ; 
Soche willcrs witie’ is hot worth a neldc, 

Thei ben so rotid in nehesse 
That Christ’is povert is forycf ; 

Yseivid with so many messe 
Horn thmke that manna is no mete : 

All is gode tliat thei mowin geto; 

Thei weiie to livin evirinore ; 

But whan that God at dome is sete 
Soche tresour is a foblc Store. 

Unnethis mote thei matins sain 
For counting and for court holding, 

And yet he jangUith asjaie, 

And understont himself nothing ; 

He well yserve botbc crle and king 
For his finding and for his fe. 

And hide his tithing and offrmg; 

This IS a fcblc chanle. 

Othir thei bi n proude or eove’tou'f, 

Or ellcK thei ben hard or hungne, 

Or thei ben libc’rall or lechcioti*., 

Or els medlers with march andru*, 
Mainteineis of men with maiHtrlc, 

Or stewardoH, countours, or plcdours, 

And serve God in ypocrisic j 

Soche priestis hen Christes ^Ise traitoiM 

Thei ben false, thei lien vengoable, 

And bcgile men in (ihrist’is name; 

The! ben unstedfast and unstable; 

To traie ther lorde 'hem thinke no shame 
To servin God thei ben full lame ; 

Godd’is thevis, and falsely atelo, 

And falsely Goddls worde defkme ; 
la winning is tlicr WorhFis wole; 

Antichrist these pricstis serve alF, 

I praio the who maie say in Nain ? 

With Antichrist s<ichc shuDtti fall, 

Th«» folowen him in dede and fair ; 

Th<*i iw*rvin him in ritdie araic, 

To snrvin C5hri^t soche falsely fain ; 

Why at the dredfuU dom’is dale 
Shall thei not folowe him to pain ^ 

’Hiat koowen ’hem eelf that thei doon iB 
Aycust Christ’is commaunddment, 

And amende ’hem uer na will, 

But serve Sathan by one ai^nt* 

Who sayith sotha he shall be shent, 

Or speketb ayenst ther false living, 

Who so well livith shall be brent, 

For soche ben gretir than the king. 

Fopis, bishops, and cardinals, 

Chanons, and parsons, and vicare, 

In Goddiii service X trowe ben faU 
That sacramoutis setlin here, 

And ben as proudu as laidlhre i 
Xkihe man hike whctblr that t lie; 

Who so spt^kkh ayenst ther powts*' 

I It shall be holdin hcre^ 



POEMS IMPUTED TO CHAUCER. 


630 

Lokith how many orders take 
Onely of Christ for his service. 

That the world *is godis forsake ; 

Who so take ordirs othir wise 
I trowe that thei shall sore agrise, 

For ail the glose that thei conne. 

All ne sewm not this assise ; 

In evill time thei thus begonne. 

Loke how many emong hem all 
Ne holdm not this hie waie 
With Antichnst thei shullm fall. 

For that thei wollin God betraie : 

God amende ’hem, that best ymaie ! 

For many men thei makin shende ,■ 

Thei wetin well the sothe I saie. 

But the devill hath fbule ’hem blende. 

Som of ’hem on ther churchis dwell 
Apparailled porely j pronde of porte ; 

The seven sacramentes thei doeu sell j 
la cattell catching’ is ther comfort : 

Of eche mattir thei wollin mell j 
To doen ’hem wrong is ther disport ; 

To afiraie the peple thei ben fell. 

And hold ’hem lower than doeth the lorde. 

And for the tithing of a ducke. 

Or of an apple or an aie, 

Thei make men swere upon a boke ^ 
liO ’ thus thei foulin Christ’s saie : 

Soche berin evill hevin kaie j 

Thei mowin assoile, thei mowe shrive,, 

With mennis wins strongly plaie. 

And with true tillers^ sturte and strive, 

At the wrestling and at the wake. 

And the chief ohanntours at the nale. 
Market beters, and medling make, 
Hoppen’ and houtin with heve and hale ; 
At faire freshe, and at win^ stale, 

The! dine and dnnke, and make debate, 
The seven sacramentes set a saile; 

Eepe soche the kales of hevin gate } 

Menms wivis thei wollin hold. 

And though that thei ben nght sory. 

To speke thei shall not be so bold. 

For sompning to* the consistory. 

And make ’hem saie with mouthe I lie ; 
Though thei it sawin with ther eye 
His lemman holdin opmly 
No man so harde to aske why. 

He woll have tithing and offring 
Maugre whosoever it grutche. 

And twise on the daie he woll sing : 
Godd’is priestis ne were none soche ; 

He mote go hunte with dogge and blche, 
And blowen his home and cryin Hey, 

And sorcerie usen as a witche ; 

Soche kepm eviIL Peter’s key. 

Yet thei mote have some stocke or stone 
Gaily paintid and proudly dight,. 

To makm men livm upon, 

And saie that it is full of might, 

About soche men set up grete ligh^, 

Other soche stockes shull stande tberby 
As darke as if it were midnight, 

For it maie makm no mastne. 


That it the leude peple se mowe, 

Thou Mary, thou worchest wondir thinges. 
About that that men offrin to 
' Hongin brochis, oiichis, and ringes ; 

The priest purcbasitli the ofFnnges, 

But he n’lll offir to’ none image : 

Wo IS the soule that he forsinges 
That precliith for soche pilgrimage ’ 

To men and women that ben pore. 

Which that ben Christ’! s owne hkeiiesse, 
Men shullen offir at ther dore. 

That stiffre hungir and distresse, 

And to soche image offir Icsse, 

That mowe not fele m thirstene cold ; 

The pore in spirite gan Christ blesse, 
Therfbre offrith to feble’ and old. 

Buckilers broJe and swerdis long, 
Baudrike, with baselardis kene, 

Soche toles about ther neckc thei hong : 
With Antichrist soche priestis ben , 

Upon ther dedes it is well sene 
Whom thei servin, whom thei h'onourou : 
Antichrist’is thei ben all dene. 

And Godd’is godes falsly devourem 

Of scarlet and grene gate gounc*}, 

, That mote be shapin for the newe, 

To clippen and kissm in tounes 

The damoseles that to the daunce sewe, 

Cuttid clothes to sewe ther hewe. 

With longd pikis on ther shone : 

Our Godd’is gospell is not true ; 

Either thei serve the devill or none* 

Now ben the priestis pokes so wide 
Men must enlarge the vestiment. 

The holy gospell they doen hide 
For the contrarien in raiment $ 

Such pnstes of Lucifer ben sent : 

Like conquerours thei ben araied. 

The proude pendauntes at ther ars pent. 
Falsely the trueth thei ban betralcd. 

Shrift silvir soehe wollin askeis, 

And wollin men crepe to the crouche ; 
None of the sacramentes save askis 
Withouten moede shall no man touche ; 
On ther bishop ther warant vouch e. 

That is a law of the decro ; 

With mede and money thus thei mouche, 
And thus thei sain is charite* 

Within the middis of ther masse 
Thei n’ill have no man but for hire. 

And full shortly let forth ypasse : 

Soche Shull men findin in echo shire 
That parsonages for raine desire 
To live in liking and in lustes ; 

1 1 dare not sain sans osejeo dire 
That soche hen Ankichrist’is priestis. 

Or thei yef the bishoppis why. 

Or thei mote hen in his service, 

And holdin forth ther hariottrie, 

Soche prelates ben of feble* emprise j 
Of Qodd’is grame soche men agrise. 

For soche mattirs that takin mme. 

How thei’ excuse hem, and in what wise, 
Methinketh thei might gretely drede. 
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Thei sain that it to no man longeth 
To repiove them though that thei crre, 

But falsly Godd’is godes thei fongeth, 

And therwith mauiteiii wo and weire ; 

Ther dedes should be as bright as stetiOj 
Tber living leudd mann’is light : 

Thei saie the Pope no maie not crre ; 

Nede must that passin mannhs might. 

Though^ a priest he with his lemman' al night, 
And tellen his felowe and he him, 

He goith to masse anon right. 

And saieth he singeth out of smne j 
His birde abideth him at his mne, 

And dighteth his diner the mene while, 

He singeth his masse Tor he would winne. 

And so he wemth God begiic. 

^Hem thinkith long till thei be met, 

And that thei use forth all the yeie j 
Kmong the folke whan hrc is set 
He holdith no man half his pere : 

Of the bishop he hath powcrc 
To soile men, or els thei ben lore, 

His absolucion maketh them skere; 

Wo is the fwjule that he singeth for ! 

The Griffon began for to Ihvcte, 

And saied, Of monkia canst thou ought ? 

The Pelli^can said, Thei ben fall gn^te, 

And in tins world moche wo hath wi ought j 
Sainct Benet, that ther oidir brought, 

Ne made Miem ner in soche mam re, 

I trowe it came uer in his thought 
That thei should UhC so grete powerc< 

That a mnn should a monke T/)r<le call, 

Ke serve him on knees as a king } 

He is as proude as prince in pall, 

In mote and drinke, and in all thing ; 

Some weren a nafter and ring, 

With double wonstid well idight. 

With roiall met.c and rich^ drinkc, 

And ride on courser'as a knight. 

With haukis and with houndis <*ke, 

With broche or ouchi.s on his hmle; 
flomtt saie no masse in all a wekej 
Of deint<H:^s is ther most^ #od« 

With lordfchippiH and with bondmen j 
lliis is a roiall regioun 5 
Sainct Benet made twt nun of *hom 
To have lordsliip of man nc toune, 

Kow thei bon quaint and curious, 

With hue clothe clad and servid dene, 

Proudo, and angric, and envious, 

Mallet* is mochil that thd mene; 

In catching craltie and covetous, 
thirdly livin in grete liking j 
This living* is n<^ rdigions 
According to Ikmit's living; 

Thei ben clerkcs, and courts ovir sc, 

Ther j^re ttmaunce fully thei slitej 
The hier a man ann;rci(f be 
The gladlyir thei w(dl it write ; 

This is farre from Christes povtirle. 

For all with covdtisc thei entlHe j 
On the pore thei have no pita, 

Ne ner ’hem cHerishe but or bite* 


And comminly soche bun comen 
Of poi e pGplc’, and of ’hem begete, 
lhat this pci fee lion ban inomen : 

Thei fiithiis ude but on their fete, 

And tiavaile sore for that thei etc, 

In povert livith yong and old ; 

Ther fathiis sulfieth drought and wdc, 
Many hungric moles, thursle, and cold. 

And all this the monkes ban forsake 
For Christ’s love and Sainct Benatc, 

To pndo and esc have ’hem betake j 
This religion is ill besetc: 

Had thcT ben out of gret religion 
Thei must havi* bangid at the plowc, 
Thrt*shid and dikeil fro toune, to tomie. 
With boric mete not lialfe inowe. 

Thcrfoiethei han this all forsake, 

And take to riches, pride, and (‘sr j 
Full fewe tor God wol inonkes ’h<‘Ui make 
Lite IS soche ordir for to praise 3 
Suinct B(»net ordain(‘d it not so, 

But bad hem to the eherolichc, 

In cburchliche manir liv<s and go, 

Boistoub in yiTth, and not lordlicbe. 

Thoi disclandcrin Suinct Bcnet, 
Thcifor(*thei have bn holy cuise; 

Sainct Benet with hem in*ver im*t 
But if thei thought to robhe his purse,* 

I can no moi« here of ’hem tell 
But lhat thei l>i*n like tho before, 

And clone nerve the devill of heU, 

And ben his tresuro and his store ; 

And all soche othir countirfaitours, 
C'hanons, canons, and soche dlsgised,, 

Ben Go<ld*is enemies and iraitours, 

His religion han foule dis}Htied 3 
And of frcri.s I have Ijcfore 
T<»Id in a makin of a erode, 

And yet I could tell worse and more. 

But men would werien it to redo. 

As <loddes godenes no man tell might. 

No wrkc no speke, no thinke in thought^ 

Bo ther falshed nnd ther unright 
Male no man tell that ere God wrought. 
l'h(* Griffon saiud, Thou <*anHt no godo. 
Thou came ner of no gtmlill kinde ; 

Othir J trowe thou waxist wode 
Or edits thou hast lohte thy mimic* 

Should holy chnrcho yhavn no heddo 
Who should ybo her govemailo, 

Who should htT rnlo, who should h«T mddc, 
Who should h«r foithroo, who avaUf ? 

F>hc man shall live by his travuile ; 

Who bt‘St dolth shall have tnost meile : 

Wkh strength if mt*n the ehtirrhe luihaii* 
With strength men must dcfcmin bur 

And if tlttJ Pope were purely pir# 

And nody, and nothing ne had, 

He Simla be drive from dors to dnra; 

Tim wickid of him n’olde mil drad t 
Of soche an hedde man would be aade, 

And sinfully liv<*n’ as *ln;m Inst ; 

With strength amendis soctm be midu, 

With wopin wolves fwtm skopu b» wnst 
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If that the Pope and prelates would 
So begge and bid, bowe and borowe. 

Holy churche should ystande full cold, 

Her servauntes sit and soupe sorowe j 
And thei were noughtie, foule, and horowe. 
To worship God men would wlate 
Both on evin and on morowe : 

Soohd harlotrie men would bate. 

And therfore men of holy churche 
Should in be honeste m all thing. 

And worsbipfull God’s workis werche ; 

So semetb it to serve Christ ther king 
Jn honest and in dene clothing, 

With vessels of gold and clothes riche 
To God honestly to’ make offribg, 

Por to his lordship none is liche. 

The Pelhcan cast an houge crie. 

And saied, Alas * why saiest thou so ? 

Christ is our hede that sitteth on hie, 

Heddis ne ought we have no mo ^ 

We ben his membies bothe also, 

Fatbir he taught us call him als, 

Maisters to call forbad be tho ; 

All maisters ben wickid and fals 

That takith maistrie m his name 
Ghostly, and to wm yerthly gode ; 

Kingis and lordes should lordship have, 

And rule the peple with milde mode. 

But Christ, for us that shed his blode. 

Bad his priests uo maistirship have,. 

Ke carke not for clothis ne fode ^ 

Prom all mischief he woll 'hem save. 

Ther iicbe clothes shall be ngbtwisnesse, 
Ther tresure a true life shall be, 

Charite shal be ther richesse, 

Ther Lordship shall be unite, 

And hope in God tber honeste, 

Ther vessel a dene conscience ; 

Pore in sprite, and humilite. 

Shall be holy church’is defence. 

What ' saied the GrifSon, maie the greve ‘ 
That othir folkis faren wele ? 

What hast thou to doin with ther live ? 

Thy falsed every inan male fele,. 

Por thou ne canst no cattell gate. 

But livest in londe as a loreil, 

With glosing gettist thou thy mete ; 

So fanth the devil in hell. 

He would that eche man there should dwell, 
Por he livith ni dene envie. 

So with the tales that thou doest tell 
Thou wouldeet othir pepJe destrie 
With your glose and your hcresic, 

Por ye can live no bettir life 
But cleue in fels hypocrisie, 

And bringist the in wo and stnfe* 

And therwith have ye not doen. 

For ye ne having here ne cure ; 

Ye serve the deviJI, not God ne man. 

And he shall payin you your hire i 
For ye wd farin wel at festes. 

And be warm cloth id for the cold, 

Therfore ye glosin Godd’js hestes> 

And begile p^le yong and old. 


And all the sevin sacrament es 
Ye speke ayenst as ye were slie, 

Tithings, offiinges, with your ententes, 
And on your liord’s body lie : 

All this ye dc»en to live in ese. 

As who sayith ther ben none sochc. 

And sain The Pope’ is not worth a pese, 
To make the peple’ ayen him groclie. 

And this ycommith in by fendes 
To bring the Christin m distauiicc, 

For thei would that no man were frendes. 
Levith thy chattnng with mischaunce i 
If thou live well what wilt thou more ? 

Let othir men live as ’hem list, 

Spenden ther gode or kepe in store ; 

Othir mennes conscience ner thou n’ist. 

Ye han no cure to answeie fore ; 

What meddle’ ye that han not to dot n ? 
Let men live as thei han doen yore. 

For thou shalt answerde for no man. 

The Pcilican sayid, Sir, naie, 

I ne dispisid not the Pope 
Ne no sacrament, sothc to saie, 

But speke in charite’ and gode hope : 

But I dispise ther hi^ pride, 

Ther wekhe that should be pore in sprite ; 
Ther wickidnesse is knowe so wide, 

Thei servin God m false habite. 

And toumin mekenesse into pride, 

And lowlinesse into’ hie degre. 

And Godd’is wordis toume and hide, 

And I am moved by charite 

To lettin men to livln so 

With all my conning and my might. 

And to wamin men of ther wo. 

And to tellm ’hem trouth and right. 

The sacramentes be soul’is hele 
If thei ben usid in gode use ; 

Ayenst that speke 1 ner a dele. 

For than ne were 1 nothing wise ^ 

Bub thei that use ’hem in misse manere, 
Or set ’hem up to any sale, 

I trowe thei shall able ’hem dere ; 

This is my reson, this my tale : 

Who so taketh hem unrightfullicho 
: Ayenst the ten command ementes. 

Or elles by glose wretchidliche 
Selleth any of the sacramantes, 

I trowe thei doe the dcvill homage, 

In that thei wetin thei doe wrong, 

And therto I dare well h> wage 
Thei serve Sathan for all their song. 

To tithen’ and offre’ is holsome life, 

So it be doen in due manere, 

A man to houselin and to shrive* 

Wedding, and all othir in fere. 

So it be nother soldo ne bought, 

Ne takd ne give for covetise. 

And it be so taken’ it is nought ; 

^Who selleth him so maie scure agrise; 

On our Lordes body’ X doe not He, 

I saie the sothe thorough true rede* 

His deshe and blode, through his mlstenV, 
Is there all in the dome of hrcile. 
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How it is there it nedeth not strive, 
Wliethre’ it be subget or accident, 

13ut as Christ was whan he* was on live 
So is he there in verament 
If Pope or cardi’nall live gode live. 

As Chiist us bad in his gospell, 

Aycnst that ne woll I not strive. 

But me thinkith thei live not well ; 

For if the Pope lived as God bedde, 

Fnde and highnesse he should dispise, 
Eichcsse, covetise, and croune on hedde ; 
Mekenesse and poverte’ he should use. 
The Griffon saied he should abaie. 

Thou Shalt be brent in balefull fire. 

And all thy sect I shall distrle; 

Ye shall be hangid by the swire. 

Ye shullc be hangid and to drawe : 

Who givith you levc for to preche, 

Or spekin ayenst Go{,ld’is lawe, 

And the peple thus falsely teelie ? 

Thou sholtbe cursed with boke and bell, 
And dissevered from holie cliurche, 

And dene idaxnpnid into Hell, 

Othirwise bat ye wolhn wmche. 

The Pelli*can saiod, That I ne drede j 
Your cursing is of lite value- j 
Of God I liopc to have my mode, 

For It is falshcd that ye shewe, 

For ye ben out of ebarite, 

And wilnc vcugcanuce, as did Nero: 

To suffi in I wol rody be ; 

1 drede not all that Lhou canst do. 

Chiist bad ont*s suffre for his love. 

And so he taught all his servauntM, 

But thou* amende for his sake above ; 

I drede not all thy maintenaunce ; 

For if I drede the world s hat^ 

Me thinkith I were lite to praise : 

I driKle nothing your hie estate, 

Ne I nc drede not your disese. 

Wollin ye toume and Icvc your pride, 
And your hi<* jiorte and your lichcssc, 
Your cursing should not go so wide ; 

God bring you into right wisenasse ! 

For I drede not your tirannie, 

For nothing that ye can ydom; 

To sutfre I am all redic, 

Sikir 1 recke nevir how sontn 

The Griffon grinned as he were wode, 

And lokid lovely as an owle, 

And swore by cock’is herte and blode 
He wold him tore every doule ; 

Holy churche thou disclaundrist fbule ; 
For thy Kp<»cbe 1 woll the to race, 

And make thy flesh to rote and moule ; 
l^oselt, thou Shalt have hard^ grace. 

The Griffon flewe forth on his waie, 

The Pelhcan did sit and wape, 

And to himself he gan to sale, 

God would that any of Christes shepe 
Had herdin, and itakt^i kepe 
Behe a word that here saytd was, 

Ami would it write and weli ikepe ^ 

Ood would it ware all for his grace! 


PLOWMjIJI- 

I answerid, and saied I would, 

If for my travaile one would pey. 

rEIXICAN. 

He saied yes j these iher God ban sold, 
For thei ban grete store of money, 

PLOWMAN. 

I ilayid, Tell me and thou maie, 

Why tellibt thou menn*is trespaco ? 

pcllican. 

He said, To* amende licin in gode fay. 

If God woll give me any grace ; 

For Christ himself is liken to me, 

That for his peple died on rode ; 

As fare I right so fanth be. 

He fedith his birdcs with his blode : 

But these doen cvill ayoust Gode, 

And ben bis focn uudir frendi‘S face ,* 

I told *hcm how ther living stode, 

And God amende 'hern for bis grace ! 

PLOM'M^N. 

What ailitb the Griffon, tell why 
That he holdith on the’ othu side, 

For thei two yb(‘n likily 
And with kindiB yrobin wide. 

PBLUCAN. 

The fouU> betokinith pride. 

As Lucifer that high flewe was, 

And 8ith he did him in ill hide,* 

For he agilted Oodd*i8 grace. 

As binle flyith up in the airc^ 

And livith by birdcs that ben meke. 

So these ben flowc up in dispaire. 

And shendin sely souHs eke ; 

The souiis that ben in sinnes eke 
He culleth ’hem ; knole therfl>re, alas 1 
For bribrie Godd'is forbode broke; 

But God amende it for his grace ! 

The hinder parte is a loun, 

A robber and a raviner, 

That robbeth the ^ple in yerth doune, 
And in yerth holdith none his pere : 

So fareth this foule both ferns and nere, 
With teitti>oVcl strength the peple chase 
As a hon proude in yerth here; 

May God amende ’hem fbr his grace! 

muicAK. 

He fliiwe. forth with his wingis twain 
All drottping, and dasid, and dull. 

But sone the Griffon came again, 

Of his foulis the yerth was full ; 

The Pelli’can he had cast to pull. 

So grete nombre ner jkuki th<*r wag. 

What tnanir of fl>ules telle I wot), 

If God wol give me of his graoe. 

With the Orifftm come fonlfs lela, 

Bavins, rokis, crowls, and pie, 

And grate foulis, agadrld wele, 

Ignrde above they wouldhi ble^ 
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Gledis and bosardes weren ’hem by, 

White molles and puttockes toke ther place, 

And lapwinges, that wel conith he ; 

This company’ ban forlete ther grace. 

Long while the Pellican was oute, 

Bat at last he commith agame, 

And brought with him the phenix stoute } 

The Griffon would have flow ful fainc, 

His foulis flewen as thicke as raine, 

The phenix tho began ’hem chace i 
To flie from him it was in vaine, 

For he did vengeaunce and no grace. 

He slewe ’hem doune without mercy j 
There estartfe neither fre ne thrall ; 

On him they cast a rufnll crie 
Whan that the Griffim- doun was fall ; 

He bete him not, but slewe hem all : 

Where he ’hem drove no man may trace : 
Under the erth methought they yall ; 

Alas, they bad a feble grace ! 

The Pellican then axid right 
For my writing if I have blame 
Who then wol for me fight ot flight > 

Who shullin sheldd me from shame ? 

He that yhad a maide to dame. 

And the Lamb^ that slaine ywas, 

Shal sheldin me from gostly blame, 

For erthely harme is Godd’is grace. 

Therfore I pray ev8ry man 
Of my writing have me excused, 

This writing wnteth the Pellican, 

That thus fiiese peple hath dispised ; 

For I am freshe fully advised 
1 n’ill not maintene his menace. 

For the devill is ofte disguised 
To bring a man to evil grace. 

Width the Pelli’can and not me, 

For herof I n’ll not avowe 
In hie ne lowe, ne no degrc. 

But as fable take it ye mowe. 

To holy churche I will me bowe ; 

Eche man to’ amende him Christe seude space ! 
And for my writing me alowe 
He that’ is sdmighty for his grace. 

HERB EKDETH THE ELOWMAll’s TALE. 


THE PJdOLOGUEj 

OK, THE MEKY ADVENTURE OF 

THE PARDOJ^RE AND TAPSTERE, 

AT THE INN AT CANTERBURY* 

When all this freshe feleship were come to Can- 
tirbury, 

As ye have herde to fore, with Talys glad and merr\^, 
Som of sotill sentence of vertue and of lore, 

And Mm of othir mirthis, for them that hold no store 
Of wisdom, ne of holynes, ne of chivalry, 

Nethir of vertuouse ipatere, bat to foly 


Leyd wit and Ju<?tis all to such japis 
As hurlewaynes meyne lu every hegg that rapes 
Thorough unstabill mynde, ryght as the levis grene 
Stondewn ageyn the wedir, -ryght so by them 1 
mene ; 

But no more hereof nowe at this ilche tymc, * 

In saving of my sentence, my Prolog, and my ryme. 
They toke ther in, and loggit them at mydmo- 
lowe I trowe, 

Alle cheker of the hope that many a man doth 
knowe j 

Their Hoost of Southworkc, that with them went, 
as ye have herde to fore. 

That was rewler of them al, of las and eke of more, 
Ordeyned their dyner wisely or they to chirch wont, 
Such vitaillis as he fonde in town, and for noon 
othir sent. 

The Pardonere behelde the besynes, how statis wer 
i&ervid, 

Diskennyng hym al piively, and a syde swervid: 
The hostelere was so halowid fi o o plase to another, 
He toke his staffe to the Tapstere: “ Welcom niyn 
own brothel,” 

Guod she, with a fiendly lokc, al redy for to leys ; 
And he, as a man i lerned of such kyndnes, 

Bracyd hir by the myddyll, and made hir gladly 
cheie, 

As thoughe he had iknowen hir al the rathir yeer : 
She balid hym into the tapstry there hir bed way 
was makid; 

Lo, here I ligg,” (quod she) “ myself al nyght al 
nakid, 

Without manny’s company syn my love was dede, 
Jenkyn Harpour, yf ye hym knewe : from fete to 
the hede 

Was not a lustier personc to daunce ne to Icpe 
Tlien he was, thoughe I it sey and therwith to 
wepe 

She made, and with hirnapron f(*lrand white ywash 
She wypid soft hir eyen for tens that she out lush 
As grete as any mylstone; upward gon they stert 
Foi love of her swetyng, that sat so nighe hir hert i 
She wept and waylid, and wrong her hondis, and 
ma^e much to done, 

For they that loven so passyngly such trowes they 
have ochon : 

She snyffith, sighith, and shoke hire hede, and 
made rouful cher: 

“ BenedicUeE* quod the Pardonere, and tokehii by 
the swere, 

Yee make soi we inowgh,” quod he, ** your life 
though yc shuld lose.” 

“ It is no woridir,” quod sh(i than ; and therwith 
she gau to snese. 

** Aha ! al hole,” quod the Pardonere ; ** your pe- 
naunce is somewhat passid.” 

** God forbede it els !” quod she, ** but it wore Kom- 
what lassid ; 

I might nat lyvc els, thowc wotist, and it shuld 
long endure ; 

Now blessid be God of mendemeikte of hole and 
I eke of cure •” 

’Quod the Pardonere tho anoon, and toke hir by the 
chynne. 

And sayd to hir these wordis thoj ** Ala* that love 
IS syn I 

So kynd a lover as ye be oon, and so trew of herte, 
For be my trewc conscienoe yit for yewe I smorte, 
Andshall this month hereafter, fotyoursodendineic; 
Now wele wer hym ye lovid so he coed you plese ; 
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l durst swere upon a book that tiewe he shuld 
yewe fyud. 

For he that is so yore dede is grene in yeur mynd. 
Ye made mo a bory man j I dred ye wold have 
stervi(l.*> [unaseivid : 

** Grauut mercy, gcntil sii,*' quod she, ** that yc 
Yee be a uobile man, iblessid mut yoe be : 

Sit down ; ye sbul drynk.’’— “ Nay I wis” (quod he) 
“ I am fabtyng yit, myne own heit’is loto,’* 
**Fastyng yit, alassF' quod shej “ theiof I can 
godc bote.” 

She stert into the town and fet a py al bote, 

And set to fore the Paidonere j “ Jenken, T ween 
I n’ote [sastir. 

Is that your name I yowprey*” — “ I wis, myu own 
So was I enformed of them that did me fobtir. 

** And what is yowrs “ Kitt, iwis j so cleped me 

ray dame.’* 

** And Godd’is blessing have thow, Kittj now biokc 
wel thy name 

And privylich unlasld his both eyen liddes, 

And lokid hirm the visage paramour and amyddis. 
And sighed there with a litd time that she it here 
myghte, 

And gan to rown and seyn this song, “ Now, love, 
ikfii do me 7 ig 

** Etc and be merry,'* quod she; ** why breke ye 
nowt your fast ? 

To wait more feleship it were but work in waste. 
Whi make yc so dull cheie? for your love at 
home?** _ [aloon.** 

** Nay, forsooth, myne own hoi to, it in for you 
** For me^ alas’ whatscy ye? tbatwer a simple 
piey.'* [yewe »ey,” 

** Trewiioh yit,” quod the Pardonere, ** it ia as I 
“ Ye, ctitb and Ixuli mery; we wol speke tberofsonc ; 
Brcnnyd mt dredith fetr : it is mery to be a loon ; 
For by our lady Mary, that bare Josua on hir arm, 
I coud nevir love yit but it did me barm. 

For evir my manerc hath bo to love ovirmuch.” 

** Now Crist's blessing,*' quod the Pardonere, ** go 
with al such. [ills macli, 

Lo ! how the clowdia worchyn cch man to mete 
For trewly, gcntil Cristian, I use the same tach, 
And have ydo many a yi*r : t may it nut forbcrt% 
For Kt/nd wall have hts cours though men the con- 
trary swore 

And thorwith he sterte up smertly and cast down 
a grote. 

<< What shat this do, gcntil sir ? Nay, sir, for my 
I n'old ye payd a peny her and so sone pas." [,cot« 
The Pardoner swore his grette othc ho wold pay 
no las. 

I wis, sir, it is ovir do, but sith it is yowr will 
I woll putt it in my pttrse lest yee it take in ill 
To refuse your curtesy t” and thorwith she gan to 
bowr. 

Now tri’wly,** quod the I*andoner, ** y«ur manors 
bfuu to low«, 

For had ye countid streytly, and nothing left bidiind, 
X might have welo ydemml that ye be unkind, 

And eke untrewe of berte, and sooner me forgete. 
But ye list bo my tresorer, for we nhall offter mete.” 

Now eerten,** quod the Tapster, ** ye have a rede 
fat even, 

As wold to (Jod ye couth as wcle undo my swevm 
That I myself did mete this nygUt that is ypassid, 
How 1 was in a ehirch wlien it was all ymassid, 
And was In my dovocloune tyl service was al dooo, 
Tyl the preest and the clerk hoystly bad me goon, 


And put me out of the chlich with an egir mode.’* 
“ Now Seynt 0aniel,** quod the Pardoneie, ** your 
swevyn turn to gode, 

And I woll halsow it to be best, have it in yeur 
mynd. 

For comyngly of these awevyngs the conti ary men 
siuil fynd. 

Ye have be a lover glad, and litil joy yhad ; 

Plick up a lusty herte, and b<‘ moiy and glad, 

For ye slml have an Imsbond that shall yewe wed 
to wyvo, 

That shal love yewe as hertely as his own lyve. 
The precst that put yew out of chirch bluiH lede 
you in ageyne, [main 

And helpe to year mariage with al his might and 
This IS the swevon al and som Kit ; liow likith the?’* 
“ Be my trowith'wondir welc, blessid mut thou we 
be?” 

Tlien tokc he Icvc at that tyme, tyll he come efft- 
And went lo his feleship (as it was to doun) [sone, 
Thoughe it be no grete holy nos to prcch tins ilk 
mature. 

And that som list to her it, yit sirs, ner the latter 
Faidurith for a while and suffrith them that woll, 
.•Ind ye sbuU her how the Tapster made the Par^ 
donor pull 

Oarlik all the long nyghtc til it was nor end day; 
For the more chore she made of love the falsir was 
her lay ; [while, 

But litil charge gaff she thorof, tho slu* acquit hia 
For ethir is thought and tent was othir to b«^Ue, 
As ye bhul here hereaftir, when tyme mnith and 
spaso 

To meve such matoro.— But now a litil spase 
I wol return me ageyn to the company, [to ly 
The Knyghto and al the feleship, and nothing for 
Whan they wer al yloggit, as sktl wold and reson, 
Everich aftir his degre, to chirch then was seson 
To pas and to wend to make tliolr offringts, 

Righte as their devocioune was, of silver broch and 
rynges; 

Then at chirch dorr the curtesy gan to ryse 
Tyl the Knyght, of gentilncs that know© right welc 
tho guysc. 

Put forth tho prelatis, the Parson, and his fere, 

A Monk that took the spryugill with a manly chore, 
And did as the manero is, moihd al their patis 
Kverich aftir othir, righto as they were of statis : 
The Frer feynyd fetously the Hpryngill for to hold 
To sprang oppon the remnuuut, that for his cope 
he ii'old 

Have laft that occupacioune in that holy plane, 

.So Umgid his holy conscience to sc the Nonn'is safe. 
The Knyght w<int with his compexa toward the 
holy shrync 

To do that they war com for, and aftir for to dyne: 
Tlic Pardoner and tho Milter, and othir lewdesotes. 
Sought *hem self in tho chirch right as lewd gotss, 
Pyrid fast and i>ourid high n|)on tho glaso, 
Ckmntcrfetyng gentilmcn tho nrmtfHi ibr to blaso, 
X^skyuering fast the peyutur, and for the story 
moumhl, 

Ami a red al so right as rammys horoyd. 

” He berith a bslstaff,” quod the toon, and els a 
rakid end ; 

“ Thow failcst,** quod ttie Miller, ** thow hast nat 
wel thy mynd ; 

It is a spere, yf thow oanst wu with a prik tofore, 
To push a down hii eomy, atid Uiioagn the shoul- 
der bore,*’' 
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Gledis and bosardes weren ’hem by, 

White molles and puttockes toke ther place, 

And lapwinges, that wel conith he ; 

This company’ ban forlete ther grace. 

Long while the Pellican was oute, 

Bat at last he commith agame, 

And brought with him the phenix stoute } 

The Griffon would have flow ful fainc, 

His foulis flewen as thicke as raine, 

The phenix tho began ’hem chace i 
To flie from him it was in vaine, 

For he did vengeaunce and no grace. 

He slewe ’hem doune without mercy j 
There estartfe neither fre ne thrall ; 

On him they cast a rufnll crie 
Whan that the Griffim- doun was fall ; 

He bete him not, but slewe hem all : 

Where he ’hem drove no man may trace : 
Under the erth methought they yall ; 

Alas, they bad a feble grace ! 

The Pellican then axid right 
For my writing if I have blame 
Who then wol for me fight ot flight > 

Who shullin sheldd me from shame ? 

He that yhad a maide to dame. 

And the Lamb^ that slaine ywas, 

Shal sheldin me from gostly blame, 

For erthely harme is Godd’is grace. 

Therfore I pray ev8ry man 
Of my writing have me excused, 

This writing wnteth the Pellican, 

That thus fiiese peple hath dispised ; 

For I am freshe fully advised 
1 n’ill not maintene his menace. 

For the devill is ofte disguised 
To bring a man to evil grace. 

Width the Pelli’can and not me, 

For herof I n’ll not avowe 
In hie ne lowe, ne no degrc. 

But as fable take it ye mowe. 

To holy churche I will me bowe ; 

Eche man to’ amende him Christe seude space ! 
And for my writing me alowe 
He that’ is sdmighty for his grace. 

HERB EKDETH THE ELOWMAll’s TALE. 


THE PJdOLOGUEj 

OK, THE MEKY ADVENTURE OF 

THE PARDOJ^RE AND TAPSTERE, 

AT THE INN AT CANTERBURY* 

When all this freshe feleship were come to Can- 
tirbury, 

As ye have herde to fore, with Talys glad and merr\^, 
Som of sotill sentence of vertue and of lore, 

And Mm of othir mirthis, for them that hold no store 
Of wisdom, ne of holynes, ne of chivalry, 

Nethir of vertuouse ipatere, bat to foly 


Leyd wit and Ju<?tis all to such japis 
As hurlewaynes meyne lu every hegg that rapes 
Thorough unstabill mynde, ryght as the levis grene 
Stondewn ageyn the wedir, -ryght so by them 1 
mene ; 

But no more hereof nowe at this ilche tymc, * 

In saving of my sentence, my Prolog, and my ryme. 
They toke ther in, and loggit them at mydmo- 
lowe I trowe, 

Alle cheker of the hope that many a man doth 
knowe j 

Their Hoost of Southworkc, that with them went, 
as ye have herde to fore. 

That was rewler of them al, of las and eke of more, 
Ordeyned their dyner wisely or they to chirch wont, 
Such vitaillis as he fonde in town, and for noon 
othir sent. 

The Pardonere behelde the besynes, how statis wer 
i&ervid, 

Diskennyng hym al piively, and a syde swervid: 
The hostelere was so halowid fi o o plase to another, 
He toke his staffe to the Tapstere: “ Welcom niyn 
own brothel,” 

Guod she, with a fiendly lokc, al redy for to leys ; 
And he, as a man i lerned of such kyndnes, 

Bracyd hir by the myddyll, and made hir gladly 
cheie, 

As thoughe he had iknowen hir al the rathir yeer : 
She balid hym into the tapstry there hir bed way 
was makid; 

Lo, here I ligg,” (quod she) “ myself al nyght al 
nakid, 

Without manny’s company syn my love was dede, 
Jenkyn Harpour, yf ye hym knewe : from fete to 
the hede 

Was not a lustier personc to daunce ne to Icpe 
Tlien he was, thoughe I it sey and therwith to 
wepe 

She made, and with hirnapron f(*lrand white ywash 
She wypid soft hir eyen for tens that she out lush 
As grete as any mylstone; upward gon they stert 
Foi love of her swetyng, that sat so nighe hir hert i 
She wept and waylid, and wrong her hondis, and 
ma^e much to done, 

For they that loven so passyngly such trowes they 
have ochon : 

She snyffith, sighith, and shoke hire hede, and 
made rouful cher: 

“ BenedicUeE* quod the Pardonere, and tokehii by 
the swere, 

Yee make soi we inowgh,” quod he, ** your life 
though yc shuld lose.” 

“ It is no woridir,” quod sh(i than ; and therwith 
she gau to snese. 

** Aha ! al hole,” quod the Pardonere ; ** your pe- 
naunce is somewhat passid.” 

** God forbede it els !” quod she, ** but it wore Kom- 
what lassid ; 

I might nat lyvc els, thowc wotist, and it shuld 
long endure ; 

Now blessid be God of mendemeikte of hole and 
I eke of cure •” 

’Quod the Pardonere tho anoon, and toke hir by the 
chynne. 

And sayd to hir these wordis thoj ** Ala* that love 
IS syn I 

So kynd a lover as ye be oon, and so trew of herte, 
For be my trewc conscienoe yit for yewe I smorte, 
Andshall this month hereafter, fotyoursodendineic; 
Now wele wer hym ye lovid so he coed you plese ; 
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l durst swere upon a book that tiewe he shuld 
yewe fyud. 

For he that is so yore dede is grene in yeur mynd. 
Ye made mo a sory man j I dred ye wold have 
9 tervi(l.*> [unaseivid : 

** Grauut mercy, gentil sii,*' quod she, “ that yc 
Yee be a uobile man, iblessid mut yoe be : 

Sit down ; ye shul drynk/’— Nay I wis” (quod be) 
“ I am fastyng yit, mync own heit’is loto,’* 
“Fastyng yit, alassF' quod shej “ theiof I can 
godc bote.” 

She stert into the town and fct a py al bote, 

And set to fore the Paidonere j “ Jenken, T ween 
I n’ote [sustir. 

Is that your name I yowprey*” — “ I wis, myn own 
So was I enformed of them that did me fostir. 

** And what is yowrs ?” — “ Kitt, iwis j so cleped me 
ray dame.’* 

** And Godd'is blessing have tbow, Kittj now brake 
wel thy name 

And privylich unlasld his both eyen liddes, 

And lokid hir m the visage paramour and amyddis. 
And sighed there with a litd time that she it here 
myghte, 

And gan to rown and seyn this song, “ Ahw, iovc, 
ikfii do me 

** Etc and be merry,'* quod she; ** why broke ye 
nowt your fast ? 

To wait more feleship it were but work in waste. 
Whi make yc so dull cheie? for your love at 
home?** [aloon.** 

** Nay, forsooth, mync own boite, it in for you 
** Formed alas’ what soy yc? thatwer a simple 
pu*y.'* [yewe »ey,” 

** Trewiioh yit,” quod the Pardonere, it ia as I 
“ Ye, etith and Ix'th mcry; we wol spoke tberoffioue ; 
Bre/myd mt dredithfeir; it is mery to be a loon; 
For by our lady Mary, that baro Josua on hir arm, 
I coud nevir love yit but it did me harm. 

For evir my maneru hath bo to love ovirmuch.” 

** Now Crist's blessing,*' quod the Pardonere, “ go 
with al ^uch. [ins macli, 

Lo ! how the clowdia worchyn ech man to mete 
For trewly, gentd Criatian, I use the same tach, 
And have ydo many a yc*r : t may it nut forbcrt% 
For Kt/nU vsoll have hts conn thuugli men the con- 
trary swore 

And therwith he sturte up smertly and cast down 
a grote. 

What shat this do, gentil sir ? Nay, sir, for my 
I n'old ye payd a peny her and m sone pas." [cote 
The Pardoner swore his grettc othe h« wold pay 
no las. 

I wis, sir, it is ovir do, but sith it is yowr will 
I well putt it in my pttrse lest yeo it take in ill 
To refuse your curtesy i” and therwith she gan to 
bowe. 

** Now tri’wly,** quod the I*andoner, ** year maners 
bfcu to lowe, 

For had ye countid stray tly, and nothing left bi'hind, 
I might have wele ydemed that ye be unkind, 

And eke untrewe of berte, and seioncr me forgetc. 
But ye list bo my trusorer, for we nhall offler mote.” 

Now cerUin,** quod the Tapster, ” ye have a rede 
fat even, 

As wold to (Jod ye couth as wcle xmdo my sweven 
That I myself did mete this nygUt that is ypassid, 
How 1 was in a ehirch when it was all ymassid, 
And was in my dovocioime tyl service was al dooo, 
Tyl the preest and the clerk boystly bud me goon, 


And put me out of the chlich with an egir mode,’* 
“ Now Seynt 0aniel,’* quod the Pardoneie, ** your 
swevyn turn to gode, 

And I well halsow it to be best, have it in yeur 
mynd. 

For comyngly of these awevyugs the conti ary men 
smil fynd. 

Ye have be a lover glad, and litil joy yliad ; 

Phek up a lusty herte, and b<‘ moiy and glad, 

For y^e sbul have an Imsbond that shall yewe wed 
to wyvo, 

That shal love yewe as hertely as his own lyve. 
The precst that put yew out of chirch shall lede 
you in ageyne, [main 

And helpe to year mariage with al his might and 
This IS the swovon al and som Kit ; how likith the?’* 
“ Be my trowith^wondir welc, blessid mut thou we 
be?” 

Tlien tokc he Icvc at that tymo, tyll he come efft- 
And went to his feleship (as it was to doon) [sone, 
Thoughe it be no grete holy nos to prcch thus ilk 
matere. 

And that som list to her it, yit sirs, ner the latter 
Rndurith for a while and suffrith them that woll, 
jlind ye ahull her how the Tapster made the Par^ 
douor pull 

Garlik all the long nyghto til it was nor end day; 
For the more chore she made of love the falsir was 
her lay ; [while, 

But litil charge gaff she thorof, tho she acquit Ida 
For ethir is thought and tent was otldr to b«^Uo, 
As ye shul hero hereaftir, when tyme mnith and 
spasc 

To move such matcro.— But now a litil spase 
I wol return me ageyn to the company, [to ly 
The Knyghto and al the feleship, and nothing for 
Whan they wer al yloggit, as sktl wold and reson, 
Everich aftir his degre, to chirch then was seson 
To pas and to wend to make tlielr offringts, 

Righte as their devociounc was, of silver brocU and 
rynges; 

Then at chirch dorr the curtesy gan to ryse 
Tyl the Knyght, of gentilncs that knowe right welc 
the guysc. 

Put forth tho prelatis, the Parson, and his fere, 

A Monk that took thespryngill with a manly chore, 
And did oh the manero is, moihd al their patis 
Evcrich aftir othir, righto as they were of statis : 
The Frer feynyd fetously thcHpryngill for to hold 
To spryng oppon the ramnauut, that for his cope 
he u*old 

Have laft that occupacioune in that holy plane, 

.So Umgid hisholy conscience to se the Nonn'is safe. 
The Knyght went with hit compexe toward the 
holy shrync 

To do that they war com for, and aftir for to dyne : 
Tlra Pardoner and tho Milter, and othir lowdesotes. 
Sought *hem self in the chirch right as lewd gotes, 
Pyrid fast and i>ourid high u|)on the glaso, 
Ckmntcrfetyng gentilmcn tho nrmum fbr to blase, 
l^skyuering fast the poyutur, and for the story 
moumid, 

And a red al so right as rammys horoyd. 

” He borith a balstaff,” quod the toon, and els a 
rakid end ; 

“ Thow failost,” quod tlw Miller, ” thow hast oat 
wel thy mynd ; 

It is a tpero, yf tbow oanst wu with a prik tofore, 
To push a down his eomy, atid tltmagn the shoul- 
der bore,*’' 



